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INTEODUCTOEY LETTEE.

Slickville, April, 185-.

My Dear Squire,

Since I parted with you I have led a sort of wanderin^, ramblin'

life, browsin' here to-day, and there to-morrow, amusin' myself

arter my old way, studyin' human natur', gettin' a wrinkle on the

horn myself for some that I give others, and doin' a little bit of

business by the way to pay charges, and cover the ribs of my bank

book
;
not to say that I need it much either, for habit has more to

do with business now with me than necessity. The bread of idle-

ness in a gineral way is aiyt to he stahj and sometimes I consait it

is a little grain sour.

Latterly I have been pretty much to Slickville, having bought the

old humstead from father's heirs, and added to it considerable in

buildin's and land, and begin to think sometimes of marryin'. The
fact is, it aint easy to settle down arter itineratin' all over the world

so many years as I have done without a petticoat critter of one's

own for company
;
but before I ventur' on that partnership consarn

I must make another tour in the provinces, for atween you and me,

I reckon they raise handsomer and stronger ladies than we do in

Connecticut, although we do crack for everlastin' about beatin' all

the world in our geese, galls, and onions."

Oh dear, when I think of them trips I had with you. Squire, it

makes me feel kind of good all over
;
but there will be amusement

enough left for another tour, you may depend. Fun has no limits.

It is like the human race and face
;

there is a family likeness among
all the species, but they all differ. New combinations produce new
varieties. Humour puts me in mind of the kaleidoscope, or pattern-

makers' box
;
give it a shake up, and there is a new figure every

time— that is, if the box aint empty. If it is, you can neither

shake anything in or out of it, as many a schoolmaster knows to his

cost. But a man who has an eye for fun sees it in everythin'

—

verily, even the demure Quaker catches and enjoys it.

The worst of it is, it is hard to remember it long
;

for the mind
IS like a slate— one thing gets rub'd out for another. The only way
is to enter it down at the foot of the day's work

;
so I guess I '11

keep a journal, and send it to you. It would make a new book for

you, such as Wise Saws and Modern Instances," or Sam Slick

in Search of a Wife," or some such name.
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There is a work called The Horse/^ and another called The
Cow/^ and The Dog/^ and so on

;
why should n^t there he ono

on The Galls They are about the most difficult to choose and
to manage of any created critter, and yet there aint any dependable

directions about pickin^ and choosin^ of them. Is it any wonder
then so many fellows get taken in when they go for to swap hearts

with them ? Besides, any one can find a gentleman that keeps a

livery-stable to get him a horse to order
;
but who can say, This

is the gall for your money
No, Sir, it is a business that must be done by yourself, and no

one else. I guess this will be the last of my rambles, and I hope

to see you while I am spyin^ into the wigwams in your diggins. I

must say I feel kinder lonely here sometimes, tho^ I aint an idle

man nother, and can turn my hand to anythin^ amost; but still

there is days when there is nothin^ that just suits to go at to fill up
the gap, and themes the times we want a friend and companion. I

have spent some wet spells and everlastin^ long winter evenins lately

in overhauling my papers completing of them, and finishin’ up the

reckonin^ of many a pleasant, and some considerable boisterous days

passed in different locations since we last parted. I have an idee

you would like to see them, and have packed them all up
;
and if I

don^t meet you, I guess ITl give them to a careful hand who will

deliver them safe along with my sayings and doiffs on this trip.

I haven^t methodized them yet
;
they are promiscuous, like my

trunk. When I put my hand in for a stock, in a general way, I am
as like to pull out a pair of stockins as not, and when I fish for

stockins, I am pretty sure to haul up a pocket-handkercher. Still

they are all there, and they are just as well that way as any other,

for there aint what you call a connected thread to them. Some of

them that’s wrote out fair was notched down at the time, and others

are related from memory. I am most afeard sometime, tho’ I had’nt

ought to be, that you ’ll think there is a bit of brag here and there,

and now and then a bit of buncum, and that some things are made
out of whole cloth altogether. It’s nateral for others to think so.

Squire
;
and who cares what the plague they do think ? But you

ought to know and be better sartified, I reckon, than to git into a

wrong pew that way. I shouldn’t wonder a morsel, if you publish

them, that folks will say my talk and correspondence with great

statesmen to England and sich big bugs, was the onlikeliest thing in

the world.

Well, so it is, but it is a nateral truth for all that. Facts are

stranger than fiction, for things happen sometimes that never entered

into the mind of man to imagine or invent. You know what my
position was as attache to our embassy at the court of St. James
Victoria, and that I was chanje when embassador went to Oxford

and made that splendiferous speech to the old dons, to advise them
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to turn Unitarians, and made a tour of the country and spoke like a

ten-horse steam-engine on agriculture, at the protection dinners
;
and

it was ginnerally allowed that his was the best orations on the sub-

ject ever heard, tho^ it’s well known to home he couldn’t tell a field

of oats from a field of peas, nor mangels from turnips, if he was to

be stoned to death with the old Greek books at the college, and

buried under the entire heap of rubbish. And you know that I was

head of the Legation also, when he was absent in France a-sowin’

some republican seed, which don’t seem to suit that climate.

I told him afore he went, that our great nation was the only place

in the world where it would ripen and bear fruit. Kepublics, Squire,

like some apples, thrive only in certain places. Now, you can’t eat

a Newtown pippin that’s raised in England, and blue-noses have

winter fruit to Nova Scotia that keeps all the year round, that we
can’t make nothin’ of at Rhode Island. Theory and pi*actice is two
difi'erent things. But he was a collegian, and they know more about

the dead than the livin’, a plaguy sight
;
but that is neither here

nor there.

Well, rank is no obstacle in our way, tho’ it would be in yourn
(for we claim to be equal with the proudest peer in the realm), and
then the book you published under my name did the rest for me.

It is no wonder then I was on thoso terms of intimacy with the

uppercrust people to London (and bashfulness rubs off in America
long before the beard comes

;
in short, we aint much troubled with

it at no time, that’s a fact). Now, that will explain matters to you.

As for other people, if they get on a wrong track, they will find it

out when they reach the eend of it, and a night spent in the woods
will cool their consait.

No, I wouldn’t sort the articles, only select them. Where the

story is too long, clip a bit off
;
where it wants point, pass it over

;

but whatever you do, don’t add to them, for I am responsible and
not you

;
and if I have got some praise in my time, I have got my

share of abuse too, I can tell you. Somehow or another, folks can’t

hear to hear the truth when it just convenes to their own case; hut

lohen it hits their neighbours, oh! then there is no eend to their

cheerin’
,
pattin’ you on the hack and stuhoyin’ you on.

Father was very fond of doggin’ other folks’ cattle out of his fields,

but when neighbour Dearborn set his bull-terrier on ourn, the old

gentleman got quite huffy, and said it was very disrespectful. What
old Colonel Crockett said to me was the rail motto for an author as

well as a statesman : First be sure you are right, Sam,” said he,

^^and then go ahead like Statiee.” Them that you don’t select or

approbate put carefully away. They will serve to recal old times to

my mind, and I must say I like to think of the past sometimes.

Travellin’ is always pleasant to me, because I take the world as I
find it. A feller who goes through life with a caveson in one hand
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and a plaguy long whalebone whip in the other, a halter, breakin’

of every sinner he meets, gets more hoists than thanks in a gineral

way, I can tell you. My rule is to let every one skin his own foxes.

It aint worth while to be ryled if you can help it, especially at things

you can’t alter or cure. Grrumblin’ and groulin’ along the road,

findin’ fault with this and scoldin’ at that, is a poor way to travel.

It makes a toil of a pleasure.

Now, an Englishman goes through the journey of life like a bear

with a sore head, as cross as Old Scratch himself. The roads are

bad, the bosses bad, the inns bad, and the bill extortionate. He
can’t eat homemade bread, the eggs aint poached right, the ham is

hard, and he hates pork as bad as a Jew. The veal is staggerin’

bob, and the mutton rank or poor, the tea is nothin’ but chopped hay

and water; cotton sheets, tho’ they be white and clean, are only fit

for summer horse-cloths; he can’t stand a taller candle—the smell

pysins him.- A wood-fire puts his eyes out, roasts one side of him
while the other is raw and cold. Even the galls aint pretty; if they

blush when he stares at them, he sais it is a bad sign—they know
too much; and if they don’t, he sais they are forrard and impedent;

but he goes right off into a fit at seein’ me turn an egg out into a

wine-glass. When I see him in one o’ them are tantrums, a

twitchin’ of his face and a jerkin’ about of his limbs arter that

fashion, like one possessed by St. Vitus’ dance, I call for my horse,

and say to the gentleman that keeps the inn, Friend,” says I,

^^get some help, and hold the poor misfortunate stranger’s head,

arms, and legs down so he can’t hurt himself
;

clap a piece of wood
across his mouth to keep him from a-bitin’ of his tongue, give him
a large dose of spirits of turpentine, and put him to bed. That’s

all that can be done for him, for he is incurable. Grood mornin’,”

and I makes tracks. Such a critter as that returns home commonly
with no more knowledge and manners than when he set out. The
imagination has a shadow as well as the hody^ that heeps just a
little ahead of you^ or follows close behind your heelsy it don’t do to

let itfrighten you. Blue-nose is nearly as bad and ugly in his ways
as John Bull.

One of them said to me onct down to Nova Scotia

:

Oh, Mr. Slick, aint it dreadful journeyin’ here in the spring.

Th6re is nothin’ but veal, veal, veal for everlastinly to eat here .—

1

am actilly starved to death.”

Sais I, Friend, so was I at first; I eat of so many calves one

spring, I was actilly ashamed to look a cow in the face for six

months
;
but at last I found there was more ways of dressin’ veal

than one, and more things to be had to eat if you know’d what to

ask for. Folks always give me tho best they have, and when that’s

the case I always say, them that ain’t content with the best that can

be got had better go without, for there is no compulsion in it.
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Grimhlin^ spiles the relish and hurts the digestion. Tell you what,

friend. The 5ee, though he finds every rose has a thorn^ comes hack

loaded with honey from his rambles; and why shoiddn’ t other

tourists do the same ? That^s the way to shorten the road, lessen the

toil, and make travelling pleasant/^

Cheap talkin^, Mr. Slick, said he, but I aint used to it
;
and

if I onct reach my comfortable home, catch me leavin’ it again for

such an outlandish place as this. I am half-frozen to death with the

cold.”

Well,” says I, (for I knew more of him than he dreamed of,)

^^it is cold, that’s a fact; and it’s lucky for you, you have a com-

fortable home— tho’ I have known many a man’s house made too

hot for him sometimes afore now. For my part, I’de as leaf travel

as stay home with a scoldin’ wife, cryin’ children, and a smoky
chimney.”

If you’d a seed the puzeled look he gave to my innocent face,

’twould have done you good. It was as much as to say : Con-

found them random shots. I vow you hit me that time tho’ you
didn’t take aim.” Them’s the sort of fellows that make the greatest

fuss at hotels always. If travellers have to put up with a goodeal

sometimes
j
so have innheepers too^ that’s a fact.

A nigger now is a pattern man. He sings bits of songs, or plays

on the Jew’s-harp, or whistles all the way, throws stones at the

birds, mocks the squirrel’s chirrupin’ out of fright at his black face

;

and when the little dogs rush out o’ the houses and bark at him as

he passes along, he stops, bow-wows at them, and chases them home
again, and then roars out a larfin’ till the woods fairly ring with his

merry yagh, yagh, yagh.

At night, the way he tucks in his supper is a caution to a boa-

constrictor, for it would give him the dispepsy.

Free quarters are pleasant things for them who hante got nothin’

to pay with, so next day he oversleeps himself on purpose, and
instead of findin’ fault with his accommodation, finds fault with his

own feet, and pretends for to limp, and the children won’t let him
go. Afore dinner, says he : Missis lend me the axe, please, till I
chop you up a lovely lot of fire-wood, and split enough kindlin’

stuff to heat the oven for a week and the way he makes chips fly

aint no matter.

Then he turns to and piles it up in the porch snug, and fetches

in a great big back-log the chimney-place will hardly hold— large

enough almost for an ox to pull.

Missis, let me draw you a bucket of water. Hem are beautiful

little hands o’ yourn is too soft for de well-pole. Come, young
masters, sposen you comes along wid me and see Juba carry a full

bucket on his head and nebber spill a drop, tho’ poor Juba’s feet

2*
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berry tender now from travelling on dem are prepostilons hard

roads.'’^

I guess he aint asked to stay another day and aint told he is wel-

come I Oh ! of course not ! Then he has been a great traveller,

havin^ onct made a trip to Jamaica, and has wonderful stories to

tell that beat British officers^ tiger hunts all to rags. The cocoa-

nuts were so big there, he was obliged to wear an iron skillit on his

pate for fear they might fall from the trees and split it open
;
and

one day the monkeys caught him asleep, slipt off the pot, and stole

it to cook their victuals in. True as rates, masters, and not a word
of regraggeration in it, I do assure you.

That was the boy to find a welcome. The youngsters actilly cried

when he went away, gave him a handful of cents, and walked two

miles on the road with him to hear his stories of sharks and whales.

There is another advantage of this temper, that even niggers

don^t know
;
you can larn as you travel. I lamed more from talk

in London than ever I did in books in my life, and noted it better.

For example—as they say in cypherin^ books—I sit alongside of a

lamed man at some grand dinner; now lamed men in a gineral

way are all as stupid as owls, they keep a devil of a thinkin’, but

they don’t talk. So I stirs up old Heroglyphic with a long pole

;

for it’s after dark lights is lit, and it’s time for owls to wake up and
gaze.

I have been tryin’ to read that are book on Ninevah,” said I.

Oh !” sais he, what do you think of it ?”

It wants the pickaxe and crowbar,” sais I.

Pickaxe and crowbar I” sais he, for that made him turn half

round, and open his eyes and stare.

Only surprise a man. Squire, and he can’t help listenin’.

I call it a hard case,” said I. The author has spent amost

a mortal long time in diggin’ up these curiosities that have been
onder ground Lord knows how many centuries, and now he has gone
right off, and buried them all again in a book, as hard to get into as

the old vaults.”

Exactly,” said he
;

you have just hit it—very well expressed,

and very graphically—that is the principal defect in the book.”

P’raps, Sir,” said I, you would be kind enough to sumtotalise

for me the amount of his discoveries in a few words too, for I won’t

bore you,” said I.

Well in ten minutes you have the whole; and if you want an

explanation, he is just the boy to give it. It’s just the same now
in a log-hut. The settler, poor lonely, honest, simple critter haint

no book lamin’, but he is acquainted with some things you aint,

that’s a fact. I never met a man yet that couldn’t give me a wrinkle,

from a captain of one of our men-of-war in the Mediterranean, that

I heard tell Lady B the way to peel onions without tinglin’ her
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eyes, was to hold a pin between her teeth, down to Sinful Joy the

nigger at the three mile plains, who gave me the wonderful cure for

jaundice I boast so much of

At every turn there is somethin’ to observe and remember, which,

old tho’ it be, is new to you—some impliment, some machine, some
strange culture of curious plants, and things put to uses you never

dreamed of, is turnin’ up all the time. It was in Persia I lamed the

art of stupifyin’ fish, and makin’ them float on the surface, without

hurtin’ them, for food
;
and the first chance I get, I will try it in the

mackerel fishary. It was at a Quaker’s in Genesee I first met with

the little windmill for sawing my fire-wood I have to Slickville, and
in South America I lamed to pysen an arrow that killed deer in-

stantly without affectin’ the venison, and in France the w'ay to hatch

fish-spawn, and on the Rhone the wonderful, but simple and cheap

plan of the Romans, of buildin’ houses of loam superior to bricks.

It was by travellin’ I picked up that valuable collection of receipts I
showed you onct.

But the greatest advantage of all of this itineration is, you can

look back with pleasure on travel. You forget the little ups and
downs, and crosses and losses, and bumps and thumps, and brambles

and scrambles by the way
;
but memory has it all sketched out in

landscapes like, rail handsome for you, that imagination has helped

to put in gilt frames. And tho’ the forrest in them paintins contains

rocks, underbrush, and boggy spots, where you slumped about, broke

down, or lost your way, you see nothin’ in the background but a

mass of wavin’ wood, or in the foreground but green fields, windin’

roads, and smooth rivers. Time has mellowed the pictur’.

Yes, I can and do often stop short, turn round, shade the sun off

my eyes with my hands, and look back at my travels over this

unevarsel world with pleasure. But if it was all barren, all dark,

all hardship, and all privation, as some grumblin’ fools find it, what
in natur’ would life be? Yfhy, it wouldn’t be endurable; it ’ed

give pain, and not pleasure. You’d be afraid to look back, because

it would awaken onpleasant recollections, and you’d be skeer’d to

look forred; for if the world don’t please you when young, it can’t,

in the natur’ of things, when you are old, that’s a fact. That’s my
philosophy, at least, and so it is Black Juba’s also.

My plan is this. I seeh the sunny side of life alwaysj unless the

weather is too hot, and then I go to the shade. The changes in the

temperature make me enjoy hoth.

And now, havin’ written this epistle, I shall turn round to the

fire, light my cigar, put my feet up on the mantel-piece, and enjoy a

smoke, and think of old times. Hoping to hear soon from you,

I remain, dear Sir,

Your faithful friend,

Sam Slick.



WISE SAWS;
OR,

SAM SLICK IN SEARCH OF A WIFE.

CHAPTER I.

CHAT WITH THE PRESIDENT.

Before leaving the States for the lower provinces, I went np to

Washington, to meet some old friends assembled there, that I had

known to England, as well as to see the President, who wanted me
to accept the office of a commissioner, and to report privately to him
on the fisheries on the shores of Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, and

Prince Edward Island. I dined quietly with him one day, a dis-

cussing the latter subject, and its importance to our coasting and
interior trade, when he pressed the office on me in rael aernest.

^^We don^t work for nothin^ you know, Mr. Slick,^^ sais he,

things aint fixed up right, when you only find paper, quills, and
tape, there must be somethin^ to keep the pen agoin, besides fingers

and ink. You will be paid liberally, as it becomes our great nation,

for your services; and what do you say to my placin^ a naval schooner

at your disposal to make your tour in, and to protect our fishermen ?

Wouldn^t that more comport with dignity, and be goin^ the whole

figure, and doin^ the thing genteel?^'

Thank you, Sir,^^ sais I, a national vessel would spile all, it

would make folks scary about talkin^ to me
;
and as our citizens are

breakin^ the treaty all the time, we mustn^t sanction it like, openly

and officially, but just wink at it, and pass on, as if we didnH see it

or know it. None are so blind as those that wonH see, and nothin'

is so easy as to hood-wink them that’s too inquisitive. Oh, dear

!

how often. President, I have larfed ready to die, at the way I made
a custom-house officer at Bangor wink. I smuggled— no, I won’t
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say that, for Td scorn to smuggle, it^s a low thing— hut I imported

several times British goods to that city from Nova Scotia, but forgot

to enter them regular; and when Bigelow Pineo, the officer, came to

search (a very pious, consciencious man he was, too, an elder among
the elect, and an awful large seven-foot down-easter

;
they used to

call him Big Pineo), ^ Brother Pineo,^ sais I, ^ verily Pm glad to see

you
;
how is the good lady to hum, and the little Bigs, eh ? None

of ^em, I guess, will ever make the man their father is, as Widow
Atwater said to me, when she first sot eyes on you : Laws me, Mr.

Slick, who is that noble-lookin' man ? he is the handsomest I ever

saw in all my born days. My ! what a fine man I'
"

^ Friend Slick,' he would say, with an inward chuckle, like a

half-grunt, and a half-cough (Christian men never larf),
‘ thee aint

improved, I see, by being among the heathen colonists, that live

away down where the sun riseth. What in natur' hast thee got in

all these trunks ?'

Smuggled goods,' sais I, ^ of course.'

^ Oh yes !' sais he
;

‘ and if they were, thee wouldst fetch them
here to be seized, of course ! How soft thee is !'

And then he gave another chuckle at that bright idea of hisn,

that made his chest heave again. ^ But,' sais I, ^ look for yourself,

brother, and sarch well. Here's my spectacles,' and I took out a

pair of tortoise-shell ones, that had the glasses slipt out, and two
gold eagles slipt in.'

^ What in the world are these ?' sais he.

^ Magnifiers,' sais I. ^ Put them on, and nothin' will escape

you
;
and if you can't see through them at first, practice will soon

make you parfect. Accept 'em for my sake, for they are curiosities,

that's a fact. The benighted colonists wear them, when the sun
shines, to keep it from hurtin' their eyes. But come, that's a good
man, put the chalk mark on my traps right off, for I want to be a

movin'.'

^^Well, he put the spectacles in his pocket; and as he stooped

down to chalk the trunks, sais he: Werily thee is different from
other men, in all thee doeth

;
seein' I can take no fees, thee hast

adopted this mode to obviate a hard law. If these trunks contained

smuggled goods, of a sartainty thee wouldst not fetch them here, so

I will mark them.'

No, President, we must wink, or put on solid gold spectacles,

like Bigelow Pineo, and look without seein'. I would prefer going

down in one of our coastin' vessels, careless-like, slippin' into this

harbour, and dodgin' into that, and while the captain is tradin' here

and tradin' there pick up all the information I want. If we had
them fisheries, they would be worth more to us than California."

I think so too," sais he. I had no idea of their immense ex-

tent until lately. I actilly saw a barrel of Nova Scotia mackerel
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the other day, with the Halifax brand on it, away up to the Rocky
Mountain. Fact, I assure you. However, consider yourself on pay
from this time, six dollars per day for wages, and six dollars more
for travelling expenses

;
and if you have to charter a vessel, draw for

the amount.^^

President/^ sais I, that’s what I call handsum now. But as I

shall be gone for a considerable spell, for I want a trip of pleasure

as well as business, I will take care there is no extra charge.”

Well, Uncle Sam, Sir,” sais he, ^^is able and willin’ to pay for

all
;
and your report will carry great weight with it, for it is well

known you have spent a great deal of time in the provinces, and
know the people better than any of our citizens do. To-morrow you
will receive your commission, and letters accreditin’ you to our con-

suls, and to the governors of the different colonies.”

When this aflair was settled, sais he, Mr. Slick, did you know
Lord Horton, him that’s Lord Aylsford now, when you was to Eng-
land?”

Knowed him well,” sais I.

Is he as smart a man as folks say ?”

Gruess he is all that, and more too,” sais I, he is a whole team
and a horse to spare — that man. He was among the last p.ersons I

visited when I was leavin’ the embassy
;
the last man I heard speak

in the Commons, and the last I supped with to London. A night

or two afore*I left town, I went down to the House of Commons.
I don’t often go there. It’s stupid work, and more than half the

time routine business, while the other half of it is a re-hash of old

speeches. Twice laid dishes I can stand, salt fish and corn beef

twice laid I sometimes consait is as good as when first cooked
;
but

old speeches served over and over again go again the appetite.

However, having nothin’ above common to do, and bearin’ there

was to be a bit of a flare-up, down I goes, and who should be

speakin’ but Horton, him they now call Aylsford. What the

plague they change the name for that way, I don’t know. If they

want to promote a man to a higher degree, such as baron (and Lord
knows some of their heads are barren enough) to be an earl, and an

earl to be a marquis, and so on, well and good—but the name ought

to be kept, for the change only bothers folks.

^^Who in the world would suppose now that Lord Dundonald was
the same man as the great Lord Cochran—the greatest naval hero,

next to Nelson, England ever had. It’s an actual fact, I knew him
a whole year afore I found it out, and only then by accident; for,

like all brave men, he never talks of his everlastin’ battles. But
this is neither here nor there; the English have a way of their own,

and it is no use talkin’ to them, obstinate they are, and obstinate

they will be to the eend of the chapter.”

Exactly,” said the President, that’s my idea to a T, when Lord
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Amphlitt was out here some years ago, I knowed him. Grineral

Ichabod Shegog came to me one day, and sais he, ^ There’s an En^
lish lord to the Treemont; would you like to go and have a look m
him V

^^^AVell, I would,’ sais I, ^that is a fact, fOr I never see one in

my life; but how shall we rig up?’
^ Why,’ sais he, guess I’ll go in a general’s uniform, and you

had better go full fig as a grand master mason, for the dress is

splendid.’

And we did so; the lord was gracious and affable, and a con-

siderable smart man, I tell you. He seemed a good deal struck with

our appearance, and I thought he felt a little mean, seein’ that he

warnt dressed for company, for he had nothin’ on but a common
frock coat, plaid trowsers, and buff waistcoat, coloured neckcloth,

and great thick-soled shoes, and short gaiters. I guess he had to sail

pretty close to the wind, for they do tell me the nobility are all over

head and ears in debt to England. Heavens and airth how the Gin-

eral raved when he came out.

^ What,’ sais he, ^ that little fellow a lord ? have they no better

timber to Britain to make one out of than that ondersized half-starved

looking critter? Well I vow I never want to see another lord, ’til I

see the Lord Jehovah.’

^^But Shegog warnt much of a man of the world,, and, what’s

wuss, he is so chock full of consait, he never will be. The lord was
short, there’s no doubt of that, but he could not help it, for he would
have growed more, I do suppose, if he could. Lord Amphlitt was
not a bad name for the poor critter—was it ? a small book is called

a pamphlet, and he was one-eighth smaller than that
;
but a small

house, after all, well filed, is hetter than an em'pt^ palace.

^^ Now who the plague would have guessed that that Lord Am-
phlitt is the same as Lord Scilly ? If it warnt for the Scilly Light
on the chart, I should never recollect his name, ’til the end of time

ran out. But go on.”

^^Well, as I was sayin’, Horton had the floor, and if he didn’t

talk it into ’em, it’s a pity. He’s a pretty speaker, the best I’ve

heard in England by a long chalk, and the best proof that what he
said hit hard, was you might have heard a pin fall. It’s a different

kind of speakin’ from what our great guns use, and I aint quite sure

I don’t like it better. There is less oration and more business in it,

it’s all to the point, or good guards and blows well planted. He was
at a rival lord, and he sartainly did make the little man look small

enough, you may depend.

Well, the next day, we had a grand dinner at the embassador’s.

Diplomatists, statesmen, and the gracious knows who all were there.

Well, among them was Lord Horton; but I couldn’t get a chat witk
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him then, for dinner was served as soon as he arrived, but I managed
it in the evenm^
(||^^Lord Dunk Peterborough, or some such name, sat alongside of

me, and took to praisin^ our great nation at a great pace. It fairly

took me in at first, I didnH see his drift; it was to draw me out, and
set me a boastin' and a braggin' I do suppose. And I fell into the

trap before I knowed it.

Arter trottin' me round a bit, sais he, ^ Your minister is a worthy
representative of your glorious country. He is a scholar and a

gentleman. One of his predecessors did nothing but compare. If

you showed him a pack of hounds, they were nothing to what hun-
dreds had in Virginia and the southern States. If a fine tree, it

was a mere walking stick to an American one. If a winning race-

horse, he had half a dozen that would, as he expressed it, walk away
from him like nothing; and so on. Well, there was another who
could talk of nothing but satinettes, coarse cotton, the slave trade,

and what he used to call New England domestics. It is refreshing

to find your nation so well represented.'

All this was said as civil as you please, you could not fault his

manner a bit
;

still I can't say I quite liked it. I knew there was
some truth in it; but how little or how much I couldn't tell, not

bein' much of a scholar. Thinks I to myself. I'm a man more used
to givin' than takin' pokes, and never could keep 'em long without

returnin' them with interest. So go on. I'll see what you are about,

and then I rather guess I can take my part with you.

Sais he, ^ I'm told his Latin is very pure.'

^ It's generally allowed there can' t be no better,' sais I, ^ there

is nobody to Cambridge— our Cambridge I mean— that can hold a
candle to him.'

^^‘It's fully equal,' sais he, Ho the generality of the monastic

Latin of the middle ages.'

I was adrift here : I didn't like the expression of his eye— it

looked quizzical
;
and I must say, when larnod subjects come on the

carpet, I do feel a little grain streaked, for fear I shall have to con-

fess ignorance, or have to talk and make a fool of myself. Thinks

I to myself, if his Latin is good, why didn't he say it was as good

as what the Latins spoke or wrote, and not stop half-way at what
Minister used, I am sure, to call the dark ages ? However, I'll look

quizzical too, and put my best foot out.

“ ^ As good as that of the middle ages ?' sais I
;

^ why, that's not

sayin' much for it either. Aint he a middle-aged man himself ? and

hasn't he been at it all his life V
<^^Well, Slick,' sais he, Uhat's uncommon good; that's one of

the best tilings I have heard for a long time, and said so innocently

too, as if you really meant it. Capital, by Jove! Come, I like

that amazingly.'
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Think’s I to myself, it’s more .than I do, then; for I didn’t

understand you, and I don’t know the meanin’ of what I said myself.

But ITl pay you off bimeby, Master Dunk—see if I don’t.

‘^Sais he, lowerin’ his voice, confidential-like, ^what a pity it is

that he is a Unitarian !’

Now, thinks I, my boy, I’ve got you off dead languages in upon
livin’ subjects. I’ll play with you as a cat does with a mouse.

^ He wouldn’t be an honest man, if he warn’t,’ sais I; ^he’d be
beneath contempt.’

^^MYell,’ sais he, ^I never argue' about religion, and will there-

fore not pursue the subject farther; but it creates a great prejudice

here.’

^ Religion,’ sais I, ^ my good friend,’ lookin’ all amazed, ^ why,
what in natur’ has religion to do with it ? It has neither art nor
part in it.’

“ ^Exactly,’ said he, Hhat’s the very point. People here think a

Unitarian little better than an infidel.’

^ Then you might,’ sais I, ^ just as well say a Tory was an infidel,

or a Whig, or a Protectionist, or a Free Trader, or anybody else

;

there would be just as much sense in it. I believe in my heart the

English will never understand us.’

^ Pray, may I ask,’ said he, ^ what you call a Unitarian ?’

^ Sartainly,’ sais I
;

^ for when folks go to argue, they ought first

to know what they are talkin’ about
;

to define their terms, and see

they understand each other. I ’ll tell you in a few words what a

Unitarian is.’

Just then. Minister speaks up, (and it’s a curious thing, talk of

the devil, and he is sure to heave in sight directly), ^ Pass the wine,

Mr. Slick, I’ll help myself.’ ‘ And push it on, your Excellency,’

sais I; ^but I never pass wine— it ain’t considered lucky in Slick-

ville.’ This made a laugh and a divarsion, and I continues :
^ You

see, my Lord, our general Grovernment is a federal one, exercisin’

sartain powers delegated to it by the separate States, which, with

this exception, are independent sovereignties. Every State is a unit,

and those units form a whole
;
but the rights of the separate States

are as sacred as the rights of the Government to Washington; and

good patriots everywhere stand by their own units, and are called

Unitarians; while some are for strengthenin’ the general Govern-

ment, at the expense of the individual sovereignty, and these are

called Federalists; and that’s the long and the short of the matter.

And what on airth religion has to do with these nicknames, I don’t

know.’

^^Sais he, ‘1 never knew that before; I thought Unitarians were

a religious sect, being another name for Socinians, and I am very

glad to hear this explanation.’
,

3
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Thinks I, I hope it will do you good
;

it is as good as a middle-

age Latin, at any rate.

After some further talk, sais he, ^ Your Minister is not a very

easy man to get acquainted with. Is he a fair specimen of the New
Englanders ? for he is very cold.^

‘‘ Here's at you again. Master Lord Dunk, sais I
;
you ain't quite

sold yet, though you are bespoke—that's a fact. ^ Well,' sais I, ^ he

is cold, but that's his misfortune, and not his fault : it's a wonder to

me he aint dead long ago. He will never be quite thawed out. The
chill went into his marrow.'

^ What chill ?' sais he
;
Ms not that his natural manner V

‘‘J How can you ask such a question as that, my Lord ?' sais I.

^ When he left College as a young man, he entered into the ice trade

to supply New Orleens with ice, and a grand spec he made of it

;

but it near upon cost him his life. He was a great hand to drive

business, and if you want to drive business with us, you must work
yourself. He was at the ice lake day and night amost, a handlin'

of it
;
and the last vessel he loaded that year he went in her him-

self. His berth was near the companion-ladder, the best berth in

the ship, but it jines on to the hold, and the chill of that ice cargo,

especially when he got into the hot climate of New Orleens, so pene-

trated his jints, and limbs, and marrow, he has never been warm
since, and never will

;
he tells me it's extendin' upwards, and he is

afeard of his heart.'

^^Well, he roared right out; he haw-hawed as loud as a man
cleverly and politely can at a gentleman's table, and says he, ^ That's

the best contrived story to excuse a cold manner I ever heard in my
life. It's capital, upon my word !'

^ So it was. Slick,' said the President; Mt was well done. That
was a first-rate bam ! But I must say, some of the New-England

^
strait-laced folks are mortal cold— that's a fact, and the worst of it

is, it ain't intermittent; they are iced down e'en amost to the freez-

in'-point, and the glass always stands there. The ague is nothin'

to it, for that has its warm fits
;
but some of them folks have the

cold fit always, like Ambassador. No wonder the Puritans tolerated

wine, rum, gin, brandy, and all that, and forbade kissin'
;

it was, I
suppose, to

“ ‘ Compound for sins they were inclined to,

By damning those they had no mind to.’

My niece to Charlestown told me, that when her father’s brothe/r

came from New Bedford, and kissed her, he was so cold it actilly

gave her the toothache for a week— fact, I do assure you. Slick

;

folks may say what they like, a cold manner never covered a warm
hearty hot water imparts a glow even to a silver teapot; but go on,
I beg pardon for interrupting of you.'



CHAT WITH THE PRESIDENT. 27

‘ There are stranger things, Lord Dunk/ sais I, ^ in real life than

in fiction; hut an Englishman won^t believe in anythin' that aint

backed by a bet. Now ITl tell you a story will astonish your weak

nerves, of a much stronger case than the Ambassador’s chill, and

I’ll stake a hundred dollars on its truth with you. YouWe heard

of General Montgomery,’ sais I, ^haven’t you, and his attack on

Quebec ?’

^ I cannot say I have,’ he said. ‘ I think there was a French-

man of the name of Montcalm, who distinguished himself at Que-

bec
;
but Montgomery—Montgomery, no, I never heard of him.’

^ The fact is, the English got such a tarnal lickin’ in the revo-

lutionary war, they try to get rid of the subject by sayin’ it was a

little provincial affair, and pretend to know nothin’ about it. Well,

Montgomery attacked it in winter, and pretty nearly carried it under

cover of a snow-storm
;
but the garrison was prepared for him, and

though it was awful cold weather, gave him such a warm reception,

that he was about to retire, when he and his two aidecamps were

killed at one shot. He left a good many poor fellows behind him
killed, wounded, and prisoners. Among them that was nearly froze

to death, in fact he never was the same man afterwards, was General

Peep— he was then Colonel Peep, and served as a volunteer. He
was nearly stiff when they hauled him in, and then they thrust him
into a cold stone-room, without a fire, and arterwards sent him to

England, where he remained till the peace. That winter campaign

nearly fixed his flint for him. Talk of Ambassador’s chill, bad as

it is, it is nothin’ to his. One of his legs never had any more feelin’

in it arterwards. He used to keep a tavern down to Slickville.’

^ What ! a General keep a tavern,’ said he, and he opened his

eyes wide, and wrinkled the hair of his head with astonishment.
^ To be sure,’ said I, ‘ why not as well as any other citizen ?

That’s the reason our taverns are so good, because they are kept by
men of honour. You can’t say as much as that of every tavern in

London, I know. Well, I’ve often seen the old General sittin’ out

on his stoop smokin’, but the cigars and liquor of his house never

cost him anything
;
he made them all out of his leg that had no

feelin’ in it. He used to bet folks he could run a pin further into

his leg than they could into theirs, and in course he always won the

day—and didn’t they jump, and screech, and scream with the pain,

when they tried to outdo him ! Once I saw him win a hogshead

of brandy from the Captain of a Cape Codder that had just arrived

from France, by bettin’ him he would run a pin clear in up to the

head, and walk across the room with it
;
and he did it, although I

must say he made a plaguey wry face too, as if he had a little over-

done it.

“^Well, that beats all natur’,’ said the Captin; ^but Gineral,

that ere calamity fell on you in your country’s cause; take the



28 CHAT WITH THE PRESIDENT.

brandy, it will make your leg feel again like a Christianas leg, and
your toes tingle too if you take enough of it

;
and when that is done

send me word, and we Cape Cod skippers will club and send you
another one.^

^ Yo«i doubted,^ sais I, ^ my lord, about his Excellency's chill

;

what do you think of this case ? Aint it a whopper V
^ I don't for a moment doubt your word, Mr. Slick

;
and there-

fore pray don't misunderstand me,' said he
;

^ but there is some mis-

take in it. It is incredible
;

for if the leg had been so devoid of

all feeling it would have mortified. There must have been some
slight of hand in this, otherwise it does not appear impossible.'

^ Well,' sais I, ^ if I make a mistake it's my fault. I'll bet you

a hundred dollars that Minister corroborates it.'

^ Done !' sais he.
^ And done !' sais I

;
and we shook hands.

Just before the room was vacated. Lord Horton and Lord Dunk
Peterborough bein' the only two left, I saw it was my time. Horton
had been talkin' to Minister, and had just made his scrape, and was
for quittin'. When he reached the door he turned and paused.

^ Mr. Slick,' sais he, ^ one word with you, if you please.'

That was grand; it was’just what I wanted; a diversion like in

my favour.

^ In one minute, my lord,' sais I : ^ only one minute.'
^ Minister,' sais I

;
did you know Heneral Peep V

<( i Yery well,' he said
;

for he was a man of few words.
^ Do you recollect the remarkable power he had,' said I, of bein'

able to thrust a pin into his leg without flinchin' ?'

^ I have seen him do it a hundred times.'

^ You are sure it penetrated ?' said I.

^ Certain,' said he'; ^ quite positive.'

And then he kind of inclined his body forward, as much as to

say, ^ I guess you may go now,' and we took the hint, bowed, and
made off.

^ Are you satisfied, my lord ?' sais I.

^I must be,' he answered; ^the terms have been complied with,

but I cannot understand it yet. It is the most wonderful thing I

ever heard. I'll send you a cheque in the morning for the amount
of the bet. G-ood-night.'

^ Beg pardon. Lord Horton,' sais I, ‘ for keepin' of you waitin',

but I was just referrin' to Minister to decide a bet between Lord
Dunk and me.'

^ What day can you come and dine quietly with me ?' said he.

^I want to talk to you very much on colonial subjects, which no one

understands half as well as yourself.'

^ Sorry, my lord,' sais I, ^ but I am engaged every day until my
departure, which is by the next steamer.'
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^ Ah r said he, ^ that’s unfortunate. Could you manage to come

and take supper with me to-morrow, for I always eat lightly before

going to bed ? I dine out, but will return early—say half-past ten ?

‘ With pleasure,’ sais I. ^ I am goin’ to-morrow where I must

go, but where I needn’t stay / and we shook hands and parted.

There is some satisfaction in talkin’ to a man like that, he can

talk up to you, or talk down, as the case may be
;
the other fellow

thinks he knows everything, but he don’t know this : It requires a
good stock of wit to set u]) for a ivag ; and that though qidzzin’ is

very pleasant^ it’s a game that tieo can play at.

In the mornin’ up comes a draft for one hundred dollars, which

I sent back in a note.

^ Dear Lord Dunk,
return you the cheque, which I cannot think of retainin’

under the circumstances. The leg which was the subject of the bet

was as good as the monastic Latin of the middle ages, and like it,

was a tolerably good imitation, for it was a cork one.
“ ^ Yours always,

^ Samuel Slick.’

“Now that’s what I call sending as good as you get.’

“Exactly,” said the President; “it don’t do to let benighted

foreigners take airs before our citizens, relative to any of our depart-

mental officers. My ambassadors may not dance as elega^ly as

European courtiers, but they can walk round them in a treatjq that’s

a fact. I think, we may fairly boast, Mr. Slick, and it’s a fact we
have a right to be proud of, and a sign of great intellectual supe-

riority, that we have the best of the bargain in every treaty we have

made with every nation in the world, from the English down to the

Indians. It’s a great feather in our cap of Liberty, Mr. Slick, for it

is the feather that forms at once the warrior’s plume and the diplo-

matist’s pen. You must help me to a hint how to get these fish-

eries. Now they are goin*g to build railroads through the provinces,

I propose to grant, as an equivalent for the fisheries, leave to use our

lines for the mails, if they prefer it to their own. We must offer

something like an omelette souffle, that looks large, though it is only

a mouthful of moonshine. You take, Slick, don’t you?”
“ A nod is as good as a wink to a blind horse,” sais I.

“Oh no,” he continued; “ our Latin aint good, and our English

aint good—at least so they say
;
but there is one admission at least

they must make, they have felt that our swords are good. But go

on,” said the President, “ I want to hear about Lord Horton. I

count it a great privilege to hear you talk, for you are a man who
travels with your eyes open always.”

“ I tell you what, President^ sais 1, “ seein’ is helievin’ / hut it

aint them that stare the most who see the hest always.”
3*
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CHAPTER II.

STEALING A SPEECH.

Well/' sais I, continuin' my confab with tbe President the next

mornin', ^‘the day after the bet, I was up to my eyes in business,

gettin' the papers in my charge in order for quittin' the embassy.

We all met at lunch
;

it was our great meal, for it was the hour,

you know, we was used to feed at home, and arter all it seems most

proper, for natur’s dinner bell rings at one. Dinner, therefore, was
only a matter of form arter that, and used for show and hospitality.

Champain was our only liquor, for that's what we use to our hotels,

where it is the best and cheapest wine
j

there it is the dearest, but

who cares? Uncle Sam pays for all. I suppose you don't know
that gentleman,", sais I, President and I gave him a wink.

Well, I'll tell you who he is.

^^You have heard of John Bull, it is the gineral name of the

English, as ^ Frog ' is of the French
;
and a capital name it is, for he

has all the properties of that brute. Breachy as Old Scratch,

breakin' down neighbours' fences, runnin' off with other bulls'

wives, Fellowin' at nothin', ready to fight everybody and everything,

and so*tupid, if he sees red cloth he makes right at it, full chizel,

cross-grained, onsartain, and dangerous, you can neither lead him,

nor coax him, nor drive him. The only way to manage him is to

hopple him, and fortunately he is pretty well hoppled with the

national debt. It's a weight to his heels that spiles his runnin', and
keeps him to home to paw up the dust and roar for his own amuse-

ment. Well, Uncle Sam is us. Uncle is a nice word, aint it. Sir?

It's a word of kindness and affection. He is a brother of your father

or your mother
;
and if he has no chicks of his own, pets all his nephews

and nieces, makes them presents, sends them to school, pays for

their visits, and when he dies leaves all his ready rhino to them.

There is nothin like an uncle, but ^ Uncle Sam ' is the president of

all uncles. He adopts the whole nation, and pays all the household

of the State. He is pretty well imposed upon too sometimes. They
take it out of him whenever they can, but pretend all the time that

what they do is for his good and benefit, and swear they haint one

mite or morsel of selfishness in 'em. It's all for ‘ Uncle Sam.'

They'd die by him if it was necessary, but they had a plaguey sight

sooner live by him, that's a fact. Our first uncle was Sam Wash-
ington, and arter that we called them all Sam. Sister Sail’s chil-

dren—the little cunnin' ones—call me ‘ Uncle Sam,' cause I pays

for them all. Some of these days I hope I shall be Father Sam,
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and then I shall see if the tune of these critters is altered and new
*set with variations.

But I was speakin^ of the lunch. Sais Preserved Fish to me
the other attache—awful name that, aint it ? The fact is, the old

Fishes of New Hampshire were Puritans of the strictest school,

makin^ Sunday a day and a half long, by beginnin^ at twelve o’clock

on Saturday; though Preserved has got bravely over that, he drinks,

as he says, ^ like a fish,’ swears all the newest invented slang oaths,

and plays cards every night, and the devil all the time. Well some
hundred and fifty years ago, a baby or spawn Fish like to have died

of the croup or the cholic, or some ailment or another, but got

through it, and his mother called him that was so mercifully saved
‘ Preserved so there has been a Preserved Fish in the family ever

since. Well his father, ^Old Presarved,’ has great interest in Var-
mont, and Maine, and New Hampshire, where he makes cookin’

stoves with the barrel-oven top, at his celebrated factory at Maple
Sugar Grove, and sets them up himself, which fetches him into every

man’s house. The women all swear by the stoves (and they are a

^
first chop article, that’s a fact), and in course by him, and the men
ditto their wives. He can influence all the elections there up and
down, and get his son on the embassy, as one of the paid attaches.

If he would take care of himself that critter would get on, but he
won’t, he can’t change his natur’. A herrin’ remains a herrin’, and
a dolphin a dolphin, and a skate a skate, and this ^ odd Fish ’ will

be the same, till a shark or porpoise sucks him in, head, gills, and
tail.

‘^^Well,’ sais Presarved to me, Gf your friend Lord Hunk was
here to-day, he wouldn’t say ^ Uncle Sam’ was cold, I know. See

how he smiles, and smirks, and rubs his hands
;
depend on it he feels

good all over. And that reminds me of your bet; you don’t intend

for to go for to send that feller’s cheque for the hundred dollars back,

like a nateral born fool, do you V
^ Sartainly, I do,’ sais I. ^ He was bit, and it don’t convene to

the character of our embassy to do the thing that’s mean.’
^ The character of the embassy be damned,’ said he. ^ I railly

thought you knowed too much of the world for that. Why you are

the only Connecticut man I ever met with that even ever heard of a
conscience, except on a Sunday.’

^ Well, if you stay here much longer,’ said I, guess the cha-

racter of our embassy will be what you’d wish it. But if you had
such a hook in your gills. Master Fish, you’d be glad enough to open
your mouth, and have it taken out, and then be thrown back in the

water, I know.’
“ ^ Slick,’ said he, ^ if ever you dare to make fun of my name

I’ll—’
^ Take a glass of wine with you, say, that’s the way to finish the
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sentence, for I shall only have two or three days more at the furdest,
^

and thafs too short to quarrel in.'’

^^^Well/ said he, ^ I believe you are half right. Scipio, some

champain.’

^^^But w^hat makes Uncle Sam so good-natured to-day?’’ said I.

^ Why,’ said he, ‘ some college don called here, a sort of crack

man, a double first, I think they called him; and he and Uncle Sam
had a discussion about some Greek passage. Since he went away the

old coon has been up to his eyes in Greek
;
and I rather guess, from

his manner, that he has found out that he is right.’

‘‘ Sais I, amovin’ up to his eend of the table, ^ What does your

Excellency think of the Latin of the middle ages ?”

Sais he, ^Sam, don’t call me, when we are located and domesta-

cated together, ^your Excellency,’ it’s all bunkum, you know.’

Well,’ sais I, ‘ we are in a land of titles. Sir, a place where

folks thinks a great deal of ’em; and if we don’t do it when alone,

perhaps we will be too free and easy in public.’
‘‘

‘ Well,’ sais he, ^and it’s no use talking. People do like handles

to their names, perhaps there is some truth in that.’

‘ Besides,’ sais I, we approbate it all over our great nation. Do
you recollect the horseferry above Katskill on the Hudson ?’

^ ‘ Perfectly,’ said he.

^ And old Bip Van Hawser the ferryman, and his two splendid

galls Gretchen and Lottchen. Oh, my sakes ! weren’t they whole

teams of themselves, and a horse to spare ? That wicked little devil

Gretchen was as quick as a foxtrap, and as strong as a man. If she

clinched you, it warn’t easy to break her hold, I tell you. I recollect

a romp I onct had with her.’

‘^‘Well never mind that, at present,’ sais he, good-naturedly;

^but I recollect old Rip Van Hawser perfectly.’
‘‘ ‘ But don’t you mind his darters ?’ sais I

;
^ for it caused more

than half the people to cross the ferry just to git a squint at them
beauties.’

a<We won’t mind them just now,’ said he; ^but what of old

Bip ?’

^ Well,’ sais I, ^ just to show you how universal titles are even
in our almighty everlastin’ country, and how amazin’ fond fellers are

of ’em. I’ll tell you what Rip Van Hawser said.

^ The first time I ever crossed over that ferry,’ sais old Rip to

me: ^Gineral,’ sais he, ^just stand near your horse, for it’s more
rougher as common to-day; for you see and onderstand and know
that when the wind blows so like the teyvil den it is rough, and
when de wind go down den de wave go right down too more faster

than it got up. So, gineral, just stand near him.’
‘ 1 aint no gineral,’ sais I.

^^^Well den, colonel,’ sais he.
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^ I aint a colonel, nor an officer at all.^

Well den judge/ sais he, ^just hold on to de rein.'

^ I aint a judge or a lawyer either,' said I.

^ Well den bishop/ said he.

^ I am no bishop nor minister either.'

^ Oh den, squire.'

^ Out agin,' I said, laughing, ^ I am no squire.'

Den what de teyyil are you V said old Rip, lookin' up and restin'

on his oars.

^ Nothin'/ sais I.

^ Den,' said he, ^ I charge you notin' for ferriage. I carry you
free gratis, for you are de fust man that has crossed for a week that

had no title.'

^^^And not a penny would he take, but insisted upon my goin'

into his house. Dear me, I am amazed you don't remember those

galls ! There wasn't too much of the old Dutch build about them.
They were

—

Here Ambassador put in his oar with a quiet larf. ^ I didn't

say I didn't remember the young ladies. Rut what question was
that you asked about the Latin language ?'

( Why, your Excellency,' said I, ^ what sort of Latin was that,

that was written in the middle ages ?'

^ In general barbarous and poor
;
but there was some good, and

that is but little known
;
perhaps Dr. Johnson knew more of their

literature than any man of his day.'

^ Then it is no great compliment to say of a man's Latin, that

it is about as good as that of the monastic Latin of the middle ages ?'

^ Decidedly not,' sais he
;

^ quite the other way. But that re-

minds me of a curious story. You know the little square-built

nobleman, that always sits and looks the peer ? (How singular it is,

Sam, the Whigs are the haughtiest in private, and most tyrannical

in public life, of any folks here !) He goes by the nickname of the
^ military critic,' on account of his finding fault with everything the

Duke did in Spain, and always predicting his defeat and ruin. Well,

when the Reform Bill was before Parliament, everybody made fiash

speeches, and among the rest, the ^ great military critic.' He made
a Latin quotation, of which the reporter could only catch the sense,

as he had never met with the lines before ,* so when he came to the

newspaper office, he told them its purport—that which is agitated is

durable,^ but that which is unmoved decays. Well, the editors

couldn't recollect it; they ran over ever so many indexes, time was
pressing, and they had to try their hands at making that meaning
into Latin verse. The next year the puzzle was found out; the

noble peer was about as much of a scholar as a military critic
;
he

fobbed it from Boswell's ^ Life of Johnson,' who quoted them out

of the fulness of his store of learning. These are the lines/ said
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he, and he repeated them so fast they sounded like one everlastin'

word.
^ Give them to me in pencil, please, Sir,^ said I, ^ for I couldn’t

repeat them an hour hence. It amt that Latin is so heavy to carry

^

hut you have such a slippery hold of iti

Here the President broke in agin with one of his confounded in-

terruptions. Slick,” sais he, “ it’s a pity your father hadn’t sent

you to College, as mine did me
;
you would have been a great man,

if he had, and perhaps filled my shoes.” And he looked good all

over, and twisted his whiskers with his fingers with as much plea-

sure as a feller does when he thinks he looks rather killin’. Thinks
I to myself, a man may be a president, and no great shakes either,

for after all he is only the lead horse of a team. He has got the

go in him, and that’s all
;
but he can’t hold back, which is a great

matter, both in statesmen and horses. For if he slacks up, he is

rid over by those behind him, and gets his neck broke—he must go
or die. I didn’t say it tho’, for it don’t do in a general way to blart

out all you think. But I observed, President,” sais I, that’s a

question I have often thought of, and on the whole, I think it is

more better than as it is. If I had been a scholar, like Ambassador,
I should have consorted with scholars— for like loves like in this

world— and been above the level. Bein’ under it, as all the masses

are, I’ve mixed with them, and have a wider rim to my wheel. If

I don’t make so deep a mark on the road, I move easier, and do less

mischief. While others stick in the mud, I move on. Poor dear

old Minister, Mr. Hopewell, was always at father to send me to

College; but father used to say tho’ ministers knew the way to

heaven, it was the only one they did
;
but they knew no more about

the cross-roads of this world than children. So what does he do

but go to Boston, under pretence of selling a horse, and walk into

the office of old lawyer Leonard Pie. ^Lawyer,’ sais he, ^I want
your advice.’

Well, old Pie, who was a pretty crusty fellow, and a knowin’

old coon too, put his big grey eyes on him, and held out his hand,

without speakin’ a word, as much as to say, if you want me to talk,

drop a fee in, if you please. Laioyers aint like coachmen, they take

their tip before they start, toothers wait till the journey is over. But
father warnt born yesterday, he’d cut his eye-teeth as well as Pie,

* I have looked out the passage referred to. It occurs in Boswell’s

“Life of Johnson” (Vol. iii. p. 271, 3rd edition). It is given as a quota-

tion from Janus Vitalis, and is as follows:

“ Immota lahescunt

Et qua; perpetuo sunt, agitata manent.”

The only difference between the ambassador’s copy and the extract, ap-

pears to be an emendation of his own, for he has written it Labascuut.
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SO what does he do, hut take hold of it with his own hand.

ainte law, Squire, I want,^ said he.

^ What the plague do you want then V’ said Pie, tryin’ to get

his hand hack
;
but the old gentleman held on like grim death to a

dead nigger.
“ ^ I want to know,^ sais father, ^ the advantage of goin"^ to Cam-

bridge.^ .

^ 1^11 tell you,^ sais Pie. ^A college education shows a man how
devilish little other people know’

^ 'Zactly,^ sais father
;

^ that^s just my opinion
}
thank you. Sir.'

And he give his hand such a squeeze, he forced the ring into the

bone of the other finger, and nearly started the blood under his

nails. It set the old lawyer a jumpin’ and a squeelin’, like anything.
‘ Confound you,’ sais he, ^ what do you mean by that?’
^ Nothin,’ sais father, ^ but a mark of my friendship.’ And

while lawyer was a-lookin’ at his hand, father made his scrape and
walked off.

^ Found it out,’ said the old man, when he returned.

^ What, father?’ sais I.

^ College education,’ sais he. ^ The only good it is, is to show

—

how devilish little other folks know.’

I believe he was right. President, after all; for you sec our best

scholars’ Latin is no better than the ‘ monastic Latin of the middle

ages.’
”

Slick,” said the President, the advice of a lawyer without a

fee, all the world knows, is no good. If the old man had dropped

a dubloon in Pie’s hand, he would have said :
‘ The advantage of a

college education, is to show you how much more you know than

other people.’
”

Perhaps so,” sais I. But now you have been to Cambridge,

and I haven’t, can you tell me the Latin or Creek word for india-

rubber shoes ? Why, in course you can’t. If you could, and ad-

vertised them that way, who the plague would know what you meant ?

Better as it is. Sir. It warn’t your Creek made you a president, or

what little Latin I picked up at night-school, that made me an
attache. But I’ll proceed, if you please, with the story. Where
was I ? Oh ! I have it. It was that part where I said it warnt

that Latin was so heavy to carry, but that you have such a slippery

hold of it.

‘Now,’ sais I, ‘your Excellency, that reminds me of a trick I

played a feller onct to Truro, in Nova Scotia. There was to be a

great temperance meetin’, and a lectar, and resolutions moved, and

what not. Well, there was a most consaited goney in the same

house (tho’ that’s nothin’ very strange neither, seein’ Blue-nose is

naterally a consaited critter), and as he was to second the first reso-

lution, had spent evenin’ arter evenin’ in writin’ of his speech, and
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mornin’ arter mornin’ in gettin’ it by heart. Well, the day the

great meetin^ was to be, off he starts down to the lower village, with

a two-horse waggon, to bring some of the young ladies to hear his

eloquence. Well, as soon as I seed him off, I goes to his desk, takes

his speech, locks the door, and walks up and down the room, a

readin' of it over and over, like a school-lesson, and in about two or

three hours had it all by heart; and that, that I couldn’t repeat

verbatim, havin’. a pretty loose tongue of my own, I could give the

sense and meanin’ of. But I had it in a manner all pretty slick.

Then I puts the speech back in its place, takes a walk out into the

fields, to recite it aloud, where none could hear, and I succeeded

most beautiful. He returned, as I intended he should, before I

went back to the house
;
and when I went into the room, he was

walkin’ up and down, a mutterin’ over his speech; and when he

stuck, lookin’ at the writin’.

^ Hullo,’ sais I, ‘ are you back already ? How’s the ladies, and

where are they?’
^ Hush !’ said he. ^ Don’t talk to me, that’s a good feller

;
it

puts me out, and then I have to cipher it over again. The ladies

are below.’

^^^Well,’ sais I, ^I’ll go down and see them;’ and, to make a

long story short, the meetin’ was organised, the lecture was read, and

the first resolution was moved. I mind that it was’ a very sensible

one, and passed unanimously. I don’t exactly recollect the words,

but its substance— ‘ Besolved, That it is the opinion of this meeting,

that those who drink nothin’ but water, will have no liquor to buy.’

I rose to second it; and there was great cheerin’, and clappin’ of

hands, and stampin’ of feet
;

for I was considerable popular among
the folks in them diggins. At last, silence was obtained

;
and I

commenced with Horatio Mulgrave’s speech, and delivered it word
for word. Well, it warn’t a bad speech for the time and place.

Considerable flowery— mixed with poetry to please the galls, and
solemncolly and tearful for the old folk

;
sometimes they cheered,

and then they cried. Arter I had got on a piece, Mulgrave sprang

up, half distracted with rage and surprise
;
and takin’ hold of me by

the coat, AVhy, confound it. Slick,’ sais he, that’s my speech. I

wrote it myself.’
‘ Pooh !’ sais I, ^ don’t be foolish.’

‘ Well, I never,’ said he, ^ in all my born days ! This beats the

devil 1 What a Yankee trick I’

He said this quite loud. So I stopped short, and paused, and
looked round.

^G-entlemen and ladies,’ sais I, ^Mr. Mulgrave sais I am speakin’

his mind, and not my own
;
and that it is his oration, and not mine.

It’s strange our minds should be so much alike
;

for if it is actilly

the case, I must be makin’ a very poor speech, 1 can tell you. So,

with your leave. I’ll sit down.’
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^ No, no/ sais they
;

^ go on, go on.’

‘^Well, I went on, and finished
;
and when I had done, I turned

round, and said out loud to him, ‘Now, Sir, you say I have spoke

your mind V
“ ‘ So you have,’ sais he. ‘It’s a trick—a cursed Yankee trick !’

“ I come pretty near increasin’ the size of the critter’s head for

that, but I bit in.. Sais I, ‘ Ladies and Grentlemen, is that fair to a

stranger like me, that could positively chaw him up, only he don’t

like the taste of the coon ?’

“ ‘No, no,’ sais they, ‘it aint fair.’

“ ‘'VYell/ sais I, ‘I’ll tell you what is fair, and that is turn and

turn about. You say I spoke your mind. Sir; now do you speak

mine, when you move the next resolution; and see if it won’t be

the best speech you ever made since you was born.’ Creation, how
folks larfed ! ‘Now,’ sais I, amovin’ off, and settin’ down, ‘take the

floor.’

“Well, he got up, and scratched his head— ‘Ladies and Gentle-

men,’ sais he, ‘ ahem ! that speech is my speech
;
I made it

;
and

this is a trick ;’ and down he sot.

“ Well, I jumped up, and sais I, ‘If his mouth has been picked

of his speech, a thing I never heard tell on before, it aint been

picked of his tongue, for that’s safe and sound; but I’ll move the

resolution for him, so as to keep things astirrin’;’ and then I give

them one of my ramblin’, funny sort of speeches, with capital stories,

that illustrated everything but the resolution
;
and it was received

with immense applause. Mulgrave was only on a visit to Truro, so

next day he returned to Halifax
;
and to this time, nobody under-

stands a word about the story.’
”

“Well, I never heard that anecdote before,” said Uncle Sam,
risin’. “Take another glass of wine. I have heard of plagiarisms

on all sorts of scales, -from purloining a quotation, as the ‘ great mili-

tary critic’ did, and borrowing ideas, down to using printed sermons,

as many clergymen do
;
but this is the first time I ever heard of

‘ stealing a sg>eecli /’ ”

CHAPTER III.

EVERYTHING IN GENERAL, AND NOTHING IN PARTICULAR.

“ President,” sais I, I am afraid I am takin’ up too much of

your Valuable time, and really I don’t want to bore you.”
“ Bore me

!
pray don’t say that,” said he, “ I like to hear you

amazingly
;

it’s better than a printed book, for I can ask questions

4
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as you go along, and join in the chat with observations of my own,
which can^t be done toother way/^

Thinks I to myself, that’s just the disagreeable part of it, for

interruptions spile all
;
but when a feller has just given me a snug

travellin’ job onasked, and done the handsome thing, it aint any
great return arter all, to let him put his oar in sometimes, even if he

does catch crabs now and then, as the sailors say, and half cover you
with spray.

Exactly,” sais I. I count it a great profit to have the benefit

of your remarks
;

for a man don’t rise to the tip-top of the truck-

head of the mast of the ship of state as you have, President, without

onderstandin’ the ropes, that’s a fact. For the statesman’s ship is

different from the merchant’s ship in this; you can’t jump in at the

cabin-window in one, as you can if you are the owner’s son in the

other, but must begin before the mast in a regular way, for then you
know what every hand’s work and duty is, and how to keep ’em
at it.”

There is a great deal of truth in that, Mr. Slick,’’ said he. “ I

sarved my time to larn politics, first to town meetins, which I call the

statesman’s nursery, then at corporations and mass meetins; arter-

wards in state legislatures and conventions, and wound up for the

finishin’ touch in Congress, besides lamin’ the word of command in

volunteer companies, and sarvin’ a campaign agin the Florida Indgians.

Heroes are at a premium, and sages at a discount with us. Throwin’

others in the shade makes one stand out the prominent figure him-

self, as Artimus Wheelock, the great Americon painter, used to say.

I think you understand that beautiful figure of speech, Mr. Slick, for

if I don’t disremember, you are a dab at paintin’ in iles yourself,

aint you?”
Rather a daub,” sais I, with some pretended dilfidence, for that

is a subject I rather pride myself on.

You are too modest, Mr. Slick,” said he, quite patronizin’ like

:

you hide your light.”

Modest, sais I to myself; come that aint bad. If I aint hanged
till that charge is proved, I guess my neck is safe from a rope, at any
rate. Modest ! Oh, Lord ! and I thought I should have haw-hawed
right out.

Well, President,” sais I, ought to be a modest man, that’s a

fact
;

for I’ve had some highsts in my day, when goin’ too confident

on slippery ground, that was enough to shake the consait out of any
man, I can tell you. Oh, what a rise the great Daniel Webster took

out of me onct. He sold me, that’s a fact, and almost sent me down
south like a nigger. I felt streaked enough, you may depend. It

is a caution to sinners, I do assure you, and may be a warnin’ to

others.”

“ Slick,” said President, “ Dane! was a man that e»,«ld beat U3
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both down in market, so he could buy us at his own price, and then

puff us off, so that he could sell us at our own valiation, and make a

handsome speckelation of it. And yet, great as he was, somehow or

another he never could mount the box of the state-coach and get

hold of the ribbans, as I have; nohow he could fix it;’^ and he

streightened himself up, while he swallowed down the juice of that

bit of crag. ^^But let’s hear about Lord Horton and the great

Danel.’’

^^Well,’’ sais I, kept my appointment with Horton, and as

luck would have it, we arrived at the street-door just at the same

time.

^^^Why, Mr. Slick,’ sais he, ^what a punctual man you be!’

^ Punctuality,’ sais I, ^ my lord, is the soul of business. There

is an old sayin’, ^ Take care of the pence, and the pounds will take

care of themselves.’ Now take care of the minutes,’ sais I, ^and

the hours will take care of themselves. Pounds is made up of pence,

and hours of minutes. Attention to one aims money for me, and
the oth^r saves it. These two rules will make any man rich

;
and in

fact, my lord, they have made me considerable well to do in this

world, as times go.’

English folks. President, aint like ourn, they rather like to see you
not forget what you be, or what you have been. Peel used to mind them
now and then in his speeches of the spinnin’-jenney, and it always

took well. I consait myself it was a little bit of brag, but it an-

swered his purpose any way, and was popular.
^ I am a clockmaker,’ sais I, ^ my lord, and I ought to know the

valey of time. If I hadn’t the right beat myself it would soon be
all day with me. The half hours that’s lost a whitlin’, a smokin’,

and a lollin’ about with your chair tilted back on its hind legs, and
your feet over the back of another, lookin’ out of the winder at

nothin’, and a twirlin’ your thumbs while your awaitin’ for breakfast or

dinner, or what not, would larn a man a language, or a trade. But
what in natur’s the use of my talkin’ this way to you ? You mind
an appointment, because it aint perlite to keep folks awaitin’

;
but

what is time to you ? You was born with a silver spoon in one hand,

and a silver fork in the other, and can jist spend your time as you
like. You must excuse me a talkin’ such nonsense, but the fact is,

I have acquired a habit, as I travelled thro’ Nova Scotia, of tryin’ to

preach a little go-ahead into those everlastin’ sleepy Blue-noses, that

I forget sometimes, and treat other folks, that don’t want ’em, to some
of my old saws.’

^ Wise saws call them, Mr. Slick,’ said he; ^ I like to hear them
amazin’ly

;
I like plain, practical truths, uttered in a plain, familiar

way; they appeal to men’s common sense.’ »
“And he went on and praised my looks in a way that aint no

matter
; I kinder felt it was a little overdone, and for a man of my
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consait to thmk so, is sayin’ a good deal. So I Tvon^t put it down,
or folks miglit think T was makin’ out my own appraisement. ‘Well,

well,' sais I to myself, ‘there's all sorts of ways of soft sawderin',

too, aint there ? He is a politician, and if he don't know how to lay

it on, it's a pity. He intends his whitewash shall stick, for he has

mixed a little refined sugar and glue with it.'

“ ‘ But you are mistaken,' sais he, ‘ about my having my ?ime at

my command. High stations have high duties. Much is required

of them., to lohom much is given. Lordly castles are besieged or be-

trayed, while the wooden latch of 'poverty secures the lowly cottage.

The sleepless, anxious pilloio is stuffed with down, lohile the straw

pallet, is blessed tvith sound sleep. My hours of toil are more, and
my labours harder, than those of my hinds. It is the price we pay
for wealth, and the tax levied on rank.'

"

“Slick," sais the President, “them's noble sentiments; I appro-

bate and concur them with all my heart. Was they all bunkum, or

genuine, do you suppose ?"

“The real genuine article," sais I; “if they hadn't a been, I
wouldn't a taken the trouble to listen to him."

“Well," sais he, “ they are elevated sentiments them, but they

are just also. I feel myself Providence has reposed in me a high

and responsible trust, in guidin', governin', advancin', restrainin',

and happyfyin' this great nation."

Pooh ! sais I to myself, don't be silly, for he was agoin' to make
me blush for him, and a blush is a thing that has not improved my
looks for years.

“ Yes," sais I, “it makes one tremble to think of it," and I went
right on.

“ ‘ Yes,' said Lord Horton, ‘ the public have a claim upon me for

my services.'
“ ‘ Well,' sais I, ‘I heard you settle one of the claims on you last

night to the House, and I rather guess,' sais I, ‘ that somebody that

you V7as a dressin' of, that shall be nameless, feels like a boy that's

histed on another lad's back, and that's a gittin' the cow-hide hot

and heavy. It was a capital speech that, a real fust chop article.'

Thinks I, you patted me on the back jist now about my looks, and
I'll rub you down with the grain a little about your speech. But he
didn't seem to mind it; either he was used to praise, and kinder

tired of it, or else he knew it was all true as well as me, or wanted

to talk of something not so parsonal. I saw it was no go, for I can

read a man as plain as a book. Tradin' about as I have been all my
life, has made me study faces, the eye, the smile, the corner of the

mouth, the little swelling out of the nostril, and the expressions that

p^s over the countenance, like lights and shades, when scatterin'

clouds are flyin' over in a bright sunny sky. It's a fine study, and

I must say I delight in it.
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He merely said, careless like, ^ I am glad you liked it
;
when I

am excited I can speak well enough, I suppose
;
but when not, I

can acquit myself as poorly as anybody.'’
“ ‘ Exactly,’ sais I, ^ that/s what the great Danel Webster once

said to me. Scjuire, sais I, once arter he had made one of his al-

mighty speeches to the Supreme Court to Washington, Squire, sais

I, ^ that was splendid ! I felt prouder of New England,’ said I,

‘ this blessed day, than ever I felt afore since I was raised.’

‘^^Well, I reckon it warn’t bad,’ said he, ^that’s a fact. Truth

is, as you arn’t a lawyer. I’ll tell you the secret of my success at

the bar. I require a good swinging fee, and won’t work without it.

I won’t look at a client’s face till I see his hand. When that affair

is settled to my satisfaction, then I’ll hear his story. A f/ood lioi'sc

that works hard, requires a large measure of corn. When I have

got my feed, I make myself master of the subject in all its bearings,

q)7'o and co7i, and then go at in rale right down airnest. Whatever
is worth doing at al], is worth doing well. But, Sam, aint no

easy matter arguin’ law before them are old judges. It must be all

to the point, clear, logical, connected, and ably supported by well-

selected cases. You mustn’t wander away, and you must’nt declaim

;

if you do, their attention is off, the public see it, and you are up a

tree. Now that’s not the case in Congress; the less you speak to

the point there, the better, and the less you are trammelled and ham-
pered in life arterwards. A few forcible passages throwed in for

people to get by heart, and admire as scraps of eloquence, a strong

patriotic flourish now and then about keepin’ all the nations of the

airth in order, and so on, a flash or two to light up the dulness, and
a peal of thunder to eend with, is all that’s wanted. But extempore
preaching is the easiest kind of all speakin’. Preachers have so

many sermons in their head, upon all sorts of subjects, that if they

lose the thread of their discourse, they can catch that of another old

sarmon on some other text, tie it on to it, and go on, and nobody is

any the wiser, for they have it all their own way, and there is no
one to follow them and tell them of it, as in Court and Congress.

They have got the close, as we say in law, all to themselves. But,

Sam,’ said he, and he looked all round to see no one heerd him, ^ I

am agoin’ to win that case.’

‘ How are you sartified of that?” sais I, ^seein’ that the judges

never said a word.’
“ ^ Well,’ sais he, ^come in here to the hotel and let’s liquor, for

I am nation dry. I have let so much steam off, the biler wants re-

plenishin’
.’

Well, arter he had swallowed the matter of a pint of champaine,

gais he, ^ I’ll tell you. I believe,’ sais he, there is a road to every

created critter, if you could only find it out.’

^ I am sartain of it,’ sais I, ^ for I have studied human natuP

4*
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all my life/ And I was actilly fool enough to take the lead in the

conversation myself, for which he paid me off arterwards rail hand-

some. ^ There is the sugar-plumb/ sais I, ^ and whistle for the

child, the feather to tickle the vanity of a woman, and the soft-sawder

brush for the men, and arter all they are the vainest of the two.

There is a 'private spring to everyone’s affection; if you can find
that, and touch it^ the door will fiy open, tlio’ it loas a miser’s heart.

It requires great skill, great sleight of hand, and long experience.

Now, one thing I have observed about soft-sawder for men. Never
flatter a man for what he excels in, for he knows that as well as you

;

but flatter him for something he wishes to be thought expert in, that

he canH do well.'

^ How very true V said Lord Horton, a interruptin' of me.
^ Old Cupid is more ambitious to be thought irresistable by women

—

which he is not—than a great statesman and diplomatist—which he
certainly is. You have a wonderful knowledge of human natur, Mr.
Slick.' •

^ I couldn't do without it, my Lord. To handle a ship, you
must know all the ropes.'

Well, where was I ? Oh ! in the little back private room of the

great hotel to Washington, a drinkin' and a talkin' with Danel Web-
ster. ^Now,' sais I, ^Squire Danel, there are two kinds of soft-

sawder
;
one is active, and one is passive.'

‘ How V sais he.
( Why,' sais I, ^ here is a case in pint of the active. We had

to our house a female help
;
she was an Irish gall, and ugly enough

to frighten children from crying, and turn the milk of a whole
dairy. Well, she warnt very tidy, and mother spoke to her several

times about it
;
but it did no good, she was as slatternly as ever next

day, and mother was goin' to give her a walkin' ticket. So, thinks

I to myself, I wonder if there is a created critter so ugly as not to

think herself decent-looking at any rate. Well, sais I, Nora, I am
surprised at you.'

‘ What for, your honour. Master Sam ?' said she.
i Why,' sais I, ^ I am surprised that such a nice, fresh, healthy,

good-lookin' girl as you be, don't take better care of your appear-

ance.' I saw her eyes twinkle agin with pleasure. ‘Not,' sais I,

‘that your good looks wants settin' off, but they ought to have jus-

tice done to them. I hate to see so handsome a gall looking so

ontidy.'
“ ‘ I own it's wrong,' said she, ‘ and it shan't happen agin,' and

from that day forth, she was the tidiest and smartest gall we ever

had.
“ ‘ That is active soft-sawder, and now what I call passive soft-

sawder is this— deference. For instance; if you want to gain a
man, don't know more than him : it humiliates a feller to be made
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inferior to the one he is a talkin^ to. If he wants advice, that^s

another thing, give it to him
;
but don’t put him right in his stories

when he is adrift, that’s mortifyin’
;
and don’t make any display

before him at all. G-et him to teach you, for everybody knows
something you don’t. If he is a fisherman, set him a talkin’ about

nets and bait, and salt and duties, and so on. If he lives in the

woods, ask him how maple-sugar is made
;
what is the best season

of the year to cut timber, so as to presarve it
;
and if he don’t know

nothin’ of these things, then set him to tell huntin’ stories and

legends of the woods. You will win that man’s heart; for instead

of oppressin’ him with your superiority, you have made him feel

that he is able to give a wrinkle to one that he is willing enough to

acknowledge to be his superior. You will win that man for ever,

for you have given him the upper seat instead of the second, and
made him feel good all over.

^ The fact is, when I went to travel in Europe and larnt man-
ners, I found polUeness had a great deal of soft-sawder in it

;
but

among the folks you and I have to deal with, you might take off

your hat afore, and scrape your leg behind to all etarnity, before

you’d carry your pint. But I am only stoppiu’ your story.’

^ No you don’t,’ said he
;

‘I like to hear you
;
your experience

jumps with mine. As a lawyer and a politician, I have had to mix
much among my fellow-men, and in course have studied a good deal

of human natur’ too— for lawyers are like priests
;
people come to

them and disburden themselves of their troubles, and get consolation,

if they 'pay well for it; but there is one point in which they don’t

treat them like priests; they don’t confess all their sins; they sup-

press them, and often get themselves and their counsel into a scrape

by it, that’s a fact. Now I’ll tell you how I am sure I am agoin’ to

gain my cause. But first help yourself, and then pass the wine.’

‘^Well, first I took one bottle, and turned it up on eend, and
deuce a drop was in it.

^Try the other,’ sais he..

“And I turned that upside down, and it was empty too. Our
eyes met, and he smiled. Sais he, ^ I was illustratin’ your passive

soft-sawder; I didn’t remind you that you was wrong, when you
didn’t drink. As you advised, I didn’t oppress you with my supe-

riority; but I set you off talkin’ about human natur’, of which I

guess I know perhaps as much as you do. I know I have won you
for ever by that delicate attention. I think I am sartin of the

Slickville vote, for I gave you the uppermost seat, and took the

second myself.’

“Well, I couldn’t help larfin, I swear. ^Squire Panel,’ sais I,

^I owe you one for that; I call that a rail complete rise. I am
sold.’

”
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A very good story/^ said Horton. ‘‘ I like that, there is so much
dry humour in it

;
it’s a very characteristic story that.”

feller,” sais I, my Lord, that has wrestled through life as I

have, must naturally have got a good many falls, and some pretty

heavy ones too, afore he larnt the right grips and the proper throws,

that’s a fact.

^^^Well,’ says Hanel, ^ring the bell, please; and,’ sais he,

^waiter, more wine. I’ll tell you how I know I am going to win
that cause. I told you, Sam, there was a road to every man, if you
could only find it. Now, the road to a judge is the most difficult

one on earth to discover. It aint a road, nor a bridle-way, nor a

path hardly. It’s a trail, and scarcely that. They are trained to

impartiality, to the cold discharge of duty, and when on the bench,

leave their hearts to home, except in a criminal case. They are all

head in Court; they are intrenched in a sort of thick jungle, so that

it is almost impossible to get at them. Still, judges are only men,
and there never was but one perfect man in the world.

^ Hid you mind that little judge that sat there to-day, lookin’ as

sour as if he had breakfasted off crab-apples, sauced with red pepper
and vinegar? Well, he aint a bad lawyer, and he aint a bad man.
But he is a most disagreeable judge, and a most cantankerous chap
altogether. I have bagged him to-day

;
but it was very difficult play,

I assure you. You can’t soft-sawder a judge, he is too experienced

a man for that; the least spatter even of it would set him against

you; and you can’t bully him, for he is independent of you, and if

he submitted to such treatment, he ought to be impeached. Now,
old sour-crout has decided two cases bn the branch of law that was
under consideration to-day, pretty analegous to my case, but not ex-

actly. Well, my object is to get him to view them as governin’

mine, for he is not always quite uniform in his views, but how to do
that without loanin’ too strong on his decisions, was my difficulty.

So I took a case that he had decided on a collateral branch of the

subject, and that I examined, criticised, and condemned pretty se-

verely. He defended his ground strongly, at last I gave in
;
I only

touched it, for it warn’t pertinent to take off the appearance of

throwin’ the lavender to him. Then I relied on his two other deci-

sions, showed their ability, soundness, and research off to great ad-

vantage, without folks knowin’ it. The first slap I gave him sounded

so loud, while people was sayin’ I was ruenin’ my cause, and had
lost my tact, I was quietly strokin’ down the fur on his back, and
ticklin’ his funny-rib. Iling the bell, please. Waiter, the bill.’

^AVell, bearin’ that, I took out my purse to pay my half the

shot.

^ Don’t violate your own rule. Slick,’ sais he, ^ of passive soft-

sawder; when I am wrong don’t set me right, don’t oppress me by
your (I won’t say superiority), but your equality. Let me be fool
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enougli to occupy the first seat, and do you take the second, you -will

win me for life/

‘ Squire Danel,’ sais I, ^ I am sold agin
;
I believe in my soul

you would sell the devil.^

‘^^WelV sais he, would, if I could find a purchaser, that’s a

fact
;
but Fm thinkin Napoleon and Kossuth would be the only two

bidders. The first, I am afeard, would confiscate the debt due me,

and the other would pay for it only in speeches, take it out only in

talk. Now, not having bought the devil yet, I won’t speculate on
him.’

^^Well, the bill came in, and he paid it; and when the waiter

made himself scarce, sais he, ^ Mr. Slick, now and then I admit a

friend (not in public life) to a talk, and the interchange of a glass

;

but,’ said he, ‘ soft-sawder here or there, I never admit him to the

privilege of paying half the bill.’ Just as he put his hat on, and
was going out of the door, he turned, and sais he, ‘ Is that active or

passive soft-sawder, Sam V
Neuter,’ sais I.

“ ^ Grive me your hand,’ sais he. ^ That’s not bad
;
I like it, and

I like your talk
;
but recollect, there are folks in this country besides

yourself that icern’t horn yesterday.^
“ Well, I was alone : I lit a cigar, and threw myself back in the

chair, and put my feet upon the table, and considered. ‘ Sara,’ sais

I, ^you are sold; and you didn’t fetch much either. You were a

fool to go to talk wise afore the wisest man we have. You are like

minister’s rooster
:
your comb is cut, and your spurs chopped ofi*.

When they grow agin, try to practise with your equals only. It was
a great lesson : it taught me the truth of the old sayin’ of mother’s,

Sam, don’t teach your grandmother to clap ashes.’

Well,’ said his Lordship, ^that is a curious story, Mr. Slick,

and an instructive one too. The quiet drollery in American humour
delights me beyond measure.’

^ There is a part of that lesson, my Lord,’ sais I, ^ with all due
deference, you ought to learn.’ He kind of shook his head, and
looked puzzled what to say. Sais I, ^ I know what you mean—that

it’s popularity huntin’, and beneath your station.’
“ ^Not exactly,’ said he, smiling; but looking as if a civil answer

was sent for, that wouldn’t come.

Well,’ sais I, ^my Lord, it’s a proof of knowledge and skill.

Man is man, and you must study the critter you have to govern.

You talk to a child like a child, to a boy like a boy, and to a man
like a man. You don’t talk to all men alike; you don’t talk to

Lord John and your footman the same, do you ?’

^ Certainly not,’ sais he.
“

^ Well, then, you must know the v/orld you have to govern, and
talk to folks so that they can onderstand you. The House of Com
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mons aint the people of England. That was the grand mistake

Peel made : he thought it was, and studied it accordingly. What
was the consequence ? In my opinion, he knew more about the

feelings, temper, tone and trim of the representatives, and less of the

represented, than any person in the kingdom. That man did more
to lower the political character of the country than any statesman

since Walpole^s time. He was a great man, I admit; but unfor-

tunately, a great man’s blunders are like accidents in powder-maga-

zines— send everything to the devil amost. There is a sliding scale

in men’s reputations now : he not only invented it, but taught them
how to regulate it according to the market. But let byegones be

byegones. What can’t be cured, must be endured. To return to

where I was, I say agin, the House of Commons aint the people of

England.’
a Wery true,’ said his Lordship.
“ ^ Well,’ sais I, ^ since the Reform Bill, that House don’t do you

much credit. You talk to the educated part of it, the agitators there

don’t talk to you in reply; they talk to the people outside, and have

a great advantage over you. A good Latin quotation will be cheered

by Lord John Manners and Sir Robert Inglis, and even Lord John
Russel himself

;
but Hume talks about cheap bread, unevarsal suf-

frage, vote by ballot, no sodgers, no men-o’-war, no colonies, no taxes,

and no nothin’. Well, while you are cheered by half-a-dozen scho-

lars in the House, he is cheered by millions outside.’
‘ There is a great deal of truth in that observation, Mr. Slick,’

said he
;

^ it never struck me in that light before— I see it now ;’

and he rose and walked up and down the room. ^ That accounts for

O’Connell’s success.’

Exactly,’ sais I. ^He didn’t ask you for justice to Ireland,

expecting to convince you
;

for he knew he had more than justice to

Ireland, while England got no justice there; nor did he applaud the

Irish for your admiration, but that they might admire him and them-

selves. His speeches were made in the House, but not addressed to

it; they were delivered for the edification of his countrymen. Now,
though you won’t condescend to what I call wisdom, but what you
call ‘ popularity huntin’ and soft sawder,’ there’s your equals in that

House that do.’

^^^Who?’ sais he.

^ Bear me,’ sais I, ^ my lord, it is two o’clock. Uncle Sam is a

Salem man, where the curfew bell rings for bed at nine o’clock. I

shall be locked out, I must bid you good night.’
‘ Oh !” sais he, ‘ I am very sorry, pray come again on Friday

evening, if you can; we have lost sight of the subject I wanted to

consult you about, and instead of that we have talked of everything

in general and nothing in particular. If ybu can’t come— I am
afraid it’s onpossible,’ sais I, ^my lord’)—will you be so good as to
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let me hear from you occasionally. There are some transatlantic

subjects I should like amazingly to hear your opinion upon : write

unreservedly, and write as you talk, your letters shall be strictly

confidential.^
‘‘ ^ I shall be very proud of the honour, my lord,^ said I.

He seemed absent a moment, and then said, as if thinking

aloud,
‘ I wish I had some little keepsake to present you with, as a

token of my regard
;

as long as I have your books I have where-

withal to place you before me as a living animated being, and not

an abstraction.^ And then his face lit up as if he had found what
he wanted, and taking the ring you see on ray left hand off his little

finger, he presented it to me in a way somehow that only those

thoroughbred folks know how to do.

^‘But President, sais I, ‘^our time is out too; and I must say I

am kinder sort of skeered I have been talking too much about my-
self.'^

“Not a bit,’^ said he, “I actilly think you are fishin^ for compli-

ments, you apologise so. No, no, I am sorry it is so late. He is a

fine fellow that Horton. But, Sam, they donT onderstand the people,

do they ?”

“ They don’t,” sais I, “ that’s a fact. Do the people onderstand

them ? Not always,” sais I.

“’Zactly,” said he, “when you have born senators, you must
have born fools sometimes.”

“ And when you elect,” said I, “you sometimes elect a raven dis-

tracted goney of a feller too.”

“ Next door to it,” said President, larfin’, “ and if they aint quite

fools, they are entire rogues, that’s a fact; eh. Slick ! Well, I sup-

pose each way has its merits, six of one and half a dozen of the other.

“But the President,” and he adjusted his collar and cravat, “ Ae

ought to be the chosen of the people
;
and Sam (it was the first

time he’d called me that, but I see he was warmin’) it’s a proud, a

high and a lofty station too, aint it ? To be the elect of twenty-five

millions of free, independent, and enlightened white citizens, that

have three millions of black niggers to work and swet for ’em, while

they smoke and talk, takes the rag off of European monarchs
;
don’t

it?”

“Very,” sais I, risin’ to take leave. “And President,” sais I,

for as he seemed detarmined to stand in the market, I thought I

might just as well make short meter of it, and sell him at once.

“President,” sais I, “I congratulate the nation on havin’ chosen a

man whose first, last, and sole object is to serve his country, and

yourself on the honour of filling a chair far above all the thrones,

kingdoms, queendoms, and empires in the unevarsal world.” And
we shook hands .apd parted.
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CHAPTER IV.

THE BLACK HAWK; OR, LIFE IN A FORE AND AFTER.

The next morning I 'called on the President, and received my
patent as Commissioner of the Fisheries on the shores of the British

Provinces
;
with instructions to report on the same, and to afford all

such protection to the seamen and vessels of the Plnited States as

occasion might require. I was also furnished with letters mandatory

to all our own officers, and introductory to the governors of the seve-

ral colonies.

Things had taken an onexpected turn with me. I didnR look for

this appointment, although I had resolved on the trip, as one of re-

creation and pleasure. I had not been well, and consaited I did not

feel very smart. I guess I was moped, living so much alone since I

returned to Slickville, and was more in dumps than in danger. So
I thought Pd take a short trip to sea, but this change rendered the

tour no longer optional, and it became necessary to lose no time, so

I took a formal leave of the President, and returned home to make
preparations for the voyage

;
but before finally accepting the office,

I explained to him I must take my own time and mix pleasure with

business, for with the exception of statistical returns, I was well ac-

quainted with the fisheries and every harbour on the coast, and al-

ready knew much that any one else would have to learn afresh.

Fie said the commission was a roving one
;

that I might do as I

pleased, and go where and when I liked, so long as the report was
made, and was full, accurate, and suggestive.

Leaving my property in charge of my brother-in-law, I inquired

for a trading vessel rather than a fishing one; first, because I should

have the opportunity of visiting all the outports successively; and,

secondly, in order to avoid the nuisance of having the process of

catching, cleanin’, curin’, and packin’ the fish, continually goin’ on
on board. W’here the business is conducted by a mercantile firm on

a large scale, an outward bound vessel is sometimes loaded with an
assorted cargo of notions, which are exchanged on the coast for fish,

or sold at exorbitant profits to the ’longshore folks, when she returns

with the proceeds of her own barter and the surplus fish of other

vessels belonging to the same parties that are employed, or rendez-

vous at Cape Breton.

Just at that time there was a most beautiful rakish little clipper

of a fore-and-after, fitting out at the Sound for the mackerel fishery

on the coast of Nova Scotia, the prettiest craft I almost ever sot
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eyes on. Having been a packet, she bad excellent accommodation,

and was fitted up with two cabins, one small one for the captain, and
another for the mate and the crew, who were all farmers^ sons,

amounting to twelve in number, and messed together. They sailed

on shares, the vessel was entitled to half; the captain had four, the

mate three, and the second mate two shares, and the rest was divided

equally among the crew. In fact, every one, according to this ar-

rangement, worked for himself, and was naturally anxious to make
all he could, and to rival his neighbours, so as to see and to show
who was the smartest man. It is the best plan a fishery ever was
carried on under. Human natur was consulted, and gave two prin-

ciples for them4|p work on— self-interest and ambition. Wages
would have ruiflea all, for the crew would have put in their time

then instead of their fish, and their desire would have been, like

provincials, to see who could do the least, while they would have

spent half the season in harbours and not on the coast. But this is

neither here nor there.

When I first went on board to examine the vessel, I was greatly

struck with the appearance of the captin. He was a tall, thin, sal-

low-lookin^ man, having a very melancholy expression of counte-

nance. He seemed to avoid conversation, or, I should rather say,

to take no interest in it. Althoimh he went throuo-h the details ofO O
his duty, like a man who understood his business, his mind appeared

pre-occupied with other matters.

He was the last person I should have selected as a companion

;

but as I didn^t want to go a fishiu’— for it aint nice work for them
that don’t like it— and the parfume aint very enticin’ to any but

regular old skippers, I asked him to give me a cast coastwise, as far

as the Gut of Canso, where I would go ashore for change of air, and

amuse myself arter my own fashion.
”

Have you had experience. Sir ?” sais he, and his face lit up with

a sickly smile, like the sun on a tombstone.

No,” sais I, I never was on board a fishin’ vessel afore.”

He eyed me all over attentively for a minute or two, without

sayin’ a word, or movin’ a muscle. When he had finished his ex-

amination, he turned up the whites of his eyes, and muttered igno-

rant, or impudent, perhaps both.”

‘‘I guess you can go,” sais he; but mind. Sir, we start to-

night.”

Well, this warnt very encouragin’, was it? I’d half a mind to

give him up, and go to Maine, and sarch for another vessel, for the

pleasure of your cruise depends entirely on your companions. It

aint like bein’ on land
;

there the world is big enough for us all,

and if you don’t like the cut of a fellow’s jib, you can sheer off, and

give him a wide berth
;
but in a vessel there is only the cabin and

the deck, and the skipper actilly seems as if he was in both places
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at once. And whafs wuss, he’s master and you aint
;
he fixes the

hours for meals, the time for lights, chooses his own subjects for

chat, and so on.

You hear a fellow sayiu’ sometimes—I'm only a passenger. How
little the critter knows of what he is talking, when he uses that

cant phrase ! Why, everythin’ is sum-totalized in that word.

Skipper is employed, and you aint. It’s his vocation, and not

yourn. It’s his cabin, and no one else’s. He is to hum, and you

aint. He don’t want you, but you want him. You aint in his

way, if you don’t run like a dog atween his legs, and throw him

down
;
but he is in your way, and so is everybody else.

He likes salt pork, clear sheer as he calls it, aM smacks his lips

over it, and enjoys his soup, that has fat and greasedough swimmin’

on it to light a wick, if it was stuck in it
;
and cracks hard biscuits

atween his teeth, till they go olf like pistols
;
makes a long face when

he says a long grace, and swears at the steward in the midst of it

;

gets shaved like a poodle-dog, leaving one part of the hair on, and

takin’ the other half off, lookin’ all the time half-tiger, half-lurcher,

and resarves this fancy job to kill time of a Sunday. Arter which

he hums a hymn through his nose, to the tune the Old Cow died

of,” while he straps his razor, pulls a hair out of his head, and mows
it off, to see if the blade is in trim for next Sabbath. You can’t get

fun out of him, for it aint there, for you can’t get blood out of a

stump, you know
;
but he has some old sea-saws to poke at you.

If you are squeamish, he offers you raw fat bacon, advises you to

keep your eyes on the mast-head, to cure you of dizziness, and so on.

If the wind is fair, and you are in good spirits, and say, We’re
getting on well, captain,” he looks thunder and lightnipg and says,

‘‘ If you think so, don’t say so, Broadcloth, it aint lucky.” And if

it blows like great guns, and is ahead, and you say, It’s unfortu-

nate, aint it?” he turns short round on you and says, in a riprorious

voice, Do you think I’m a clerk of the weather. Sir ? If you do,

you are most particularly, essentially, and confoundedly mistaken,

that’s all.” If you voted for him, perhaps you have interest with

him
5

if so, tell him ^^The storm staysail is split to ribbons, and
you’ll trouble him for another and then he takes off his norwester,

strikes it agin the binnacle to knock the rain off, and gig-goggles like

a great big turkey-cock.

If you are writin’ in the cabin, he says, ^^By your leave,” and
without your leave, whops down a great yaller chart on the table, all

over your papers, unrolls it, and sticks the corners down with forks,

gets out his compasses, and works his mouth accordin’ to its legs.

If he stretches out its prongs, out go the corners of liis mouth pro-

portionally; if he half closes them, ho contracts his ugly mug to the

same size
;
and if he shuts them up, he pusses up his lips, and closes

liis clam-shell too. They have a sympathy, them two, and work
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U/getBer, and they look alike, too, for one is brown with tobacco, and

the other with rust. ^
The way he writes up thu log theu is cautionary, xhe cabin aint

big enough for the operation, c it go both legs, one to each side of

the vessel
;

the right arm is b: ought up scientific like, in a semi-

circular sweep, and the pen fixed on the paper solid, like a gate-post;

the face and mouth is then all cirawed over to the left side to be out

of the way, and look knowing, tlie head throwed a one side, one eye

half closed, and the other wide open, to get the right angles of the

letters, and see they don’t foul their cables, or run athwart each other.

It is the most difficult piece of business a skipper has to do on

board, and he always thinks when it’s done it deserves a glass of

rum, and such rum too—phew !—you can smell it clear away to the

forecastle amost. Then comes a long-drawn breath, that has been

pent in all the time. This is going on till the dangerous pen-naviga-

tion was over
;
and then a pious sort o’ look comes over his face, as

much as to say, Thank fortin’ that job is over for to-day ! It’s

hard work that.” So he takes a chair, puts one leg of it on the toe

of his boot, claps his other foot agin its heel, and hauls his boot off;

and so with the other, and then turns in and snores like an old buffalo.

When a feller like that banks up, it’s generally for all day, that’s a

fact.

Oh yes, there’s no fun in sailing with a stupid skipper like that

;

the pair of you look like a sheep and a pig in a pasture, one is clean,

and the other is dirty
;
one eats dainty, and the other is a coarse

feeder, swallows anything; one likes dry places, the other enjoys soft

mud and dirty water. They keep out of each other’s way, and never

make no acquaintance, and yet one is a sdciable creature, and likes

to keep company with the cow or the horse, or anything that is

decent
;
while the other skipper like does nothin’ but feed, sleep and

grunt. Man was made for talk, and can’t live alone that way.

Skippers though aint all cast in the same mould, some of ’em are

chock full of information, and have sailed everywhere a’most, and
can spin you a yarn by the hour

;
but this fellow was as dumb as a

clock that’s run down, or if wound up has the main spring broke.

However I thought he would serve my turn as far as Shelburne,

where I could make an exchange and shift into some other craft
;

or

visit the harbours as I used to do in old times in a waggon instead

of a vessel. So I hurried home, packed up my duds, and got on
board.

The more I saw of the skipper the less I liked him. Whether
he was really pious or his nervous system had been shaken by ranters

I could not tell. Some folks fancy they are ill, and some that they

are religious, and as both put on a colicky face it aint always easy to

say which is which. It was evident he was a gloomy enthusiast who
would rather die than laugh, and the unfittest messmate in the world
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for one who would rather die than shed tears. There was one com-
fort though, wp warnt to he together long, and there were other folks

on board besmfes him. So I made up my mind to go ahead.

The sea air refreshed me at once, and I felt like a new man. The
Black Hawk,^^ for that was .the name of the vessel, sailed like a

witch. We overhauled and passed everything we saw in our course.

She was put on this trade seeing she was a clipper, to run away from
the colony cutters, which like the provincials themselves havn^t

much go ahead in them
;
for her owners were in the habit of looking

upon the treaty about the fisheries with as much respect as an old

newspaper. All the barrels on board intended for fish were filled

with notions for trading with the residenters along shore, and all the

room not occupied by salt was filled with churns, buckets, hay-rakes,

farming forks, factory cotton, sailors^ clothes, cooking-stoves, and all

sorts of things to sell for cash or barter for fish. It was a new page

in the book of life for me, and I thought if the captain was only the

right sort of man, Bd have liked it amazinly.

The first day or two the men were busy stowing away their things,

arranging their berths, watches and duties, and shaking themselves

fairly into their places for a long cruise
;

for the vessel was to be

supplied by another at Canseau, into which she was to discharge her

fish, and resume her old sphere of action, on account of her sailing

qualities. A finer crew I never saw—all steady, respectable, active,

well-conducted, young men; and everything promised a fair run,

and a quiet, if not a pleasant trip to Shelburne. But human natur

is human natur, wherever you find it. A crew is a family, and we
all know what that is. It may be a happy family, and it ought to

be, but it takes a great deal to make it so, and every one must lend

a hand towards it. If there is only one screw loose, it is all day

with it. A cranky father, a scoldin^ mother, a refractory boy, or a

sulky gall, and it’s nothin’ but a house of correction from one blessed

New Year’s Bay to another.

There is no peace where the wicked be. This was the case on

board the Black Hawk.” One of the hands, Enoch Eells, a son

of one of the owners, soon began to give himself airs of superiority

;

and by his behaviour, showed plain that he considered himself

rather in the light of an officer than a sharesman. He went un-

willingly about his work
;
and as there was little to do, and many

to do it, managed to escape almost altogether. The Captain boro

with him several days, silently, (for he was a man of few words),

apparently in hopes that his shipmates would soon shame him into

better conduct, or force him to it by resorting to those annoyances

they know so well how to practise, when they have a mind to. On
the fifth day, we were within three miles of the entrance to Shel-

burn Harbour; and as the wind began to fail, the Captain was

anxious to crowd on more sail
;

so he called to the watch to set the
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gaf-topsail
}
and said he, Enoch, I guess you may go up and keep

it free/^

I guess I may,^^ said he
;
and continued pacing up and down the

deck.

Do you hear what I say. Sir

^^Oh, yes, I hear you.^^

Then why donT you obey. Sir

Because.-’^

“ Because ! what sort of an answer is that, Sir

It’s all the answer youTl get, for want of a better. Em not

going to do all the work of the vessel. My father didn’t send me
here to be your nigger.”

I’ll teach you better than that, young man,” said the Captain.

While I’m here as skipper, all my lawful orders shall be obeyed,

or I’ll punish the offender, be he who he may. I order you again

to go up aloft.”

Well, I won’t; so there now, and do your prettiest.”

The Captain paused a moment, grew deadly pale, as if about to

faint
;
and then it seemed as if all the blood in his body had rushed

into his face, when he jumped up and down on thn deck, with out-

stretched arms and clenched fists, which he shook at the offender,

and cried out,

“Aloft, aloft,

Go up aloft.

You sinner.”

The other came aft, and mockin’ him, said, in a drawlin’, whinin’

voice, that was very provokin’,

“I won’t, that’s flat.

So just take that.

You sinner.”

The Captain, whose eyes were flashing fire, and who was actually

foamin’ at the mouth, retorted,

“ May I never see Miss,
If I put up with this.

You sinner.”

It was evident he was so excited as to be quite deranged.
Sad business this, Mr. Slick,” observed the mate. Here, Mr.

Bent,” said he, addressing the second officer, ‘^1 can depend upon
you

;
assist me to take the captain below, we must place a hand in

charge of him, to see he does no mischief to himself or anybody
else, and then let’s go forward, and see what’s to be done.”

Mr. Slick,” sais he, as he returned with the second mate, this

is a bad business. I’m afeerd our voyage is at an eend. What had
I best do?”

Gro forward,” sais I, ^^and make that villain do his duty. If
5 *
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he obeys, the knowledge of it may cool the captain, and calm
him/^
He shook his head, incredulously. Never 1’^ said he, never!

That man is past all human aid
;
he never should have been taken

away from the Asylum. But suppose Eells refuses to obey me
also

Make him.^^

How can I make him
Tie him up, and lick him.^'

^^Why his father owns half the ^Hooker.'

‘^Lick him all the harder for that; he ought to set a better

example on board of his father^s vessel.

Yes, and get myself sued from one court to another, till Fm
ruined. That cat won’t jump.”

Send him to Shelburn jail, for mutiny.”

“What I and be sued for that ?”

“Well, well,” sais I, in disgust, “Fm only a passenger; but I

wish I was as I used to be, able to do what I pleased, whether it

convened with other folks’ notions of dignity or not. My position

in society won’t let me handle him, though my fingers tingle to be

at him; but I don’t like lettin’ myself down arter that fashion,

fightin’ with a feller like that, in another man’s quarrel. It goes

agin the grain, I tell you
;
but old times is stronger than new fashions,

and I must say that critter deserves a tannin’ most richly.”

“If you’ve no objection. Sir, I’ll handle him,” said the second

mate.

He was a small-sized, but athletic looking man
;
not near so strong

apparently as Eels, but far more active, tiis complexion was rather

yellow than sallow, in consequence of his recently having had the

fever in Jamaica; but his eye was the most remarkable I ever saw.
“ Yes,” said the mate, “ you may whip him as long as you like,

if you aint afeard of bein’ sued.”

Well, we went over to where our hero was walking up and down
the deck, looking as big as if he had done something very won-
derful.

“ Eells,” said the mate, “ come like a good fellow, go up aloft, and
do as the capten ordered you

;
obeyin’ him might restore him, for he

is beside himself.”

“I won’t; so spare yourself further talk.”

“ Then I order you.”

“You order,” said he, putting h?s fist in the officer’s face. “A
pretty fellow you, to order your owner. Now, I order you aft, to go

and attend to your work.”
“ Friend Eels,” said the second mate, “ your fiither is a most

uncommon particular lucky man.”
He turned and looked at him hurd for a space, dubersome whether
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to condescend to answer or not; but Lad no more idea wLat was iu

store for him than a child. At last said he, sulkily : How so?”
‘AYhy,” sais Bent, he has got a vessel, the captain of which is

mad, a mate that hasn’t the moral courage of a lamb, and a lazy idle

vagabond of a son, that’s a disgrace to his name, place, and nation.

I wish I was first mate here, by the roarin’ Bulls of Bason, I’d make
you obey my orders, I know, or I’d spend every rope’s-end and every

handspike in the ship first; and if that didn’t do, I’d string you up
by the yard-arm, or my name aint Jem Bent, you good-for-nothin',

worthless rascal.”

Mr. Bent,” said he, say those words again if you dare, and I’ll

whip you within an inch of your life.”

Oh, yes !” replied the other, of course you will, and great credit

you’d get by it, a great big ongainly ugly brute like you, thrashin’

a man of my size, that’s taking his first voyage after the yellow fever.

Why, I see you are a coward too
;
but if you be, I beant, so I repeat

the words, that you are a good-for-nothin’, worthless rascal; those

were the words, and I’ll throw in cowarci, to make it weigh heavier.

Now, come on, and lick an invalide man, and then go home and get

a commission in the horse marines.”

He appeared to take all this trouble to make him strike first, so

as to keep within the law. A fight is a fight. Squire, all the world
over, where fightin’ is the fashion, and not stabbin’. It aint very

pretty to look at, and it aint very pretty to describe, and it don’t read

very pretty. It’s the animal passion of man roused to madness.
There aint much difference to my mind between a reproarious man
and a reproarious bull

;
and neither on ’em create much interest. I

wouldn’t describe this bout, only a genuine Yankee fight is difierent

from other folk’s. Though they throw off their coats, they don’t lay

aside their jokes and jeers, but poke hard as well as hit hard.

While Eells was stripping for the combat, Bent bammed him : sais

he, I believe I won’t take off my jacket, Enoch, it might save my
hide, for I don’t want to have that tanned till I’m dead.”

The men all larfed at that, and it don’t take much to make a
crowd laugh; but what would it have been among Englishmen?
Why it would have been a serious affair; and to show their love of

justice, every fellow would have taken a side, and knocked his

neighbour down to see fair play. But they have got this to larn,

to hung up a man’s eyes aint the loay to enlighten him.”
While Bent was securing his belt, sais he, Enoch, whatever you

do, spare my face
;
you would ruin me among the ladies, if you hurt

that.

They fairly cheered again at that remark.
Depend on it,” sais one of them, Bent knows what he’s about.

See how cool he is ! He’s agoin to quilt that fellow, and make pretty

patchwork of him, see if he aint.”
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When Bent saw him squarin’ off, he put up his guards awkward
like, straight up in front, Come on, Jack-the-giant-killer,” sais ho,

hut spare my dogertype. I beseech you have mercy on that.”

With that Eells rushed forward, and let go a powerful blow, which

the other had just time to catch and ward off; but as Eells threw

his whole weight to it, he almost went past Bent, when he tripped

his heels as quick as wink, and down he went amazin’ heavy, and

nearly knocked the wind out of him.

Well done, Bent,” said the men. Hurrah for Yellow Jack !”

When he got up he blowed a little.

Are you ready,” says Bent, for I scorn to take an advantage,

especially of a coward; if so be that you’re ready, come on.”

Eells fought more cautiously, and exchanged a few passes with

his antagonist, but we soon perceived he had about as much chance

with him as a great big crow has with a little king-bird. Presently,

Bent gave him a smart short blow right atwixt his eyes, not enough

to knock him down, but to blind and bewilder him for a minute,

and then when he threw his arms wide, gave him a smart right and

lefter, and had time to lay in a second round, beginning with the left

hand, that did smashing work. It cut him awfully, while he fell

heavily on his head upon a spar, that caused him to faint.

Friends an’ countrymen,” said Bent to the crew, ^^if this man
thrashes me to death, as he threatened, put a seal on my things and

send them home to Cuttyhunk, that’s good fellers.”

Oh ! how the men laughed at that. One of them that spoke up
before, said, ‘‘ I’m as glad as if somebody had given me fifty dol-

lars to see that bully get his deserts.”

It seemed as if Bent wanted to tantalize him, to take a little more
out of him. Be little dear heart,” says he, ‘Os mother’s own
darlin’ ittle boy hurt ? Bid that great big giant, Jim Bent, thrash

mudder’s on dear little beauty ?” Creation ! how the men cheered.

Eells sat up and looked round, while the other crowed like a cock,

and pretended to flap his wings.

“ Mate,” said Bent, “ the owner orders you to bring him a glass

of water
;
and he says you may put a glass of rum in it, and charge

it to our mess.”

Eells jumped up short and quick at that: sais he, “Pll pay you
for this, see if I don’t.”

To coax him on, the other observed, “ I shall go down this time.

I’m beat out, I am only a sick man. Bo give me a drink.”

While he was speaking, the mutineer rushed on him unawares,

and put in a blow that just grazed the back of his head. If he

hadn’t just then half turned by accident, I do believe it would have

taken his head off
;

as it was, it kind of whirled him the other way
in front of Eells, whose face was unguarded, and down he went in

an instant.
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To make a long story short, every time he raised up, Bent floored

him. At last he gave in, hollered, and was carried forward, and a

tarpaulin thrown over him. The other warnt hurt a hit, in fact

the exercise seemed to do him good
;
and I never saw a man pun-

ished with so much pleasure in my life. A brave man is sometimes

a desperado. A bully is always a coward.

^^Mate,^^ says I, as we returned aft, ^^how is the captain

More composed sir, but still talking in short rhymes.^^

Will ho be fit to go the voyage V’

^^No, Sir.^^

Then he and Eells must be sent home.^^

What, the captain

Yes, to be sure
;
what in natur^ is the good of a mad captain ‘t”

Well, thafs true,^' said he; but would I be sued V’

^^Pooh V’ said I, ‘^act and talk like a man.^^

^‘But Eells is the owner’s son, how can I send him? Fll be

sued to a dead sartainty.”

^^ni settle that; give me pen and ink:— ^We the crew of the

^ Black Hawk,’ request that Mr. Eells be sent home or discharged,

as he may choose, for mutinous conduct
;
otherwise we refuse to pro-

ceed on the voyage.’ Call the men aft here.”

They all appeared and signed it.

^^Now,” sais I, ^Hhat’s settled.”

But won’t we all be sued ?” said he.

^^To be sure you will all be sued,” said I, ^^and parsz^ecZ to the

eends of the airth, by a constable with a summons from a magis-

trate, for one cent damage and six cents costs. Dream of that con-

stable, his name is Fear, he’ll be at your heels till you die. Do you
see them fore and afters under M’Nutt’s Island ?”

^^Yes.”

Y^ell, they are Yankee fishermen, some loaded and some empty,

some goin’ to Prince Edward’s Island, and some returnin’ home.
Bun alongside the outer ones, and then I’ll arrange for the passage

of these people.”

But how,” said he, shall I make the voyage, without a captain

and one hand less.”

A mad captain and a mutinous sailor,” said I,
‘‘ are only in the

way. I’ll ship a skipper here, off the island, for you, who is a first

rate pilot, and I’ll hire a hand also. You must be the responsible

captain, he will be the actual one, under the rose. He is a capital

fellow, worth ten of the poor old rhymer. I only hope he is at

home. I tell you I know every man, woman, and child here.”

^^But suppose any accident happened, Mr. Slick,” said he,

mightn’t I be sued, cast in damages, and ruinated ?”

You are afeard of law ?” sais I,
‘‘ aint you ?”

“Well, I be, that’s a fact.”
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Well, 1^11 tell you how to escape it/'

Thank you/' said he, I shall be everlastingly obliged to you.

What must I do?"
Turn pirate."

And be hanged/' sais he, turning as white as a sheet.

^^No," sais I, ^^no cruiser will ever be sent after you. Turn
pirate on this coast, rob and plunder all the gulls, dippers, lapwings,

and divers nests on the islands and highlands
;
shoot the crew if

they bother you, make them walk the plank, and bag the eggs, and
then sail boldly into Halifax under a black flag at the top, and
bloody one at the peak, wear a uniform, and a cocked hat, buckle on
a sword, and call yourself Captain Kidd. I'm done with you, put

me on shore, or send me on board of one of our vessels, and fish

for yourselves. I wish I had never seen the ^ Black Hawk,' the

captain, Enoch Eells, or yourself. You're a disgrace to our great

nation."

Oh, Mr. Slick !" said he, ^Hor goodness gracious sake don't leave

me in a strange port, with a crazy captain, a mutinous sailor
"

And an everlastin' coward of a mate," sais I.

Oh ! don't desart me," said he, a-wringin' of his hands; don't,

it's a heavy responsibility, I aint used to it, and I might be
"

Sued," said I. ‘‘ That's right, bite in that word st/ec?. Never
dare mention it afore me, or I'll put you ashore with them other

chaps. I'll stand by you," sais I, “for our great country's sake, if

you will do exactly as I tell you. Will you promise?"

“Yes," sais he, “I will, and never talk about being sued.

Never," said he.

“ Well, then. I'll stand by you; ajid if you are sued, I'll pay all

damage."
“ Oh ! Mr. Slick," sais he, “ you must excuse me. I am a good

seaman, and can obey orders. I never commanded, but I can do the

work of a mate."

“No, you can't," sais I. “Why didn't you take a handspike,

and knock that mutinous rascal over ?"

“And be said he.

“Sued," sais I. “Yes, sued; and suppose you had been,

wouldn't all the mariners of the Sound a-stood by you, and called

you a trump ? I wish to goodness Bent had a-licked you, instead

of Enoch. It would have done you good—it will make him despe-

rate. Go home and farm; and when a bull roars, jump over a

fence, and get citated and sued for trespassin' on your neighbour's

farm. Phew ! I hate a coward."

“I aint a coward; I'm foolish, that's all— a little nervous about

responsibilities I aint used to
;
but whatever you say. I'll do."

“ I'll take you at your word," sais I. “ Bange up alongside of

that outer craft, and send me aboard.'
'
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Well, I hailed the vessel, and found she was the ^ Bald Eagle,'

Captain Love, of Nantucket. “ Captain Love P’ sais I to myself

:

^^just such a fellow, I suppose, as this mate; a sort of milksop, that

goes to sea in fine weather
;
and when he is to home, is a sort of

amphibious beau at all the husken, quilten, and thanksgivin' parties.

IPs half-past twelve o'clock with our fishermen, when a skipper's

name is Love." Sweet love !— home, sweet home ! I consaited I

did not feel quite so well as when I left Slickville.

Captain on board ?" sais I.

guess he is," said one of the hands.

Then let down the ladder," sais I
;

‘‘ please."

Won't a rope do as well?" sais he.

‘^It would do on a pinch," sais I. “1 do suppose I could come
up hand over hand by it, and lick you with the eend of it, too, if I

liked; but being a landsman, I don't calculate to climb, when there

are a pair of stairs
;
and, to my mind, it wouldn't lower our great

nation, if its citizens were a little grain more civil. If you don't let

it down, as Colonel Crockett said, ‘You may go to the devil, and I'll

go to Texas.'
"

“Well," sais he, “ a pleasant voyage to you. They tell me it's a

fine country, that."

“Push off, my men," sais I; and while they were backing water,

“ Give my compliments to the Captain," I said; “and tell him Mr.
Slick called to see him, and pay his respects to him

;
but was drove

off with impudence and insult."

Just then, a man rushed down from the quarter-deck, and called

out, “ What in the world is all this ? Who did that person say he

was ?"

“ Mr. Slick," said the spokesman.
“ And how dare you. Sir, talk to a gentleman in that way ? This

way, Mr. Slick," for it was getting dark; “this way, please. Very
glad to see you. Sir. Down with the ship's ladder there, and fasten

the man-ropes; and here, one of you go down the first two steps,

and hold the ropes steady, and back up before him. Welcome, Sir,"

sais he, “ on board the ‘ Bald Eagle.' The Captain is below, and
will be delighted to see you : I'm his first mate. But you must stay

here to-night. Sir." Then, taking me a little on one side, he said

:

“ I presume you don't know our skipper ? Excuse me for hinting

you will have to humour him a little at first, for he is a regular

character—rough as a Polar bear; but his heart is in the right place

Did you never hear of ^ Old Blowhard ?' "
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CHAPTER V.

OLD BLOWHARD.

This way, Mr. Slick, please,^^ said the mate. Before we go

below, I want to prepare you for seein^ our captain. It is not easy

’to find his counterpart. He is singularly eccentric, and stands out

in bold relief from the rest of his race. He may be said to be sui

generw”
Hullo I” sais I to myself, where the plague did you pick up

that expression ? It strikes me his mate is sid generic,, too.^^

The only thing that I know to compare him to,’^ he continued,

is a large cocoa-nut. First, he is covered with a rough husk that

a hatchet would hardly cut thro^, and then inside of that is a hard

shell, that would require a saw araost to penetrate
;
but arter that

the core is soft and sweet, and it’s filled with the very milk of human
kindness. You must understand this, and make allowances for it,

or you won’t get on well together at all; and when you do come to

know him, you will like him. He has been to me more than a

friend. If he had been my own father, he couldn’t have been kinder

to me. The name he goes by among the fishermen, is ‘ Old Blow-
hard;’ he is a stern but just man, and is the Commodore of the fleet,

and applied to in all cases of difficulty. Now follow me, but when
you descend half way, remain there till I announce you, that you
may hear his strange way of talking.”

Captin,” said he, as he opened the door of the little after-cabin,

there is a stranger here wishes to see you.”

What the devil have I got to do with a stranger ?”• he replied,

in a voice as loud as if he was speakin’ in a gale of wind. He
don’t want to see me at all, and if he has got anythin’ to say, just

hear what it is. Matey, and then send him about his business. No,
he don’t want me

;
but I’ll tell you what the lazy spongin’ vaga-

bond wants, he is fishin’ for a supper to eat; for these great hungry,

gaunt, gander-bellied, blue-noses take as much bait as a shark. Tell

the cook to boil him a five-pound piece of pork and a peck of pota-

toes, and then to stand over him with the rollin’-pin, and make him
eat up every mite and morsel of it clean, for we aint used to other folks’

leavin’s here. Some fun in that. Matey, aint there ?” And he

larfed heartily at his own joke. “Matey,” said he, “I have almost

finished my invention for this patent jigger
;

start that critter forrard,

and then come and look at it, Sonney.”
The mate then returned to me, and extendin’ to me his hand,
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with which he gave me a friendly squeeze, we descended to the door.

Captain Love was sittin’ at a table with a lamp before him, and was

wholly absorbed in contemplating of an instrument he was at work
at, that resembled a gas-burner with four long arms, each of which

was covered on the outside with fish-hooks. From the manner in

which he worked it by a cord up and down, it appeared to be so

contrived as to be let easily into the water, like a single bolt of iron,

so as not to disturb the mackerel, and then by pullin^ the line to

stretch out the arms, and in that manner be drawn up through the

shoal of fish. It was this he had just called his patent jigger.^^

He was a tall, wiry, sunburnt, weather-beaten man. His hair

was long and straight, and as black as an Indian^
s,

and fell wildly

over his back and shoulders. In short, he might easily have been

mistaken for a savage. His face exhibited a singular compound of

violent passion and good-nature. He was rigged in an old green «
pea-jacket, made of a sort of serge, (that is now so commonly wmrn
as to be almost a fisherman^s uniform), a pair of yellow waterproof

cotton duck-trowsers, surmounted by a pair of boots, made of leather

such as patent-trunks are composed of, being apparently an inch

thick, and of great weight as well as size. Beside him there lay ont he

table an old black, low-crowned, broad-brimmed, shapeless noFwester
hat. He wore spectacles, and was examinin^ very closely the mech-

anism of the extended prongs of the “jigger.'’^ He was mumblin’
to himself, a sort of thinkin’ aloud.

The jints work nicely,” said he
;

^^but I can’t make them catch

and hold on to the shoulder. I can’t work that pesky snap.”
“ ITl show you how to fix it,” sais I.

He turned his head round to where the voice came from, and
looked at me nearly speechless with surprise and rage

;
at last, he

jumped up, and almost putting his fist in my face, roared out

:

Who the devil are you ? Where do you come from ? And
what do you want, that you dare poke your ugly nose in here un-

asked arter this fashion ?” And before I could answer he went on :

Why don’t you speak, you holler-cheeked, lanturn-jawed villain?

You have slack enough to home, I know, for you and your countrymen
do nothin but jaw and smoke all winter. What do you want ?”

said he. Out with it, and be quick, or I’ll make you mount that

ladder a plaguey sight faster than you come down it, I know !”

Well,” sais I, ‘^as far as I know, sittin’ is about as cheap as

standin’ ’specially when you don’t pay for it, so by your leave I’ll

take a seat.”

“Ho you hear that. Matey ?” said he"; “don’t that take the rag

off the bush ? Haint these Bluenoses got good broughtens up, eh ?

Confound his impudence !” and he rung the bell “ Come here, you
curly-headed, onsarcumsised little imp of midnight I” said he, ad-

dressin’ a black boy. Bring thal^little piece of rope-yarn here I’
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The hoy trembled
;
he saw his master was furious, and he didn’t

know whether the storm was to burst on his head or mine. He re-

turned in a minute with one of the most formidable instruments of

punishment I ever beheld
;
and, keeping the table between himself

and his master, pushed it towards him, and disappeared in an instant.

It was made of rope, and had a handle worked in one ecnd of it,

like the ring of a door-key. This appeared to be designed for the

insertion of the wrist
;
below this the rope was single for about four

or five inches, or the depth of a hand, which had the effect of ren-

dering it both pliable and manageable, from which point it had an-

other piece woulded on to it.

Now, Sir,” said he, ^^out with it; what do you want?”
Nothin’,” said I, quite cool.

‘‘ Oh no, of course not
;
you couldn’t eat a bit of supper, could

you, if you got it for nothin’ ? for you look as lank, holler, and
slinkey, as a salmon, jist from the lakes after spav/nin’ time, a goin’

to take a cruise in salt water.”

Well,” sais I, since you are so pressin’, I don’t care if I do.”
‘‘ Will a five pound piece of pork and a peck of potatoes do you ?”

said he, a rubbin’ of his hands as if the idea pleased him.

No it won’t,” sais I, do at all.”

Didn’t I tell you so. Matey,” said he; ^Mhese long-legged, long-

necked, hungry cranes, along the coast here are jist like the Ind-

gians
;
they can take enough at one meal to last ’em for a week.

He turns up his nose at a piece of pork, and wants to go the whole

hog, hay ? How much will do,” said he, just to stay your appe-

tite till next time ?”

A biscuit and a glass of water,” sais I.

A biscuit and a glass of water,” said he, lookin’ at me with

utter amazement; ^^how modest we are, aint we? Butter wouldn’t

melt in our mouth, if we had got any to put there, would it ? A
glass of water ! Oh I to be sure, you’re so cussed proud, lazy, and
poor, you can’t buy rum, so you jine temperance society, make a

merit of necessity, and gulp down the fish spawn, till you have

spoilt the fisheries. Come to lectur’ on it, I suppose, and then pass

the hat round and take up a collection. Is there anything else you
want ?”

Yes,” said I, ^Ohere is; but I might as well go to a goat’s

house to look for wool, as to search for it here; and that’s civil

usage.”

Oh, that’ S' the ticket, is it?” said he. “ You first of all force

yourself into my cabin, won’t take no for an answer, and then com-

plain of oncivility. Well, mister, if I received you cold, you’ll find

this place too hot to hold you long, I know. I’ll warm your jacket

for you before I start you out, that’s a fact ;” and seizin’ hold of the

little bit of ropeyarn—as he call^ the punisher—^he fitted it on the
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wrist of his right hand, and stood up in front of me, with the look

of a tiger. No more time for parley now,^^ said he. Who the

devil are you, and what brought you here ? Out with it, or out of

this like wink.^^

I am Sam Slick,^^ sais I.

Sam Slick ! Sam Slick said he, a pronouncin’ of the words

slowly arter me.

Yes,” sais I; ^^at least, what’s left of me.”
Matey, Matey,” said he, only think of this ! How near I was

a quiltin’ of him too ! Sara Slick ! Well, who in the world would

have expected to see you a visitin’ a mackerel schooner away down
in these regions arter dark this way? Well, I am right glad to see

you. Grive me your fin, old boy. Vie got something better than

fish spawn on board here,” he said, with a laugh, between a grunt

and a chuckle, that sounded like a gurglin’ in the throat. ‘‘We
must drink to our better acquaintance ;” and he produced a bottle

of old Jamaiky rum, and called for tumblers, and some sugar and

water. “ You must excuse our plain fare here, Mr. Slick,” said he :

we are a rough people, work hard, fare coarsely, and sleep soundly.

Tell you what though. Matey, and, by Jove ! I had een amost for-

got all about ’em,” and he snapped his fingers in great glee
;

“ we
have got a lot of special fine eysters on board, raked up only three

days ago on Prince Edward Island flats. Pass the word for old

Satan.” When the black cook, who answered to this agreeable

name, made his appearance at the door, the Captin said, Satan, do

you see that gentleman ?”

^^Yes, Massa.”

Well, he is goin’ to sup with us this evenin’. Now, off with

you like iled lightnin’, and pass on the eysters as quick as wink,

both hot and cold.”

Yes, Massa,” said the black, with a grin that showed a row of

beautiful white teeth, that a London dandy or a Cuba shark might
envy

;
and then I heerd him say, in a low voice, Ky I what de

meanin’ ob all dis ? When de sun shines so bright, in a gineral

way, it’s a wedder breeder. We is to ab a storm soon, as sure as de
world.”

Come, no grumblin’ there,” said the Captin. Do as I order

you, or I’ll
—

”

I warn’t a grumblin’, Massa,” said, he
; I despise such ouda-

gious conduct
3
I was only sayin’ how lubly de oleriferous smell of

dat are rum was. It’s too beautiful to drink
;

it ought to be kept

for smellin’, dat are a nateral fact.”

There, take a glass, andl)e off with you,” said the mate. Come,
bear a hand now.”

Tankee, Massa. Oh, golly ! dat are sublime bebberidge !” and
he retired with affected haste.
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Dear me ! Sam Slick V’ said Blowliard, ch ! well, if tkat donH
beat all ! And yet somehow you hadAt ought to have taken such a

rise as that out of an old man like me
;
and it aint safe either to

tantalize and play with an old bear that hante got his claws cut. I

might a walked into you afore you knowed it; and if I had once a

begun at you, I shouldnH a heard a word you said, till I had dressed

you off rail complete. I dare say, you will make a capital story out

of it, about Old Blowlmrd

;

but I think I may say, Dm the best-

natur’d man in the world, when I aint riled
;
but when I am put up,

I suppose I have temper as well as other folks. Come, here are the

eysters.'’^

Arter a while, Blowhard paused from eatiA, and said he, Mr.

Slick, there is one question I want to ask you
;
I always thought, if

I should fall in with you, I would enquire, jist for curiosity. I have

read all your stories
;
and where in the world you picked them all

up, I doAt know; but that one about ^ Polly Coffin's sand-hole,'

(bein' an old pilot myself on this everlastin' American coast), tickled

my fancy, till I amost cried a larSn. Now, hadn't you old ^ Uncle
Kelly' in your eye at that time ? Warn't it meant for him?"

‘‘‘ Well, it was," sais I
;

that's a nateral fact."

Didn't I always tell you so. Matey?" said he. knowed it.

It stood to reason. Old Uncle Kelly and Old Blowhard are the only

skippers of our nation that could tell where they were, arter that

fashion, without a gettin' out of bed, jist lookin' at the lead that

way. It's a great gift. Some men excel in one line, and some in

another. Now, here is Matey— I don't think he is equal to me as a

pilot; he aint old enough for that. Nothin' but experience, usin' the

lead freely, soundin' a harbour, when you are kept in it by a head-

wind or a calm, dottin' down on the map the shoals, and keepiA
them well in mind, will make you way wise. He can't do that like

me, and I don't know as he has a genius that way
;
nor is he equal

to me as a fisherman. The fact is, I won't turn my back on any man
—Southerner, Yankee, or Provincial—from the Cape of Varginy to

Labradore, as a fisherman; and though I say it who shouldn't say

it, there aint a critter among them all, (and it is generally allowed

on all sides as a fact), that can catch, clean, split and salt as many
mackerel or cod in a day as I can. That too is a sort of nateral gift;

but it takes a life amost to ripen it, and bring it to perfection. But
as a seaman, I'll back Matey agin any officer in our navy, or any

captin of a marchantman that hists the goose and gridiron as a flag.

It would do you good to see him handle a vessel in a gale, blowin'

half hurricane, half tornado, on a lee-shore."

Well, never mind that now," said the mate, for he appeared un-

comfortable at listenin' to the soft sawder
;

it's nothin' but your

kindness to think so— nothin' else."

The captain proceeded

;
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Where was you last Sunday V’

comin^ down the Sound/^ sals I.

^AVith a clear sky, and a smart southerly breeze

Exactly, sais I; ^^and it fell short of the harbour here/^

Just so, I knowed it; there aint two gales ever at the same time

so close in opposite directions
;
one kinder takes the wind out of the

other’s sails. Well. Sunday last we was a (jpmin’ round Scattery

Island, east side of Cape Briton, when we were cotched. Creation,

how it blew ! ^Capting !’ sais Matey, and we shook hands, ^capting,’

sais he, ^I’m most afeard we can’t come it; one half hour at most,

and we shall be all right, or in dead man’s land
;
but there is no

time for talk now. God bless you ! and I thank you with all my
heart for all your kindness to me.’ The critter was thinkin’ of his

mother, I suppose, when he talked that nonsense about kindness.
‘‘ ^Now take charge, and station me where you like.’

^No,’ sais I, ‘your voice is clearer than mine; your head is cool,

and you talk less, so stay where you be.’

‘I’ll con her then,’ sais he, ‘and you must steer. Another hand
now to the helm with the capting. That’s right,’ sais he

;
‘ stick her

well up; gain all you can, and keep what you get. That’s it. AVill

the masts hold ?

“ ‘ I guess they will,’ sais I.

“ ‘ Then we must trust to ’em
;

if they go we go with ’em. Keep
her nearer yet. Well done, old Eagle,’ said he; ‘you aint afeard of

it, I see. She is goiii’ to do it if she holds together, capting. Tight

squeeze tho’, there aint an inch to spare
;

aint she a doll ? don’t she

behave well? Nearer yet or we are gone—steady.’

“ Oh ! what a bump she gave ! it jist made all stagger agin.
“ ‘There goes twenty feet of her false keel,’ sais I, a jumpin’ up,

and a snappin’ of my fingers
;

‘ that’s all Scattery wrackers will make
out of the ‘ Bald Eagle’ this trip, and they want that to keep them
warm next winter. We have cleared the outer ledge; we are all

safe now; another hand to the wheel here in my place. And,
Matey,’ sais I, ‘let’s shorten sail— alter our course— and get under
the lee on the other side.’ '

“ It was an awful storm that, I tell you
;
and it would have been

a cryin’ sin to lose such a seaman as that in a common fore and
after. No, this is our last trip—the South Sea for me—the mackerel
is only fit for boys to catch— the whale is the sport for a man, aint

it, Matey ? I am goin’ to buy a whaler when I return home
;
he

shall be my capting, and command the ship. I’ll take charge of the

boats, and the harpoon will suit me better than a patent jigger.

“ Yes,” said he, “ all the damage we suffered was the loss of about

twenty feet of false keel. We ought to be thankful to Providence

for that marciful escape,, and I hope we are. And so ought you to

be also, Mr. Slick, for you come plaguey near having yourn stripped

6 *
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off too just now, I tell you. But stay on board to-nigbt. Satan,

make a bed up for Mr. Slick.

‘‘There’s just one plate more, Massa Sam,’’ said Satan, whose
countenance suddenly lit up on hearing my name. “ Do try and eat;

I is sure you isn’t well, Massa Sam.”
“ Massa Sam !” said the captain in a voice that might be heard on

the island, “who the devil do you calf Massa Sam? Matey, that is

your fault
;

it don’t do to talk too free to niggers
;

it makes them
sarcy. Clear away these things, and clap a stopper on your tongue.”

“ Yes, Massa,” said the negro, who edged round, and got the table

between himself and his master, and then muttered :
“ I taught dere

would be a storm soon; I said intestinally to myself, dis was a

wedder breeder.” Thinkin’ himself safe, he said again : “ Massa
Sam, how did you leave Miss Sally ? Many a time dis here nigga

hab carried her to school in his arms when she was a little pickaninie.

Oh ! she was de most lubly little lady dat de sun eber behold, often

as he had travelled round do circumference ob de world.”
“ Why who the plague are you ?” sais I, “ Satan, Satan ? I never

heard that name afore. Who are you ?”

“Juno’s son. Sir I You mind, massa, she was always fond of fine

names, and called me 0%ander.”
“Why, Oleander,” says I, “my boy, is that you?” and I held

out my hand to him, and shook it heartily. I heard Old Blowhard
inwardly groan at this violation of all decency; but he said nothin’

till the man withdrew.

“Mr. Slick,” sais he, “I am astonished at you shakin’ hands with

that critter, that is as black as the devil’s hind foot. If he was a

slave you might make free with him, but you can’t with these

northern free niggers
;

it turns their head, and makes them as forred

and as sarcy as old Scratch himself. They are an idle, lazy, good-

for-nothin’ race, and I wish in my soul they were all shipped off out

of the country to England, to ladies of quality and high degree there,

that make such an everlastin’ touss about them, that they might see

and know the critters they talk such nonsense about. The devil was
painted black long before the slave trade was ever thought of. All
the abolition women in New, and all the sympathisin’ ladies in Old
England put together, can’t make an Ethiopean change his skin.

A nigger is—a nigger, that’s a fact.”

“Capting,” sais I, ^‘ranh folly is a iveed that is often found in

the tall rank grass of fashion; but it’s too late to-night to talk

about emancipation, slavery, and all that. It would take a smart

man to go over that ground from daylight to dark, I know.”
“And now, Mr. 81ick,” said ho, “you must excuse me; I’m

agoin’ to turn-in. Here are pipes and cigars, and old Jamaiky, and
if you like to sit up, there is a lad (pointing to the mate) that will

just suit. You have seen a great deal, and he has read a great deal,
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and you are jist the boys to hitch your bosses together, I know.

Here is to your good health, Mr. Slick, and our better acquaintance,^’

said he, as he replenished and emptied the glass
;

and now amuse

yourselves. Good night.”

CHAPTER VI.

THE WIDOW’S SON.

As soon as the Capting went into his little state-room, the mate

and I lighted our cigars, drew up together near the table, so as not

to disturb him, and then had a regular dish of chat to digest the

eysters.

owe everything, Mr. Slick,” said he, ^‘to Blowhard. If it

hadn’t been for him, I don’t know what on earth would have become

of my poor mother, and her little helpless family.”

‘AVell,” sais I, friend, you have the advantage of me.”
How so ?” said he.

^AVhy,” sais I, you have got my name, and you know who I

be, now I have been waitin’ to hear yourn drop from the Capting,

so as to pick it up, and get on without asking questions, for I don’t

like them when they can be avoided
;
pray what might it be 1”

Timothy Cutler,” said he. ‘‘ Our folks was originally Puritans

of the old school. Well, I dare say you have heard of Timothy
Cutler, President of Yale College ?”

The man they turned out,” sais I, because he became an Epis-

copalian ?”

^^The same,” said he. ‘^^Well, he was my great-grandfather.

Arter he quit the college, he sarved an English Church society as a

missionary, and so did his son after him, till the close of the revolu-^

tion : and my father was a church clergyman, too, to a place called

Barnstable. There has always been a Timothy Cutler in the family.

Well, father was a zealous, pious man, and mother was an excellent

manager
;
and although they were poor— for his flock was small,

most o’ the inhabitants being Congregationalists there— still they

made out to make two ends meet, and to keep us all neat and tidy.

Still it required all possible economy to do it. Father took great

pains with me, every leisure hour he had, for he couldn’t afford to

send us to school, and was preparing me for college
;
and, for a boy of

fourteen, I was perhaps as good a scholar as there was in Connecticut.

It was arranged, I was to open a school next year, under his care
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and sanction, to aim money for the college course. Poor, dear mo-
ther had it all planned out; she had a beautiful vision of her own
in her mind, and believed in it as strong as her Bible. I was to go
thro’ Cambridge with honours, become a great lawyer, go to Con-
gress, be Secretary of State, and end by being elected President of

the nation
;

that was a fixed fact with her.

Women, Mr. Slick, especially all those whose mothers live to

see them thro’ their childhood, are religiously inclined. They have

great faith, as they ought to have, in the goodness and bounty of.

God, and, not knowing much of life, have perhaps more reliance

than is just altogether safe on the world, and what it is able or willing

to do for them. But this entire hopefulness, however, this strong

conviction that all will be right in the end, this disposition to look

on the sunny side of life, supports them in all their trials, carries

them thro’ all their troubles, and imparts strength equal to the

weight of the burden. If it wasn’t for this, many would faint in

the struggle, and, way-worn and weary, sink under the despondin’

influence of the sad heart-rending realities of life. It was this made
mother happy in her poverty, and cheerful in her labours and pri-

vations. But man proposes, and God disposes.”

Hullo 1
” sais I to myself, as I squared round to take a better

look at him, here’s another instance of what I have often obsarved

in life
;

there are stranger things in reality than can be found in ro-

mances. Who on airth would have expected to have seen a man
like this, a mate of a fore-and-aft mackerel hooker, and a companion
of Old Blowhard. He was about two or three and twenty, and one
of the handsomest young men I ever saw, modest, but resolute-look-

ing, strong, active, well-built, and what might be called the model
of a young seaman.”

My father,” he continued, caught a violent cold, inflammation

set in, and he died suddenly. What an awful dispensation of Pro-

vidence was this ! But in giving you my name, Sir, I have no right

to inflict my history on you. Excuse me, Mr. Slick, but these feel-

ins have been pent up so long, that they found vent in your presence,

unawares to myself.”

^^By no means, Mr. Cutler,” sais I, go on, it interests me
greatly. You have nothin’ to tell me you need be ashamed of^ I
know.”

I trust not,” he said
;

but my object was rather to talk of Cap-
tain Love than myself, and to show 3^011 how we first became ac-

quainted, and what he has done for me. We were paupers, literally

paupers. The house we lived in belonged to the congregation. Our
furniture was of the simplest and plainest kind. A small library,

two cows, a few sheep, and, a pig or two, constituted all our worldly

effects. My poor mother had not only lost her husband, friend, pro-

tector and supporter, but all her bright visions of promotion and
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prosperity vanished into thin air. I pass over the scene of distress,

desolation, and sorrow, in that house. I can^t think of it even now
without a shudder. My mother's grief was so great, I thought she

wbiild have speedily followed her husband. The neighbours were

all very kind. One day the old churchwarden, who had always been

attached to my father, dropt in and tried to console her; but the

more he said, the faster her tears flowed.

At last he remarked :
^ Madam, do you recollect the words of

our late dear pastor? ^ He xcho taJceth aicay a parent, is ahle and
willing to send friends.^ Now I have wrote to an old acquaintance

of mine. Captain Love, who sails in two or three days, and he will

take Timothy to sea with him.^
^ As what V said mother, lifting up her head and wiping her

eyes. ^ As what ? To bring him up as what V
‘‘ ‘ As kind as if he was a child of his own.'

^ Do you mean as a 'prentice boy V
“ ^ No, Marm

;
if the boy, after a trip or two, don't like it, ho

will return.'

^ And where is the vessel goin' ?'

^ To the the mackerel fishery,' said he.
“ Oh ! what an expression came over her face of unutterable

anguish. ^ What ! to catch and salt fish ? Has it come to this ?

Oh, my son ! my son ! it must not be
!'

‘ But it must be,' said he kindly, but firmly. ^ He must do his

duty in that line of life in which it shall please Providence to place

him.'

^ A cabin-boy on board a mackerel-schooner,' and she covered

her face, and sobbed aloud.

^ Tim,' said he addressing me, ^ you must be ready to start in the

morning, so get your things packed up ready, and I will drive you
to the Cape myself in my gig. You are to go on shares, and your
share will support the family at home a'most, if they use their old

economy.'

The necessary exertion to equip me, amid tears, lamentations,

apprehensions of sea and shipwreck, did her good. I pass over the

parting scene. The old warden drove me to the Cape, and put up
his horse at an inn

;
and then, taking me with him to the wharf,

pointed out to me the vessel, and showed me the person I was to

address as captain, and then said he had some business to attend to.

So taking my bundle in my hand, and getting out the letter of

introduction he had furnished me with, I proceeded on board, and
went to the afterpart of the deck, where the skipper was. He was
raving like a madman, something had gone wrong on board, and he

was stamping with rage, and swearing awfully. I think I may
safely say, that was almost the first, last, and only time in my life I

was terrified. I trembled all over. Nursed, trained, and educated
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in a clergyman’s house, where passion was never seen, nor oath

heard, you may well imagine my horror. Presently his eye caught
me, and he gave me the same salutation nearly he did you.

^ Hullo ! where the devil did you come from, little Broadcloth ?

and what do you want here V
^ Look at this,’ said I, ^ please,’ handing him the note.

^ What, another bill 1 I thought they were all in and paid.

This is from that old cantin’ scoundrel, Praise-the-Lord,” the

cheatin’, swindlin’ old rascal. He’ll never give over his tricks, till

I use up his yard-stick over him. Oh !’ said he, ^ so you are young
Cutler, are you?’ and all his manner and tone of voice became
altered in a minute. ^A very nice, smart little boy

;
and old Hun-

dredth, as I call the worthy warden, tells me you are a very good

boy, and that’s better, for pretty is as pretty does. Is that all your
traps that you have in that bundle ?’

^They aint traps. Sir,’ said I, Obey are clothes. The mink-
traps, and otter-traps, I left at home, with brother Jim.’

^^Well, he fairly roared out at that; he put his hands on his

sides, and laughed again and again. It made me colour up all over,

for I didn’t know what I had said out of the way.
^ Well, said he, a-pattin me on the shoulder kindly, ^^we calls

clothes and other fixins ‘traps’ here, and sometimes ‘duds,’ for

shortness. I don’t know,’ said he, half to himself, ‘whether it aint

better jist so. Cuteness comes fast enough, and when cuteness

comes, then comes cunning, and cunning brings deceit, and that

leads to suspicion and selfishness, and hardens the heart, and when
the heart is hardened, we are only fit to be cut up for bait. Mink
and otter’s traps ! Well, that’s good. Now, son Timothy,’ said he,

‘come below, and I’ll show you the old bear’s den, and then the

young cub’s den.’
“ ‘ I should like to see a bear,’ said I, ‘ for I never saw one in my

life; father used to say there hadn’t been one near Barnstable,

within the memory of man. Are they very savage ?’

“ ‘ The old one is,’ he replied, laughing, ‘as savage as the devil;

he is growlin’ and snarlin’, and showin’ his teeth, all the time
;

the

young one’s claws haint growed yet. This way, my lad, follow me,’

and he led me down to this very cabin. ‘ Here’s where we grub,’

said he.
“ ‘ Grrub what. Sir ?’ said I, a-lookin’ round puzzled, for I saw no

weeds, and no tools.

“‘Hard biscuit, hard junk, and hard salt-pork, that’s grub, my
boy; and the great secret of life is to learn to earn one’s grub. Now
here is where the old bear sleeps,’ opening the door of that little

state-room, ‘and that’s me; and there’s where the young cub sleeps,’

pointing to another, ‘and that’s you. Now go in there and stow

away your traps, while I give some orders on business.’
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He then rang the bell, and ^ Old Satan,’ as he called him, came.
^ Come here,’ said he, trying to moderate his voice, but only

making it more clear, and more audible, so that I could not help

hearing what he had to say. ^ Did you see that boy ?’ said he.
‘ Well, do you understand that’s son ? There’s no occasion to

tell him or any one else that. He is under your charge
;
look after

him, and see he don’t get into scrapes, and that no one imposes on

him. If anything goes wrong, report it to me. Send the mate.

Mr. Pike, when shall we be ready for sea ?’

^ First wind. Sir, after twelve to-morrow.’
‘ That’s right, carry on with all your force, for we are a-going to

have a fine run of it, by all appearance.”
“ ^ I rather guess so, too,’ said he.

After a little while he called me. ‘ Timothy,’ said he, ^ come
here.’

^ Yes, Sir.’

‘ Get your hat, and go ashore with me to ^ Old Praise-the-Lord.’

He set my teeth a-jar by that expression; it was irreverent. I

had never heard such language, and such is the advantage and force

of early training, that to this day those expressions, though my ear

is hardened, and my delicacy blunted much, are, thank God, still

offensive to me. He took me to a shop filled with fish, cheese,

honey, candles, soap, tobacco, slop-clothing, liquors of all kinds, and

everything that is requisite to fit out sailors or vessels. It smelt

very offensivel}^ and looked dirty; the air was so foul that it was
manifest all the ventilation the apartment had ever received, was by
the door, when open.

As we entered, a small, thin man emerged from behind, enor-

mous coils of tarred rope, piled one on top of the other. It was
Elder Jedediah Figg. He was dressed in a rusty suit of black, and
wore a dirty white neckcloth, tied behind, v/hile his oily hair was
brushed down straight on his head and neck; he had a very sly, but
prim, sanctimonious appearance.

^ Well, brother Jed,’ said the skipper, ^how are you, and how’s

times with you ?”

^Not well, not well, capting, I am troubled with the rheumatiz

dreadful, lately, and the times is poor, very poor— praise the Lord.’
‘ Well, you have reason to praise him, you old yaller sadducee,’

said he
;

‘ for ivJien grasshoppers are so plenty as to make the pas^

tures p)oor, gobblers grow fat. Hard times is what you thrive in

;

when the ponds dry up, the pokes get the poUywogs. Here, fit out

this boy with a complete suit of oiled cotton water-proof, a pair of

thick boots, and a nor’-wester: besides these, he’ll want a pea-jacket,

four flannel shirts, and four check ones. Put these into a small

sea-chest, and stow away in it, a mate’s blank-book, a slate, and some
paper and quills. .Send it aboard to-night by six o’clock.’
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^ Who is a-goiu^ to pay for ^em V
^ I am/ said the captain.

^ Praise the Lord/ said Jedediah.

^ Don’t forge ahead that way, old boy, or you may get a-ground

afore you know where you be. Pll advance the money for his mo-
ther, and she is as poor as a hen partridge that’s a hatchin’ eggs.’

^ Praise the Lord,’ said Jedediah.

^^^Now let me see the bill is all done at lowest possible cash

price, or Pll keep the goods, and let you fish for the pay.’
“ ^Pll put them below first cost/ said he, ^Pll lose by them all 1

can afibrd. Praise the Lord.’

^^^What an everlastin’ lie,’ said the skipper, ^what a hypocrite

you be, Jed,’ returning to the counter; ^if ever you dare to talk to

me that way agin, Pll flay you alive. I shouldn’t mind your rippin’

out an oath or two now and then, for thunder will burst, and it

clears the air—tho’ swearin’ is as well let alone, when you can help

it— but cantin’, whynin’, textin’, and psalmin’, when a man m.eans

trickery— oh ! it’s the devil
!’

didn’t sleep much that night; I was home-sick and heart-sick.

Two things troubled me greatly, upon which I wanted explanation.

The first was, he claimed to be my father. Why was the secret kept

from me ? Secondly, he bought all this outfit at my mother’s ex-

pense, and spoke very disrepectfully of her, sayin’ she was as poor

as an old hen partridge. What mystery is this ? I resolved when
I saw the warden to open my heart to him. So as soon as I got up
I asked leave to go and see him.

Yes,’ said he, ^go and welcome, but be back by ten o’clock, for

we shall sail at one, and you must learn how a vessel is got under

way. Have you got any money in your pocket V
‘ No, Sir.’

^ Do you want any ?’

^No, Sir; I never had any, and have no use for it.’

‘ That’s right, be prudent, and never be under an obligation to

anybody
;
and above all things, always speak the truth, your word

must be your bond through life. Well/ sais he, ‘ we always advance

to the hands for outfit, if they want it. Here are two dollars, on

. account of your share of the airnings, and if you don’t want nothin’,

buy some little things that your mother likes, and let Old Hundredth
take them to her. Always remember her after every cruisn; you
must support that family at present. Now, make tracks.’

Well, his words sunk deep into my heart, especially what he said

about truth. ^Then this man is my father,’ said I; and I went sor-

rowing on my way.

The warden was alone at breakfast when I entered.
^ Mr. Chase,’ said I, ‘ who is Captain Love, is he any relation of

mine ?’
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Not that I know/ said he, ^ I never heard of it. But why do

you ask

Well, I repeated to him all the conversation I had heard between
him and the cook, and told him how distressed I was at it.

“Oh,^ said he, Hhat was an expression of kindness, that’s all;

you know it is figurative language.’

I then told him the story of the outfit, and the way he spoke of

my mother.

i

‘ He has no discretion in his talk sometimes,’ said the warden,

^but he was joking only. Figg understood that, it’s a present to

:

you, only he didn’t want to be bothered with thanks. Behave well,

:

Timothy. That man is able and willing to serve you, he has taken

I

a fancy to you. I think your father rendered him, many years ago,

j

an important service, without inconveniencing himself. He referred

to somethin’ of the kind in his letter to me, when I applied to him
to take you, but I don’t know what it was.’

“‘Well, here’s the two dollars. Sir,’ said I, ^will you give them
to my mother, with my love V

\ “‘No,’ said be, ‘anybody can send money; but you must not

only do that, but take trouble besides : it’s very grateful, such little

attentions. Buy something for her—tea, coffee, and sugar, how
would that do ?’

“ There aint a spoonful in the house.’
“ ‘ Then we’ll get them

;
give me the money, and I’ll go to an old

1

parishioner of your father’s that will be glad to make the two dol-

I
lars do four dollars’ work. Now good-bye, my boy, take care of your

I

conduct, and depend upon it Providence will take care of you.’

!

“ The second day after we sailed. As we sat to dinner, ‘ Tim,’

I

sais he, ‘ do you know what a log is, and how many kinds there be.’
“ ‘ Two, Sir,’ sais I; ^ there’s the back log and the back stick.'’

“ ‘ Creation,’ said he, ‘ I wonder if ever I was as soft as that, I

don’t believe it as far as I can remember; sartainly not since I was
knee high, at any rate. A log is a ship’s journal, my son, the mate
keeps it, and you must copy it, there is a book in your chest for the

purpose, it will show you that part of his duty. Now, do you know
what throwing a log is V

“ ‘ I suppose it means when you have no further use of it, throw-

ing it overboard.’
“ ‘ Well, you were not so far out that time. It is a small piece of

woocl^ attached to a line, which is thrown overboard, when the vessel

is going, and this line has knots, each of which denotes a mile, and

that is throwin’ the log, and settin’ down these distances is called

keepin’ the log. Now,’ said he, ‘make yourself master of the names

7

* First called a log in Ireland.
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of the ropes, and spars, and riggin’, and all sea tarms; but never ask

a man that^s busy, and never talk to the man at the helm.^

mention these little things, not that there is any intrinsic

interest in them, but to show you how minute his kindness has been.

We were five weeks gone. On my return he sent me to see my
mother, and sent her a cheque for fifty dollars, for what he called my
share.

^ Fetch your books when you come back,^ sais he, ‘ with you, all

kinds, Latin and Greek that you did larn, and travels and voyages

that you hante lamed, and improve your mind. You cant lam too

much, if you don’t larn tricks.’

In this way I have gone on ever since, always receiving far more
than my share for my services

;
and now I am to be advanced to the

command of a whaler. I have neglected no opportunity according

to his advice, of acquiring information, and continuing my study of

languages. I put James thro’ Cambridge, and he has removed to

Boston, where he is just about commencing law. Mother has had
her schemes of ambition all revived in him. He took a degree with

honours
;
he promises to make a figure at the bar

;
and she thinks

those other prizes in the lottery of life—a seat in Congress, a secre-

taryship, and the presidential chair, are held in store yet by Provi-

dence for the Widow^ s Son.”

CHAPTEB VII.

THE LANGUAGE OE MACKEREL.

The next mornin’, just at the early dawn of day, I heard the Cap-
ting jump out of bed, and as I don’t like to be caught nappin’, I
outs too, puts my clothes on as quick as wink, and gets into the cabin

before be and the mate made their appearance. I sat down to the

table, took up his patent jigger,” to see if I could contrive the

‘^snaps’’ for it; and was a-workin’ it upwards and downwards to see

what it wanted, when he came in.

^^What, up already?” said the Captain. Well, you are a rael

Eew Englander, for ^Yankees and weasels aint often caught nap-
pin.’

”

It^s the early hird that gets the loorm, Capting,” sais I.

Exactly,” sais he, and so it is with the macarel catch too
;

it’s

first come first served in the fisheries. But, Matey, let’s go on deck
and see what chance there is of a wind.”

It’s a dead calm,” said he, when he returned, and there will
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bo no breeze until twelve o’clock
;
and then, if it does come, it will

be, as fair as it can blow, east sontb-cast half-east
;

it’s like the crew,

late a-gettin’ up to-day
;
but it will be along here byme bye.”

^^Capting,” sais I, have got it. You know I am a clock-

maker, and know a little about machinery ?”

“ What the plague don’t you know something about, Mr. Slick ?”

said he.

^^Well,” sais I, don’t know much about anything, that’s a

fact, for I’m a sort of Jack of all trades, and msster of none; but

I have some wrinkles on my horn for all that, for I warn’t born yes-

terday.”

guess not,” said he, ^^nor the first flood tide before that

neither.”

Looke here, Capting,” sais I, and I pulled the cord and drew
up the arms of the jigger; “now,” sais I, “put a spring on the

shank, on the back of the centre bar, exactly like the springs of an

umbrella, with the same sort of groove for it to play in, as the handle

of that has, and the jigger is complete.”

“I see it,” sais he, jumpin’ up and snappin’ his fingers. “I see

it, it’s complete
;

it’s rael jam up that. That’s a great invention,

Mr. Slick, is that jigger, that and my bait-cutter, and the dodge I

discovered of makin’ the macarel rise to the surface, and follow me
like a pack of dogs, will cause old Blowhard’s name to be remem-
bered as long as the fisheries are carried on. I’ll explain that dodge

to you. You know we can’t fish lawfully within three leagues of

the shore.. Well, the macarel are chiefly inside of that, and there

they be as safe as a thief in a mill. The Bluenoses are too ever-

lastin’ lazy to catch ’em, and we can’t get at ’em without the risk of

being nabbed and losin’ vessel and all. So I set my wits a thinkin’,

and I invented a bait-cutter; see, here is one,” and he opened a

locker and took out a box fitted with a handle like a coffee-mill, and
having a cylinder stuck full of sharp blades, that cut the bait with

rapidity and ease into minute particles. “Now,” sais he, “I just

sails along in shore like—for there is no harm in that, as long as you
don’t fish there— and throw the bait over, and the fish rise to the

surface, and follow me to the right distance
;
and then we at ’em,

and in with ’em like wink. I have sailed afore now right alongside

of a great long seine, and taken the whole shoal away. Creation !

how Bluenose used to stare when he seed me do that I One of ’em
came on board the ‘ Old Eagle ’ onct, and said he, ^ Oh ! Capting,

how on airth do you raise the fish from the bottom that way, when
no human bein’ could tell there was one there. I’ll give you a hun-

dred dollars for that are secret, cash down on the nail.’

“Well, you know it wouldn’t do to sell secrets to benighted

foreigners that way, it would make them grow kind of sarsy. So I

always try to put ’em off, and at the same time take a rise out of
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^em. So, sais I, ^ friend, it would be a sin and a sbame to take your
property for nothin’ that way

;
it would be as bad as your wreckers

about your sow-sow-west shore. It’s a simple thing, and I’ll tell it

to yoitafor nothin’.’
^ Captain,’ sais the critter, lookin’ wide awake for once, and so

excited as actilly to take his hands out of his trousers’ pockets, where

be had kept ’em, since the week afore, except at meal-hours and bed-

time, out of pure laziness, ^now that’s what I call clever, and I

don’t mind if I go below and take a glass of grog with you on the

strength of it.’ And one thing I must say for the critters, if they

are lazy—and there’s no denyin’ that — they ain’t bashful; that’s a

Yankee word they never heard on.

^ Well,’ sais I, ^I ought to have thought of that myself, that’s a

fact. Come let’s go below, for I don’t want everyone to hear it, if

it is so simple.’ Well, I takes him into the cabin, shuts to the door,

places the liquor on the table, and draws up close, to be confidential.

‘ Take a pull at that are particular old Bosting domestic rum,’ sais I.

^ It’s some I keep on purpose for treating them gentlemen to, Mr.

Slick
;

it’s made of the lye of wood-ashes, sweetened with molasses,

and has some vitriol in it, to give it spirit
;

it’s beautiful stuff for

them that likes it. It’s manufactored by that pious old rascal,

^ Praise-the-Lord.’ The old villain got the other distillers at the

Cape to jine the temperance society with him, so as to have things ,

his own way, and then sot to a brewin’ this stuff; and when
|

hauled over the coals for sellin’ liquor, sais he, ^ It’s neither rum,
j

nor brandy, nor gin, nor whiskey/ and so he ran on through the

whole catelogue that’s in their oaths, ^ nor distilled, nor farmentcd

liquors, nor anything tetotallized agin, but just an anti-cholic cordial,

praise the Lord !’

^ Capting,’ sais Bluenose, ^ that’s the rael thing, that are a fact.

It ain’t reduced. What we buy along shore here is half Avater and

half rum, and scarcely that; we are so cheated by them that gets

our fish. It’s pee-owerful, that’s sartain.’

^Pee-owerful/ sais I, ^I guess it is; it wouldn’t take much of 1

that to give weak eyes and a sore throat, I can tell you. Eire will '

burn, unless you keep it down with water.’
\

‘ Well/ sais he, ‘ ain’t you agoin’ to drink yourself?’
J

“^I guess not,’ sais I; ‘I don’t calculate in a general way to

drink except at meal-times.’

AVhat/ said he, ^ don’t you take a mornin’ facer?’

^^^No.’
^ Nor an appetizer ?’

^^^No.’ >.

^Nor a better luck still ?’ |
‘^^No.’

I
^ Well, well !’ sais he, ^if that don’t pass, and you all the time |
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having it standin’ so invitin^ alongside of you in the locker ! You
tie the night-cap though sometimes, don’t you V

‘ Sometimes I do/ sais I, ^when I think on it, but I forget it

as often as not. Now,’ sais I, ^ I’ll tell you the secret/ for I got tired

of this long lockrum about nothin’
;

‘ but,’ sais I, ^befoi’e I give it to

you, will you promise me you will try it ?’

^ Oh yes,’ sais he, ^ I will, and only be too glad to try it.’

^ Will you try it at onct,’ sais I, ^ so that I can see you onder-

stand how to go about it V
^ I will/ sais he.

Well, that being settled, we shook hands on it, and, sais I

:

^ There is nothin’ easier in natur’. Get into a diver’s suit, be

let down gently in among the mackerel, and larn their lingo
)
and

then you can call them, and they’ll follow you like dogs. I soon

picked it up : it’s very easy.’

^ What ! fish talk V sais he. ^Come, I aiut quite so green. Who
ever heard the like o’ that, as fish talkin’ ?’

^ Aye, my man,’ sais I,
‘ and larfin’ too. Did you ever see a

ripplin’ on the water like air-bubbles, when a shoal of fish rises V
^ Often,’ sais he. ^ The water bubbles up like beer in a tumbler.’

^^^Well,’ sais I, Ghat’s the fish a larfin’ at some odd old fellow’s

story. I never would have thought it possible they were such a

merry set, if I hadn’t a seen it with my own eyes, and the fondest

of a joke you ever see. They are a takin’ a rise out of some young
goney now, depend upon it, judgin’ by the bubbles there is on the

water. Onct when I was down among them, they sent a youngster

off to invite a cod to come and sup with them. As soon as the old

fellow saw him, out he goes to meet him, gallows polite, and swal-

lers him down like wink. Creation ! how the whole shoal larfed at

the way the goney was sold.’

^^^Well, well!’ sais he, Ghat beats all, that’s a fact. Fish
talkin’ ! Is it possible ?’

^ Don’t you know that crows talk ?’ sais I.

^^^Well/ sais he, ‘Ido. I’ve seen that myself. Many a long

day I’ve laid down in our pasture, a-stretched out at full length, a

watchin’ the vessels pass, and obsarvin’ the action of the crows.’
“ ‘ Hard work that, warn’t it?’ sais I.

“‘Well/ sais he, ‘if you was made to do it, I suppose it would
be; but I liked it, and what you like aint hard. I’ll* just help

myself to a little more of that cordial, for I like it too. Well, I

have heard the crows talk to each other, and seen them plant sentries

out when they seed me a watchin’ of them, and once I actilly saw
them hold a court-martial. The old veterans came from all the ports

about here, and from all the islands, and bluffs and shores, up and

down; and the culprit hung his head down, and looked foolish

enough, you may depend. What he had done, I don’t know. Whe-
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ther he had run off with another crowds wife, or stole a piece of meat,

or went to sleep when he was on guard, or what, I doff t know, hut

arter consulting together, they turned to and fell on him, and killed

him, and then adjourned the court *^nd dispersed; that’s a natural

fact. And now we are on the subject,’ said he, ^I’ll tell you another

thing I once seed. There were some seals used to come ashore last

summer at my place, sometimes singly, and sometimes in pairs.

Well, at that time I was out of powder; and I don’t know how it is

with you, Capting, but it seems to me when I get out of things, that’s

the very identical time I wants ’em most. Well, the store is a

matter of two miles off, and I was waitin’ for some of my neighbours

to be a goiff that way to send for some, so I had an opportunity to

watch them several days, and it’s a natural fact, I’m going to tell

you. Them and the gulls kind of knocked up an acquaintance con-

siderable intimate. Well, at last the powder came, and I loaded my
gun and sneaked along on all-fours to get a shot at a fellow that was
dozin’ there

;
and just as I got to about the correct distance, what

do you think ? a cussed gull that was a watchin’ of me, guessed what
I was about, scud off to the seals like wink, and gave such a scream

in the critter’s ear as he sailed over him, that he jumped right up
with fright, and goes kerwallop head over ears into the water in no
time; that’s a nateral fact.’

i Why, in course,’ sais I, ^there’s a voice in all natur’. Every-
thin’ talks from a woman down to a crow, and from a crow to a

mackerel. I believe your story of the crows.’

^ I’ll swear to it,’ sais he.

You needn’t swear to it,’ sais I; ^I believe it, and besides I

never swear to any o’ my stories
;

it makes sweariff too cheap.’

Well,’ sais he, ^seeiff that crows talk, I believe that story of

the fish too
;

it must be so, else how could they all keep together ?

but I must say it’s the strangest story I ever heard since I was born,

and opened my ears and heard. It does sound odd, but I believe it.’

‘ Well then take another drop of that cordial, for you might feel

cold.’
‘ Oh, no I’ said he, ‘ I don’t feel cold a bit.’

^But you might by and bye,’ said I; but the critter didn’t see

what I was at.

^ Come let’s go on deck,’ sais I; ‘and John Brown,’ sais I,

^ bring upjhe diven’ dress. Jim Lynch, fetch the leads, and fasten

them on to this gentleman’s feet; and do you hear there, Noah
Coffin, reave an inch-rope through tl 3 eye of the studden-sail-boom

—be quick—bear a hand there; we ire just on the right spot.’
“ ‘ Eor what ?’ said Blue-nose.
‘‘ ‘ For puttin’ you into the divin’ dress and throwen you overboard

to larn your first lesson, in the madzm'cl language!
< Why, capting,’ sais he, a-edjiff .off slowly, and his eyes glazen,
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like a wild cat that’s a facin’ of the dogs
;

^ why, capting, you aint

agoiu’ to force me whether I will or no.’

^ That’s the bargain/ sais I. ^ Bear a hand, boys, and see if

you aint overboard in no time.’

I took one step forward, as if about to catch him, when he put

a hand on the tafirail, sprang into his boat, and pushed off in a

minute, and rowed ashore like mad.

What a pity it is, Mr. Slick, that such a fine race of men as

these Nova Scotians should be so besotted by politics as they are.

They expect England to do everythin’ for ’em, build railroads, and

canals, and docks, and what not, and then coax them to travel by
them, or use them, while 'they lay in the field, stretched out at full

length, and watch crows like that chap, or bask in the sun day arter

day, and talk about sponsible government, and rail agin every

sponsible man in the colony. But that’s their look out, and not

ourn, only I wish they would improve the country better before we
come and take it.

Now, I’ll show you the use of that ere jigger. A man who
goes a-fishin’ should know the habits and natur’ of the fish he is

after, or he had better stay to home. All fish have different habits,

and are as much onlike as the Yankees and Blue-noses be. Now
there is the shad, I believe they have no ears, for they don’t mind
noises a bit; and when a feller is hard a-hearin’, we say he is as

deaf as a shad
;
but they see well, and you can’t catch ’em easy

enough with the hook to make it worth while. Now the mackerel

don’t see very plain. There’s a kind of film comes on their eyes in

winter that makes them half-blind, and then drops off as summer
comes. Natur’, to counteract it, has made their bearin’ very cute,

and their infirmity of sight makes them very shy and timid-like. I

have actilly seen a shoal of them when they have got into an inlet,

kept there by two or three boats stationed at the entrance, with the

crew in ’em a-splashin’ in the water with their oars. The moment
they heard that, down they went to the bottom, and stayed there

until they were all scooped out with nets—fact, I assure you.

Now the use of that jigger will be when the fish are brought up
to the surface, it can be let into the water easy without frightenin’

of them; and when it’s drawn up, its arms will be full of fish.

These are things that must be studied out. Every created critter

has an instinct for self-preservation. If you would catch them, you
must set your reason to work

;
and as that is stronger than instinct,

if you go the right way about it, you will circumvent them in the

eend.

But come, let’s liquor, the sun is gettin’ over the foreyard, as

we sailors say. Slick, here’s your good health. I say, that warn’t

a bad rise, was it ? I took out of Blue-nose about ^ the language of
machereV ”
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE BEST NATURED MAN IN THE WORLD.

Finding the captain really good nature! now, I took the oppor-

tunity of attending to the duties of the office I had accepted, pro-

duced and read to him iny commission and instructions, and asked

his advice as to the mode and manner of executing it.

Silently, Mr. Slick, he replied, as the Puritan minister said to

the barber who asked him how he would be shaved
;

^ silently, Sir/

sais he. ^ Do it as quietly as you can.'’ On business, men are on

their guard : in conversation, confidential. Folks don’t like to be

examined by a public officer, they don’t know the drift of it exactly,

and aint quite sartified, they wont be overhauled for their doins and
get themselves into a fix. Right without might don’t avail much,
and authority without power to force obedience, is like a boat without

oars, it can’t go ahead. I wouldn’t, if I was you, let every one

know what your main object was : if you do, you will get more plans

than facts, and more advice than information.”

He then entered minutely into the description of the fisheries,

their extent, the manner in which they were carried on, and the im-

provements they were capable of, furnished me with a vast deal of

useful information, and gave me the names of the persons on the

coast I was to pump dry, as he called it. He also gave me some
tables and calculations he had made on the subject, which he had
privately prepared for Mr. Adams some time since.

These figures and details wont interest you much. Squire, for

you hante a turn that way, and beside it aint our custom, as it is in

England, to publish everything in newspapers, that our public men
or national departments are doin’ for the country. Blartin’ out a

discovery afore you take a patent may help others, but it keeps you
poor. But I must say this, neither your folks, nor ourn, know the

vast importance of these fisheries, though we are a more wide awake
people than provincials be. That ivhich made Amsterdam ought to

make Halifax.”
I knew Blowhard had great experience, but I had no idea, what

a clear head and enlarged views he had. It don’t do to judge men
by their appearance, and conversation is more than half the time a
refuge from thought or a, hlind to conceal it.

Having fixed this matter up snug, sais I, Captin, I have come
here on a very disagreeable business, and I want your advice and
assistance. That vessel a layin’ outside there is the ‘ Black Hawk.’ ”
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I know it,” lie said, I could tell lier among a thousand
;
next

to the ^ Eagle’ she is the most beautiful craft of the whole American
mackerel fleet.”

Well,” sais I, “ the skipper has gone mad.”
^^Mad,” said he, and the word seemed to annoy him, ‘^not a bit

of it—odd like a little, perhaps, but a good sailor I warrant : mad,
hay ! Why they say I am mad, just cause I go where others darsent

follow me, and keep order and will have it on board; I am the best

natured man living.”

At that moment the cook made his appearance accompanied by
the cabin boy, to whom he gave some instruction about the table.

The instant Blowhard saw the former, he suddenly boiled over with

rage and looked the very picture of a madman.
Come here, you old Lucifer,” said he, ^^or I’ll make the whites

of your two great goggle eyes the same colour as your face, black as

midnight.”

Tank you, massa,” said the negro, holding the door in his hand,

but you mad now, and I berry busy gettin’ dinner ready
;
you said

half past eleben, and it is just gone eleben, and I see the breeze off

Ragged Island.”

Eleven, you villain,” said the captain, “ I wish I could get my
paw upon you; it’s half past now.”

^^Oh, massa Commodore, you mad now; just look at are ole

crometer turnip of yourn.”

The captain pulled out a large silver watch, resembling that vege-

table more than a modern time-piece, and instantly recovering his

good humour said : Well, cookcy, you are right for oncet in your
life, that are a fact, come here, here is a glass of monogohela for you
cookey. Tip that off, and then stir your stumps.”

Massa, your berry good health, same to you massa Sam, and
massa mate.” Drinking it off he returned to the door, which he
held as a screen in his hand, and then showing two rows of ivory

that extended almost from ear to ear, he turned and said: ^^Now
next time, massa, don’t go get mad for noten,” and vanished.

^^Mad! You see they say I am. mad,” he said again; ^^but

there never was so good-natured a man as I be. I never was mad
in my life, except I was put out

;
and there is enough on board a

vessel to drive a man distracted. I never saw a rail Yankee mad
nother, except he made a bad specilation. No, we don’t go crazy,

we got too much sense for that, and Blue-nose has too little—the

Dutch is too slow for it, and a nigger has no care
;

but a mad
Frenchman is a sight to behold. I shall never forget a feller once

I drove ravin’ distracted. I was bound for Prince Edward’s Island

fishery
;
and I never made such a run afore or since, as that from

Cape Cod to Arichat. There the wind failed, and not feelin’ well,

I took the boat and went ashore to the doctor.
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Sais he, ^ you must take five powders of calomel and colycinth,

one every other night/ and he did them up as neat as you please, in

white slips of paper, quite workmanlike.
^ What’s the damage sais I.

^ Eighteen-pence,’ sais he.

^ Eighteen what !’ sais I, a raisin’ my voice so as to be heard in

airnest.

^^Eighteen-pence/ said he. ‘I can’t sell ’em no cheaper, that

colycinth is expensive, and don’t keep well
;
and you must import it

from London yourself.’

^ I hope I may never see Cape Cod again if I do,’ sais I.

don’t mean you/ he said, quite cool; mean me.’
^ Then why the plague didn’t you say so ?’ sais I.

^ 1 can’t take no less/ said he. ^ This is a poor countrv here.

Sometimes I ride five or six miles to see a sick woman
;

well, half

the time I don’t get paid at all, sometimes I get only a few dried

fish, or a little butter, or may be a dozen of eggs, and often nothin’

but a dozen fieas. If it’s too dear take it for nothin’, for I won’t

take less.’

^ Why you old salts and sinna/ said I, ^ do you think I am com-

plainin’ of the price ? I was complainin’ of you bein’ such a fool as

to charge so little. Who the plague can live arter that fashion ?

There,’ sais I, ^ is a dollar, keep that,’ a throwin of it down on his

counter, ^ and I will keep the medicine, for I’ll be hanged if I take

it. The smell of your shop has half cured me already, and lots of

molasses and water, I guess, will do the rest.’

Well, I picked up the powders, and put them into my waistcoat-

pocket, and thought no more about ’em. I pitied that are doctor,

for I took a kind of likin’ to him, seein’ he was like me, had great

command of himself, and kept cool. So when I was ready to leave,

^ Dr. Pain/ sais I, ^ I am the best-natured man in the world, I do

believe; but I hope I may be most particularly d—d, if I could

stand such patients as you have. Take my advice, cuss and quit.’

^ Don’t swear,’ said he, ‘ it’s apoplectic, and it’s profane.’

Swear/ sais I, ^who the devil made you a preacher? If it

warnt for your fleas I’d flay you alive, you old
—

’

‘ Take care,’ said he, ^ you’ll break that retort.’

‘^^Eetortl’ sais I; ^to be sure I will retort, it’s my fashion to

give as good as I get.’

‘‘ ‘ The man is drunk,’ said he, mumbling to himself; and he slipt

into an inner room, and bolted the door.

^^It appears to me people tease me a purpose sometimes, just

because I am good-natured.

^‘Well, as I was sayin’, as soon as I got on board the breeze

sprung up agin, and we slipped through the great Gut of Canso quite

easy, but owin’ to the eddies and flaw« of wind, sometimes one eend
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foremost and sometimes the other, and we passed Sand Point, Ship

Harbour, Pirate^s Cove, Plaister Buff, McNair’s Bight, and all the

other hiding and smuggling places, one arter the other. Just as we
got oft' Indigue ledges, a fishing-boat bore down on us.

^ Any fish, Captane V
^ What’s your name V sais I

;
for I always like to answer one

question before I answer another.

^ Nicholas Baban,’ said he.

He was a little dried-up wizened Frenchman, that looked more
like a babboon than anything else. He had a pair of mocassins on

his feet, tanned and dressed, with the hair on the outside
;

his home-
spun trousers didn’t come much below the knee, and the calf between

that and the little blue sock was bare, and looked the colour of a

smoked salmon. His jacket, like his trousers, had shrunk up too,

and only came to the pockets of his waistcoat, while the blue cloth

it was first made of, was patched over with another kind, having

white stripes, such as the Frenchwomen wear for petticoats. His
cap, for hat he had none, had been cobbled up out of old red worsted,

and a piece of fox-skin, with the tail hanging down rakishly behind.

In the front was stuck two little black pipes. He was a pictur’ to

behold, and so was the other critter in the bow of the boat.

^^^Any fish, Captane? Best Boke code-fish, jist caught, vary

good,’

Well,’ sais I, ^Mr. Babboon, I don’t care if I do. Throw us
up on deck two dozen, for a mess of chowder.’

Well, they was as pretty a lot of cod as I most ever seed. Them
ledges is the best boat-fishing ground I know on, on the whole coast.

^ Now,’ sais I, ‘ Mr. Babboon, ^ what’s to pay ?’

^^^Anyting you like, Captane.’

^“^^Anyting is nothin’,’ sais I. ^Name your price, for time is

money, and we must be a movin’ on agin. Come, what’s the

damage ?’

^ Oh, anyting you like, Sare.’

And the deuce a thing else could I get out of him
;
but ^ anyting

you like, Sare,’ which I didn’t like at all
;

at last I began to get

riled. Thinks I, I’ll teach you to speak out plain next time, I know;
so I put my hand in my waistcoat-pocket, and took out something to

give him. ^ Here,’ sais I, ^ Mr. Babboon,’ a stretchin’ out my hand
to him

;
and he reached up his’n to receive his pay, and began to

thank me gallus polite afore he got it.

^ Tank you, Sare, vary much obliege.’

^ Here’s five calomel powders,’ said I, and I dropt them into his

hand. ‘ Take one every other night agoin’ to bed, in some sweatenin’

or another, and it will clear your complexion for you, and make you
as spry as a four-year-old.’

Oh ! I never saw anything like that mad Frenchman. He fairly
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yelled, he tore off his old cap and jumped on it, and let out a bald

pate of a lighter colour than his face, that made him look something

not human. He foamed, and raved, and jabbered, and threw his

arms about, and shook his clenched list at me, and swore all sorts of

oaths. French oaths, Graelic oaths— for there is a large Highland
settlement back of Indigue—Indian cusses, and Yankee and English

and Irish oaths. They all came out in one great long chain ’ and I

am sartain if anybody had taken hold of one eend of it, afore the

links broke, and stretched ^em out strait, they would have reached

across the G ut of Canso.

‘MVell, arter I thought he had let off steam enough for safety, I

took out of my pocket a handful of loose silver, and held it out to

him. ^ Come, Mr. Babboon,’ said I, ^come and take your pay, I

don’t want your fish for nothin’, and go I must; so come now, like

a good feller, and let us part friends.’

But it only sot him off agin as bad as ever; but this time it was
all abuse of us Yankees. Well, I can stand a glass or two of that,

but more gets into my head, and excites me. Thinks I, my boy I’ll

cool you. I always have a hand-engine on board for wettin’ sails
;
it

makes them thicker, heavier, and hold the wind better. We had

been usin’ ourn that mornin’ to help us through the Gut, for the

currents were bothersome at the time. ^ Give me the hose,’ said I;
^ and let a hand stand ready to work the pump. Are you ready V
sais I.

“ ^ Yes,’ sais the man.

^^^Now,’ sais I, ^Mr. Babboon, I’ll wash your face for you, afore

you go home to see the old lady,’ and let go a stream all over him.

Some of it actilly went down his mouth and nearly choked him, he

and t’other feller pulled out of reach, hoisted sail, and made tracks

for the shore as straight as the crow flies. I felt kinder sorry for him
too, for he lost two dozen beautiful cod, and got a duckin’ into the

bargain
;
but it was his own fault, he ought to have kept a civil

tongue in his head. Yes, I think Parly voo Frenchman will beat

any created critter at gettin’ mad.”
^^But, Captin,” sais I, ^^our skipper is actilly mad, and no

mistake.”

What’s his name ?” said he.

Jabish Green.”

What! Jabish Green, of Squantum?” said he, a jumpin’ up on
eend.

The same,” sais I.

^ Mad !” said he. To be sure he is
;

as mad as a March hare.

That’s poor old Jim McGory, as they call him
;
as good a

,
critter, and

as good a seaman, as ever trod shoe-leather. Oh, I guess he is mad.

It’s all day with him^ poor feller I and has been ever since that ever-

lastin’ scoundrel, Jim McGory, came out of the South, and got up
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protracted meetins in onr parts, so as to keep the liat passin’ round

all the time. Gracious knows he was bad enough that feller, but he

made himself out a hundred time wus than he was. He lied as fast

as a horse could trot. He said he had been a Yixburg gambler, a

horse-stealer, a nigger-kidnapper, a wracker, a pirate, and I don’t

know what he didn’t own to. The greater the sinner, the greater

the saint, you know. Well, he said he was convarted in the middle

of the night, by an evangelical call, ^ Jim McGory, come to glory
!’

Oh, the crowds of foolish women and men that followed aider that

man, would astonish you. It appears to me, the more oulikely

things are, the more folks believe them. Poor Jabish attended a

protracted meetin’ of that critter’s, down to Squantum, that lasted

three days and three nights
;
and the followin’ night he was so ex-

cited he didn’t sleep a wink, and they couldn’t get no sense out of

him
;
he couldn’t say anythin’, but that are profane rhyme over and

over, and they had to send him to the asylum. Who on airth could

have shipped that man? Who are the owners of the ^ Black

Hawk’?”
“ I don’t know.”
Have you a tradin’ cargo of notions on board ?”

^^Yes.”
'

^^Then, it’s the Boston folks. They don’t know nothin’ about

the fishery. They have hired this man ’cause they have got him
cheap, and they think they are doin’ great things, ’cause they get such

a large profit on their goods; but they don’t count the time they

lose, and it’s no better than pedlin’ at last
;
and if there is a created

critter I hate and despise, it’s a pedlar—the cheatin’, lyin’, ramblin’,

lazy villain.”

^•Except a clock pedlar,” sais I, winkin’ to him.

^^No,” sais he, a raisin’ of his voice, until he roared amost, (for

lolien a man is wrong
^
and won’t admit it, he alioays gets angry).

“ No, I won’t except them. There haint been an honest one here

since your time
;
they is the wust of all

;
and a wooden clock now is

like a wooden nutmeg, or a hickery ham— a standin’ joke agin our

great nation. Well, what do you want me to do, Mr. Slick?”
“Take this skipper home with you.”

After a pause of a moment, he said, “No, I can’t do that. I am
the best tempered man in the world, but I haint got patience

;
and

if he went for to go for to give me any of his nonsense about Jim
McGory, I suppose I should turn to and thrash him, and that would
only make him wus. Here’s the ^Nantasket,’ of Nantucket, along-

side here. The Captin is fonder of quack medicines than Babboon.
the Frenchman, was, by a long chalk. I’ll get him to give him a

passage home. So that’s settled.”
“ Well,” sais I, “ there is another chap that must go home; and I

told him all about Enoch Eels tantalizin’ the skipper, and settin^

8
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him out of his mind
3
hut/' sais I am afraid he won't quit the

T^0gg0|^

Won't he?" said he. ^^Then I'll make him, that's all. I'll

soon larn him the difference between Jim McGory and old Blow-

hard, I know. He's jist the chap I want— something to tame : it

keeps one in good humour. I had a bear on board oust
;
I had him

for three seasons. He was a great comfort to me, when I had no-

thing to do. I used to let him loose, take a short iron bar in my
hand, and give him lessons in manners. It was great fun; but

being so well-fed, he grew to be so strong a brute, he became ob-

stropolus and troublesome, and used to drive the men up the riggin'

sometimes. Nobody could manage him but me
;

for a crack over

the nose with the iron bar always made him civil. A bear's nose,

you know, Mr. Slick, is as tender as a feller's that's got a cold in

his head. It kept us all in good humour. I used to like to get

him near Satan, tail on, give him a whack on the rump, and put my
rod behind me as quick as wink, when he'd turn short, lay right

hold of the cook's leg with his claws, and give him a nip. But
somehow, I consait, bears don't like niggers; for he always let go

soon, and then sneezed for a minute or so, as if he smelt pyson.

Well, one day, cook was called aft, just as the men's dinner was
ready

;
and in slipt bear, and began to pay away at it in rail airnest

;

but he scalded his paws, and skinned his nose with the soup, and
the meat was so hot, he had to bolt it. The pain set him ravin' dis-

tracted mad
;
and when he came out of the cabouse, he cleared the

deck in less than half no time. He was dangerous, that's a fact.

Well, I got the rod, and he gave me a stand-up fight for it; and at

last, after he had warded off a good many blows, 1 hit him a crack

on the snout; and he turned, and went into his den, slowly and
sulkily, a lookin' over his shoulder as he went, and grinnin' awful

wicked. The short, quick way he lifted up his scalded paws off the

deck, instead of his usual slouchin' gait, was the funniest thing you
ever saw.

^^Next mornin', when I turned out, I seed all the men was on

deck, and Bruin's door standin' open. ^Where's the bar?' sais I.

^ He got out afore day,' sais they
;

‘ and as his paws were
scalded and sore, we kinder guess he went overboard to cool 'em.'

I seed how it was : the villains had made him walk the plank.

Oh, Solomon ! didn't I bile up, ready to run over the lid ! for I

don't like fellers to make free with me or mine. But I threw a

little grain of prudence into it, and it went right down in a minute,

jist as a drop of water puts down bilin' maple sugar. I have great

command over myself—I believe I am the best-tempered man in the

world. Sais I to myself, ^ It aint right to keep this brute to bother

them, and he's got dangerous; and if ho was to make mince-meat

of any of 'em, it would be heavy on one's conscience, if a feller was
on his beam-end.' So sais I, ^ Well, it's jist as well he has taken
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a swim to shore, for ho aint safe, is he ? and sheep seems more

nateral food than humans for him. I should have liked though,^ said

I, ^ if you could a caught him as he went over by the ears, and

drawee! his skin off, as he sprung out
;

the hide was worth twenty

dollars.^

Well, they larfed at that joke, hut they didfft know me. I

always joke when I am aggravated; it’s like driving down the wad
well— when the gun goes off it makes a louder report. I warn’t

well pleased, and yet I can’t say I was sorry, only I wished they

had asked leave, and I turned and went below. It’s better to be

cheated than chafed, when you can’t help yourself. Presently I

heered an awful noise on deck, all the hands shoutin’ and cheerin’

and callin’ out at the top eend of their voice.

^ Hullo !’ sais I, ^ what in natur’ is all this ? has States Prison

broke loose V
^ Look there,’ sais they; ‘look at Bruin the bear.’

“ We was about a mile and a half from Louisburg, and it was

nearly calm. Two French fishermen had come out in a boat to take

up their nets, and, while their backs was turned. Bruin claws over

the bow, and there he was a sittin’ on his haunches a-grinnin’ and

a-makin’ faces at ’em, and a-lickin’ of his chops with his great red

tongue, as if he had heard of French dishes, and wanted to try one.

“ Well, they yelled and roared with fright; but the bear was used

to noises, and didn’t understand no language but Indgian and Eng-

lish, and held his ground like a man. At last one of the Frenchers

got the boat-hook and made a poke at him
;
but he knocked it out

of his hand away up into the air ever so far, and then actilly roared,

he was so mad.
“ ‘ Lower the boat,’ sais I, ‘ my men. Be quick. Mate, you

and I must go with our rifles
;
and Tim Lynch, you are a good shot

too, bear a hand; we must be quick, or he’ll breakfast off those

chaps. Take your knives with you.’

“ Well, we pulled off, and got within good shootin’ distance, when
I told the Frenchmen to lie flat down in the boat, and we’d shoot

the bar. Well, jist as they throwed themselves down, bar began to

make preparations for ondressin’ of ’em, when the mate and I fired,

and down he fell on one of the seats and smashed it in two. The
man at the helm jumped overboard and swam towards us, but the

other neither rose nor spoke. The bar had fallen on him, when he

gave himself up for lost and fainted. We shipped the bar into our

boat, put the helmsman back into his’n, and raised t’other feller on

his feet, arter which we returned to the ‘ Eagle.’
“ No, Fd like to tame Enoch Eells. There would be fun in it,

wouldn’t there ? Cook, keep the dinner back, till further orders.

Four hands in the boat there— move quick. Come, let’s go on

board the ‘ Black Hawk.’ ”
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Massa/^ said Satan^ I know you is de best-natured man in de 8
world, ^cept six, and derefore I retreat you dine fust; it's half-past «
eleben now, and dinner is pipin' hot, and dat are Jamaiky does smell 1
so oloriferous," and he held back his head and snuffed two or three

|j

times, as if he longed to taste of it agin; ‘^and Massa Sam aint S
well, I is sure he aint, is you, Massa Sam ?" |

That familiar word, Sam, from a nigger was too much for poor
|

Blowhard.
|

Sam ! the devil," said he, raisin' his voice to its utmost pitch, g

^^how dare you, you black imp of darkness, talk before me that L

way."
^ ^ ^ ... .

t
And he seized his favourite jigger, but as he raised it in the air,

|
Satan absquotulated. The captain glared at the closing door most

savagely
;
but being disappointed of his prey, he turned to me with i

a look of fury. [

I agree with you, captin’," sais I, quite cool
;

I think we might
|

as well be a-movin."
^

Come then," said he, suddenly lowerin' his tone, come then,

let us go ahead. Mr. Slick," said he, ‘‘ I believe they will drive me
mad at last

;
every fellow on board of this vessel takes liberties with

me, thinking I’ll stand it, because they know 1 am the hest-natured

man in the loorld.”

CHAPTER IX.

THE BAIT BOX.

So he wont leave the vessel, eh ?" said Captain Love, well, a

critter that wont move must be made to go, that's all. There is a

motive pov>?er in all natur'. There is a current or a breeze for a

vessel, an ingine for a rail-car, necessity for poverty, love for the

feminine gender, and glory for the hero. But for men, I like per-

suasion; it seems to convene better with a free and enlightened

citizen. Now here," said he, openin' his closet, and taking out his

^rope-yarn,' (the formidable instrument of punishment I have

spoken of,) here is a persuader that nothing can stand. Oh ! he

wont come, eh ? well, we'll see !"

As soon as he went on board the ^ Black Hawk,' we descended

into the large cabin, and there sat Mr. Enoch Eells apart from the

rest, with his head restin' on his hands, and his elbows on his knees,

lookin' as if he had lost every friend he had in the world, and was

a tryin’ to fancy their faces on the floor.

‘‘ Mornin' to you, Mr. Eells," said the skipper, come to invite
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you on board the ‘ Bald Eagle/ to take a trip to hum to see your

friends again.'”

Well, I wont go,” said he, ^^so just mind your own business.”

Hold up your head, man, and let me look at you,” be replied,

and he seized him by the collar, lifted him on his feet, and exposed

his face to xiew. It was a caution, you may depend, swelled, and

cut, and bruised and blackened dreadful.

Hullo!” said the skipper, ‘^what’s all this: who has been ill-

using the man ? It must be inquired into. What's the matter,

here ?” and he pretended to look all surprised.

‘‘Why,” said the second mate, “the matter is just this: Enoch,

instead of mindin' his business, aggravated the captin' and set him

mad; and instead of mindin' my business, as I had ought to do, I

returned the compliment, first aggravated, and then set him mad,

and we fit. I must say, I took him in, for I know how to box scien-

tific.”

“ Workmanlike, you mean,” the captain said, “ I hate and

despise that word ‘ scientific / it is a cloak to cover impudence and

ignorance. A feller told me as we started last voyage, he fished

scientific. ‘Then you are just the hand for me,' said I. ‘What’s

the cause of that film on the mackerel's eye in winter ?”

“ ‘ What film ?' said he.
“ ‘ And what's the scientific cause that the cataract drops off of

itself without a doctor to couch it with a needle ?’

“ ‘ What cataract V said he.
“

‘ Why, you impostor,' said I, ‘ you said you fished scientific

;

get up your traps
;
go ashore and finish your schoolin’,' and I put

him into the boat and landed him. Finery in talk is as bad as finery

in dress
;

and our great country is overrun with it. Things aint

solid and plain now a-days as they used to be
;
but they are all

veneered and varnished. Say workmanlike and I wont nonconcur

you, for I must say the business was done thorough.”

“Well,” sais Bent, “call it what you like, I was taughten the

art, and he warnt, or he would have made small bait of me in no
time,’ for he is as brave as he is strong, and I don't believe there is

an untaught man of his inches could stand before him.”

Eells j°umpt right up on eend at that, and caught him by the

hund. “ Mr. Bent,” said he, “ you have spoke like a man. I feel

I was wrong; I am very sorry for it; let us part friends. It is

better I should go; the lesson wont be lost on me.”
“ Exactly,” said Blowhard, “ the lesson is deeper than you think

;

your father owns half this here vessel; now a man that is richer

than his neighbour, is expected to be liberal of his civility as well

as his money; civility is a cheap coin that is manufactured for

nothin', and among folks in general goes further than dollars and
cents. But come, we must be a movin'. Mr. Eells”— and he

8 *
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marked tke word ^Mr.’ to show he was pleased— ^^as soon as you
are ready come on board, it will look better than goin^ with me, it

seems voluntary and free-will like.

^^Now, Mr. Slick, let us go on board of the ^Nantasket’ and see

Capting Oby Furlong, old Sarsiparilly Pills, as I call him. He is a

good kind of man in his way, but death on quack medicines, and
especially sarsiparilly, for which he is going to take out a patent.

Mate, when you see a flag hoisted, come on board with the capting,

fetch him without his luggage, and then he will think there is no
compulsion, and you can return for that arterwards. Come, boys,

shove off.’^

Mr. Slick,^^ said the mate, do you think Fll be sued ? It’s a

great risk and a heavy responsibility this.”

“ Stand a one side,” said I, how dare you talk that way to m^?”
Yes, Mr. Slick,” said the skipper, every man has his hobby,

and on board ship it is actilly necessary to have some hobby or

another, or the bottle is apt to be sent for as a companion. It is a

dull life at sea, sometimes, and a sameness in it even in its varieties,

and it is a great thing to have some object for the mind to work on,

where there are no passengers. Now there is my bait-box and
patent-jigger inventions; there is Matey with his books and studies,

and here is Oby Furlong with an apothecary’s shop on board. The
want of these things makes captings of men-of-war tyrants; when
they don’t study, their hobby is to bother their men, and their

whole talk is discipline.

Commodore Marlin, of the ‘ Ben Lomond,’ a British seventy-

four, once hailed me off Fox Island, to ask some questions about

the passage thro’ the gut of Canso. He was a tight-built, well-

made, active, wiry man, and looked every inch a sailor; but the

word tyrant was writ over all in big print. There was a fightin’

devil, and a bullyin’ devil at the same time in his eyes and mouth,

and it ain’t often they go together, for it’s mostly cowards that bully;

but that man looked as if he warnt afeard of old Scratch himself.

It ain’t always necessary to look fierce
;
I ain’t skeered of old Nick

nuther; but I am as meek as a lamb. I do believe in my soul I

am the best natured man living
;
but that is neither here nor there.

When I went aft to him—for he didn’t meet me a step, tho’ he

sent for me himself— he eyed me all over, from head to foot, silent

and scorney like, as much as to say, what a queer old thrasher you

be ! I wonder if you are any relation to the sea-sarpent, or the

hippopotamus, or any of these outlandish animals? He never so

much as asked me to sit down, or to go into his cabin, or take a glas's

to drink with him, or said a word in favour of my beautiful little

craft, which sailors always do, when they can with truth.

It seems to me, all created critters look down on each other.

The British and French look down on the Yankees, and colonists
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look down upon niggers and Indians, wliile we look down upon them

all. It’s the way of the world, I do suppose
;
hut the road ain’t a

pleasant one.

^^xVre you acquainted with the navigation of the Straits of

Canso ?’ said he.

^ I guess I ought to be,’ sais I.

That’s not the question,’ said he. ‘Are you, or are you not?’
“ ‘ Do you know it ?’ sais I. ‘ If you do, perhaps you have seen

Sand Pint.’

“ Sais he, ‘ My friend, I asked you a plain, civil question
;

will

you give me a plain, civil answer ?’

“ Thinks I to myself. Commodore, the question is civil enough,

but you aint civil, and your manner aint civil
;
but, hov/ever, here’s

at you. I’ll pay you off at last, see if I don’t, for you sent for me

;

I didn’t come unaxed, and it was to give, and not ax fxvours. ‘ Yes,’

sais I, ‘as many as you like.’ Well, I told him all about the navi-

gation, and finally advised him not to try to go through without a

stiff breeze, with so large a ship, as the currents were strong, and

the wind, when light, always baffling.

“ At last, sais I, ‘ This witness-box of yourn. Commodore, has a

plaguey hard floor to it; I don’t care if I sit down,’ and I jist squat-

ted down careless, with legs across the breach of a large gun, so big

I could hardly straddle it,' a most onpardonable sin, as I knowed, on
board of a man-of war; but I did it a purpose. Then I jist sprin-

kled over the beautiful white deck a little tobacco-juice, and coolly

took out my jack-knife and began to prepare to load my pipe and
whittle. I did this all intentional, to vex him, on account of his

rudeness—for rudeness is a game two can play at. Oh, Jerusalem !

if you had a seen him, how he raved, and stamped, and swore, when
he seed I was so juicy ! and the more he stormed, the more the offi-

cers on the other side of the deck sniggered in their sleeves
;

for

some how or another, in big ships or little ones, men like to see the

skipper rubbed up agin the grain, when they aint like to catch it

themselves. Wherever there is authority^ there is a natural incli-

nation to disohedience.

“‘Don’t you know better than that. Sir?’ said he. ‘Have you
no decency about you ?’

“ ‘ Do you swaller when you chaw ?’ sais I, lookin’ innocent.
‘ Some folks do, I know

;
but I never could for the life of me. It

goes agin the grain, and I consait hurts the digestion.’ Oh, what a

face he made ! how he wagged his head, and shut his mouth and his

eyes close to ! He looked like a landsman jist agoin to be sea-sick,

and he gave a kind of shudder all over his frame.
“

‘ You may go. Sir,’ said he.

“‘Thank you,’ sais I; ‘I suppose I needn’t ask leave for that.

Capting,’ sais I, stiU keepin’ my seat on the gun, ‘ you want a bait-

box.’
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^ A spittle-box, you meau,^ said he.

^No I don’t,^ sais I. have been too long afloat not to know
the meanin’ of sea-terms. You want a bait-box.^

He was fairly puzzled. First he looked at the leftenant, and
then at me, and then he looked as if he had better drop further

talk; but his curiosity got the better of him.
‘ A bait-box/ said he; don^t understand you.'’

‘ Well,’ sais I, ‘I invented a bait-box for cuttin’ up bait small

and fine, for enticin’ fish,’ and I explained it as short as words could

make it, for fear he’d cut stick and leave me alone talkin’ there.

^Now,’ sais I, Hhat invention, beautiful and simple as it is, cost me
great thought and much tobacky,’ said I, lookin’ innocent again

;

‘ but it occupied my mind at leisure hours for two seasons, and that’s

a great thing. Nov/, invent a bait-box, or a new capstan, or an im-

proved windlass, or something or another of that kind
;

it will keep
}mu busy, and what’s better, good-natured, and you won’t rave when
a gentleman jist spits on a floor that has a thousand men to clean it.

^Now,’ sais I, a risin’, puttin’ up my knife and tobacky, ^ Cap-

ting, depend upon it, you want a bait-box. And, Commodore, let

me tell you, you sent for the right man to get information. I am
Commodore of this everlastin’ splendid American fishing-fleet, of

more than two hundred fore-and-afters. A fleet the world can’t

ditto for beauty, speed, and equipments. They call me Old Blow-
hard. If you ever do me the honour to visit my flag-ship, I will

prove to you an old Commodore knows how to receive a young one.

There is a cabin in my vessel, small as she is, and chairs in it, and
a bottle of the best wine for the like of you, and old Jamaiky for

them that has sense to prefer it, and that’s more than there is in this

seventy-four, big as she is, as far as I can see. Oh, invent a bait-

box ! it will improve your temper, and that will improve your man-
ners, depend upon it. I wish you good mornin’.’

I then went on board, and hoisted a Commodore’s flag, and my
men— eighteen in number— saluted it with three cheers as it went
up, and every other of our vessels becalmed there, seeing somethin’

was goin’ on above common, took up the cheer, and returned it with

a will that made the shores echo again.

^^But here we are almost alongside of the ^Nantasket.’ I will

introduce you to Capting Oby Furlong; he will be a character for

you, and if you ever write a book again, don’t forgit Old Sarsipa-

rilly Pills.”
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CHAPTER X.

THE WATEE-GLASS; OR, A DAY-DREAM OF LIFE.

As the men rowed us towards the ^ Nantasket,^ the Captin and I

couldn^t very well talk afore ^em on the subjects we wanted to speak

of, so we held a sort of Quaker’s meetin’, and said nothin’. I pulled

the peak of my cap over my eyes, for the sun dazzled me, and afore

I knowed where I was, I was off into one of my day-dreams, that I

sometimes indulge in. I was musin’ on what a strange thing life is,

what a curious feller man is, and what a phantom we pursue all the

time, thinkin’ it points the way to happiness, instead of enticin’ us

into swamps, quagmires, and lagoons. Like most day-dreams it

warn’t very coherent, for one thought leads to another, and that has

an affinity to something else
;
and so at last the thread of it, if it

don’t get tangled,- ain’t very straight, that’s a fact. I shall put it

down as if I was a talkin’ to you about everything in general and

nothin’ in particular.

Sais I to myself, the world has many nations on the face of it, I

reckon, hut there ain’t but four classes among them : fools and
knaves, saints and sinners. Fools and sinners form the bulk of

mankind
;
rogues are numerous everywhere, while saints—real salts

—are few in number, fewer, if you could look into their hearts, than

folks think. I was once in Prospect Harbour, near Halifax, shortly

arter a Boston packet had been wracked there. All that could float

had been picked up, or washed away
;
but the heavy things sank to

the bottom, and these in the general way were valuable. I saw a

man in a boat with a great long tube in his hands, which he put

down into the sea every now and then, and looked through, and then

moved on and took another observation.

It was near about dinner-time, so I thought I’d just wait, as I had
nothin’ above particular to do, and see what this thing was

;
so when

the man came on shore, Homin’ to you,” sais I. ^"^That was an
awful wreck that, warn’t it ?” and I looked as dismal as if I had
lost somethin’ there myself. But there was nothin’ very awful about

it, for everybody was saved; and if there was some bales and boxes

lost, why in a general way it’s good for trade. But I said awful

wrack, for I’ve obsarved you have to cant a little with the world, if

you want even common civil usage.

In fact, in calamities I never knew but one man speak the truth.

He lived near a large range of barracks that was burnt, together
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with all the houses round him, but he escaped
;
and his house was

insured. Well, he mourned dreadful over his standing house, more
than others did over their fallen ones. He said, He was ruinated

;

he lived by the barrack expenditure, and the soldiers were removed,

and the barracks were never to be rebuilt
;
and as he was insured,

he’d a been a happy man, if his house had been burnt, and he had
recovered the amount of his loss.”

Now that man I always respected; he was an honest man. Other

folks would have pretended to be thankful for so narrow an escape,

but thought in their hearts just as he did, only they wouldn’t be

manly enough to say so. But to get back to my story.

Awful wrack that I” said I, dolefully.

Well, it was considerable, but it might have been wuss,^^ said

he, quite composed.

Ah ! sais I to myself, I see how it is, you haint lost anything,

that’s clear, but you are lookin’ for somethin’.

Sarching for gold ?” said I, laughin’, and goin’ on t’other tack.

Every vessel, they say, is loaded with gold now-a-days ?”

Well,” sais he, smiling, ^‘1 aint sarching for gold, for it aint so

plenty on this coast; but I am sarching for zinc : there are several

rolls of it there.”

What was that curious tube,” sais I, ‘^if I might be so bold as

to ax?”
Sartain,” sais he, it’s a water-glass. The bottom of that tube

has a large plate of glass in it. When you insert the tube into the

sea, and look down into it, you can perceive the bottom much plainer

than you can with a naked eye.”

Hood !” sais I
;

now that’s a wrinkle on my horn. I daresay

a water-glass is a common thing, but I never heard of it afore. Might
it be your invention, for it is an excellent one.”

He looked up suspicious like.

Never heard of a water-glass ?” he said, slowly. May I ask

what your name mought be?”
“ Sartainly,” sais I,

“ friend
;
you answered me my question

civilly, and I will answer yours. I’m Sam Slick, sais I, at least

what’s left of me.”
^‘Sam Slick, the Clockmaker?” sais he

The same,” said I,
‘‘ and never heard of a water-glass ?”

Never! Mr. Slick,” said he, ^‘I’m not so simple as you take

me to be. You can’t come over me that way, but you are welcome
to that rise, anyhow. I wish you good mornin’.”

Now that’s human natur’ all over. A man is never astonished

or ashamed that he don’t know what another does ; hut he is sur-

•prised at the gross ignorance of the other in not knowin’ ivhat he

does. But to return. If instead of the water-glass (which I vow
to man I never heard of it before that day), if we had a breast-glass
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to look into the heart, and read what is wrote, and see what is

passin’ there, a great part of the saints—them that don^t know music

or paintin' and call it a waste of precious time, and can't dance, and

call it wicked, and won't go to parties, because they are so stupid no

one will talk to them, and call it sinful— a great lot of the saints

would pass over to the sinners. Well, the sinners must be added to

the fools, and it swells their numbers up considerable, for a feller

must be a fool to be a sinner at all, seein' that the way of the trans-

gTessers is hard.

Of the little band of rael salts of saints, a considerable some

must be added to the fools' ranks too, for it aint every pious man
that's wise, though he may have sense enough to be good. Arter

this deduction, the census of them that's left will show a small table,

that's a fact. When the devoted city was to be destroyed, Abraham
begged it off for fifty righteous men. And then for forty-five, and

finally for ten
;
but arter all, only Lot, his wife, and two daughters

was saved, and that was more from marcy than their desarts, for they

warnt no great shakes arter all. Yes, the breast-glass would work
wonders, but I don't think it would be overly safe for a man to in-

vent it
;
he'd find himself, I reckon, some odd night a plaguey sight

nearer the top of a lamp-post, and farther from the ground than was

agreeable
;
and wouldn't the hypocrites pretend to lament him, and

say he was a dreadful loss to mankind ? That being the state of

the case, the great bulk of humans may be classed as fools and

knaves. The last are the thrashers and sword-fishes, and grampuses
and sharks of the sea of life

;
and the other the great shoal of com-

mon fish of different sorts, that seem made a-purpose to feed these

hungry onmarciful critters that take 'em in by the dozen at one

swoop, and open their mouths wide, and dart on for another meal.

Them's the boys that don't know what dyspepsy is. Considera-

ble knowin' in the way of eatin', too, takin' an appertizer of sar-

dines in the mornin' afore breakfastin' on macarel, and having lob-

ster sauce with their cod-fish to dinner, and a barrel of anchovies to

disgest a light little supper of a boat-load of haddock, halibut, and
flat fish. Yes, yes ! the bulk of mankind is knaves and fools

;
reli-

gious knaves, political knaves, legal knaves, quack knaves, trading

knaves, and sarvent knaves
;
knaves of all kinds and degrees, from

ofiicers with gold epaulettes on their shoulders, who sometimes con-

descend to relieve (as they call it) a fool of his money at cards, down
to thimble-rigging at a fair.

The whole continent of America, from one end of it to the other,

is overrun with political knaves and quack knaves. They are the

greatest pests we have. One undertakes to improve the constitution

of the country, and the other the constitution of the body, and their

everlastin' tinkerin' injures both. How in natur folks can be so

taken in, I don't know. Of all knaves, I consider them two the
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most clangerores, for both deal in poisonous deadly medicines. One
pysons people’s minds, and the other their bodies. One unsettles

their heads, and the other their stomachs, and I do believe in my
heart and soul that’s the cause we Yankees look so thin, hollow in

the cheeks, narrow in the chest, and gander-waisted. We boast of

being the happiest people in the world. The President tells the

Congress that lockrum every year, and every year the Congress sais,

^^Tho’ there ain’t much truth in you, old slippiry-go-easy, at no time,

tlia£s no lie at any rate.” Every young lady sais, I guess that’s

a fact.” And every boy that coaxed a little hair to grow on his

upper lip, puts his arm round his gall’s waist and sais, That’s as

true as rates, we are happy, and if you would only name the day,'

we shall be still happier.” Well, this is all fine talk; but what is

bein’ a happy people ? Let’s see, for hang me if I think we are a

happy people.

When I was a boy to night-school with my poor dear old friend,

the minister, and arterwards in life as his companion, he was for ever-

lastingly correctin’ me about words that I used wrong, so one day,

having been down to the sale of the effects of the great Revolutionary

General, Zaddoc Seth, of Holmes’ Hole, what does he do but buy a

Johnson’s Dictionary for me in two volumes, each as big as a clock,

and a little grain heavier than my wooden ones. ^^Now,” sais he,

do look out words, Sam, so as to know what you are a-talking

about.”

One day, I recollect it as well as if it was yesterday— and if I

loved a man on earth, it was that man— I told him if I could only

go to the Thanksgiving Ball, I should be quite happy.

Happy I” said he, what’s that?”

^AVhy happy,” sais I, ^Gs— bein’ happy, to bo.£ure.”

Why that’s of course,” sais he, a dollar is a dollar, but that

don’t inform me what a dollar represents. I told you you used words

half the time you did’nt understand the meanin’ of.”

But I do,” sais I
;
happy means being so glad, your heart is

ready to jump out of its jacket for joy.”

^Wes— yes,” sais he; and I suppose if it never jumped back

again, you would be unhappy for all the rest of your life. I see you
have a very clear conception of what Giappy’ means. Now look it

out; let us see what the great and good Dr. Johnson says.”

^‘He sais it is a state where the desires are satisfied— lucky—
ready.”

Now,” said he, ‘^at most, as it applies to you, if you get leave

to go to the ball, and you may go, for I approbate all innocent

amusements for young people, you would be only lucky
;
and in a

state where one desire is satisfied. It appears to me,” said he, and

be put one leg over the other, and laid his head a little back, as if he

was a-goin’ to lay down the law, that that eminent man has omitted
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another sense in which this word is properly used—namely, a state

of joyfulness—light-heartedness—merriment, but we won’t stop to

inquire into that. It is great presumption for the likes of me to

attempt to criticise Dr. Johnson.’’

Poor dear old soul, he was a wiser and a modester man than ever

the old doctor was. Fact is, old dictionary was very fond of playin’

first fiddle .wherever he was. Tliunderm’ long ivords aint icisdom,

and stoppin’ a critter’s mouth is more apt to improve his wind than

his onderstandin’

.

You may go to the hall,” said he
;
^^and I hope you may be

happy in the last sense I have given it.”

Thank you. Sir,” said I, and off I cuts hot foot, when he called

me back
;
I had a great mind to pretend not to hear him, for I was

afraid he was a-goin’ to renig—

.

Sam,” said he, and he held out his hand and took mine, and
looked very seriously at me

;
Sam, my son,” said he, now that I

have granted you permission to go, there is one thing I want you to

promise me. I think myself you will do it without any promise, but

I should like to have your word.”
“ I will observe any direction you may give me. Sir,” said I.

Sam,” said he, and his face grew so long and blank, I hardly

knew what was a-comin’ next, Sam,” said he, don’t let your heart

jump out of its jacket,” and ho laid back in his chair, and laughed

like anythin’, in fact I could not help laughin’ myself to find it all

eend in a joke.

Presently he let go my hand, took both hisn, and wiped his eyes,

for tears of fun were in ’em.

Minister,” sais I, will you let me just say a word ?”

^^Yes,” sais he.

Well, according to Dr. Johnson’s third sense, that was a happy
thought, for it was ‘ ready’ ”

^^Well, I won’t say it warn’t,” said -he; ^^and, Sam, in that

sense you are likely to be a happy man all your life, for you are

always ^ ready;’ take care you aint too sharp.”

But to go back, for I go round about sometimes. Tho’ Daniel
Webster, said I, was like a good sportin’-dog, if I did beat round the

bush, I always put up the birds. What is a happy people ? If havin’

enough to eat and drink, with rather a short, just a little mite and
mosel too short an allowance of time to swaller it, is bein’ happy,
then we are so beyond doubt. If livin’ in a free country like Maine,
where you are compelled to drink stagnant swamp-water, but can eat

opium like a Chinese, if you choose, is bein’ happy, then we are a

happy people.
'

Just walk thro’ the happy streets of our happy villages, and look

at the men—all busy—in a hurry, thoughtful, anxious, full of busi-

ness, toilin’ from day dawn to night—look at the women, the dear

9



critters, a little, just a little care-worn, time-worn, climate-worn, 3

pretty as angels, but not quite so merry. Follow them in the even
|

ing, and see where them crowds are going to
;
why to hear abolition ’<

lectures, while their own free niggers are starvin’, and are taught ^
that stealin’ is easier than workin’. What the plague have they to

f

do with the affairs of the south ? Or to hold communion with evil i

spirits by means of biology, for the deuce a thing else is that or mes-
|

meric tricks either ? Or going to hear a feller rave at a protracted i

meetin’, for the twelfth night, to convince them how happy they 1

ought to be, as more than half of them, at least, are to be damned, j

to a dead sartainty? Or hear a mannish, raw-boned-looking old -

maid, lecture on the rights of women
;
and call on them to emanci- 1

pate themselves from the bondage imposed on them, of wearing pet- i

ticoats below their knees? If women are equal to men, why :

shouldn’t their dress be equal ? What right has a feller to wear a

kilt only as far as his knee, and compel his slave of a wife to wear ;

hern down to her ankle ? Draw your scissors, galls, in this high

cause
)

cut, rip, and tear away, and make short work of it. Rend
your garments, and Heaven will bless them that’s ^ In-hneed’ Well,
if this is bein’ happy, then we are a happy people.”

Folks must be more cheerful and light-hearted than we be to be
happy. They must laugh more. Oh ! I like to hear a good jolly

laugh, a regular nigger larf—yagh I yagh !
yagh ! My brother, the

doctor, who has an immense practice among the ladies, told me a

very odd story about this.

Sais he, Sam, cheerfulness is health, and health is happiness, as

near as two things not exactly identical, can be alike. I’ll tell you
the secret of my practice among the ladies. Cheerfulness appears

to be the proper remedy, and it is in most cases. I extort a promise

of inviolable secrecy from the patient, and secure the door, for I
don’t want my prescription to be known

;
then I bid her take off her

shoes, and lie down on the sofa, and then I tickle her feet to make
her laugh (for some folks are so stupid, all the good stories in the

‘

world wouldn’t make them laugh), a good, joyous laugh, not too long,

for that is exhaustin’, and this repeated two or three times a-day,

with proper regimen, effects the cure.”

Yes, cheerfulness is health, the opposite, melancholy, is disease.

I defy any people to be happy, When they hear nothin’ from mornin’
till night, when business over, but politics and pills, representatives

and lotions.

When I was at Goshen the other day, I asked Dr. Carrot, how
many doctors there were in the town.

One and three-quarters,” said he, very gravely.

Well, knowing how doctors quarrel, and undervalue each other in

email places, I could hardly help laughing at the decidedly dispara-
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ging way lie spoke of Dr. Parsnip, his lival, especially as there was

something rather new in it.

^^Three-quarters of a medicrl man said I. suppose you

mean, your friend has not a r gular-huilt education, and donT de-

serve the name of a doctor.^^

Oh no ! Sir,’^ said he, I would not speak of any practitioner,

however ignorant, in that way. What I mean is just this : Groshen

would maintain two doctors; b t quack medicines, which are sold at

all the shops, take about thrct quarters of the support that would

otherwise be contributed to anedber medical man.’^

Grood, sais I, to myself. A doctor and three-quarters I Come, I

won^t forget that, and here it is.

Happy ! If Dr. Johnson is right, then I am right. He says

happiness means a state where all our desires are satisfied. Well
now, none of our desires are satisfied. We are told the atfairsof the

nation are badly managed, and I believe they be, politicians have

mainly done that. We are told our insides are wrong, and I believe

they be
;
quack doctors and their medicines have mainly done that.

Happy ! How the plague can Ye be happy, with our heads unset-

tled by politics, and our stomachs by medicines. It canT be; it aint

in natuP, it’s onpossible. If I was wrong, as a boy, in my ideas of

happiness, men are only full-gxiwn boys, and are just as wrong as

I was.

I ask again what is happines& ? It aint bein’ idle, that’s a fact

—

no idle man or woman ever was happy, since the world began. Eve
was idle, and that’s the way sh? got tempted, poor critter

;
employ-

ment gives both appetite and digestion. Duty makes jyleamre doubly

siueet by contrast. When the larness is off, if the work aint too

hard, a critter likes to kick up his heels.
,
When pleasure is the

business of life., it ceases to be pleasure; and lohen it’s all labour

and no play, leork like an onstiiffed saddle cuts into the very bone.

Neither labour nor idleness has a road that leads to happiness, one

has no room for the heart and the other corrupts it. Hard work is

the best of the two, for that has at all events sound sleep—the other

has restless pillows and onrefreshin’ slumbers—one is a misfortune,

the other is a curse
;
and money aint happiness, that’s as clear as

mud.
There was a feller to Slickville once called Dotey Conky, and he

sartinly did look dotey like lumber that aint squared down enough
to cut the sap off. He was aJ 'zays a wishing. I used to call him
Wishey Washey Dotey. he used to say, ^^I wish I was
rich.”

So do I,” I used to say.

^^If I had fifty thousand dollars,” he said, “ ! wouldn’t call the

President my cousin.”

Well,” sais I, I can do that now, poor as I be
;
lie is no cousin
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of mine, and if he was he’d be no credit, for he is no great shakes.

G-entlemen now don’t set up for that office; they can’t live on it.”

^^Oh, I don’t mean that,” he said, but fifty thousand dollars,

Sam, only think of that; aint it a great sum, that; it’s all I should

ask in this world of providence : if I had that, I should be the

happiest man that ever was.”

‘^Dotey,” sais I, would it cure you of the colic? you know how
you sufier from that.”

Phoo,” sais he.

^‘Well, what would you do with it?’^ sais I.

I would go and travel,” sais he, and get into society and see

the world.”

Would it educate you, Dotey, at your age give you French and
German, Latin and Greek, and so on ?”

Hire it, Sam,” sais he, touching his nose with his fore-finger.

And manners,” sais I, could you hire that ? I will tell you
what it would do for you. You could get drunk every night if j^ou

liked, surround yourself with spongers, horse jockies, and foreign

counts, and go to the devil by rail-road instead of a one horse shay.”

Well as luck would have it, he drew a prize in the lottery at New
Orleans of just that sum, and in nine months he was cleaned out,

and sent to the asylum. It taint cash then that gains it
;

that’s as

plain as preaching. What is it then that confers it ?

A rope,” said Blowhard, as we reached the side of the ^Nan-
tasket,’ in with your oars my men. Now, Mr. Slick, let’s take a

dose of Sarsiparill^ pills.”

CHAPTEB XI.

OLD SARSAPARILLA PILLS.

Come, Mr. Attachy,” said Blowhard, as we mounted the deck

of the ^Nantasket,’ ^Met’s go down to Apothecary’s Hall;” and he

larfed agin in great good humour.

When we entered the cabin, which sartainly looked more like an

herb and medicine shop than anythin’ else, we found the Capting

seated at the table, with a pair of small scales in his hand, carefully

adjustin’ the weight of somethin’ that had just been prepared by a

boy, who sat in the corner, and was busy with a pestle and mortar.

How are you. Doctor ?” said Blowhard, in his blandest manner.

‘^This is Mr. Slick. We have come to ask you if you will take a

patient on board, who wants to return home, and whom Providence

has just sent you in here to relieve ?”
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“Whafs the matter with him?” inquired the quack Captin, with

the air of a man who had but to hear and to cure.

Love explained briefly the state of the case
;

and^ haTing obtained

his consent, asked me to request one of the hands to hoist a flag, as

the signal agreed upon for bringing the invalid on board.

Proud to see you, Mr. Slick,” said the quack Captin. Take

a chair, and bring yourself to an anchor. You are welcome on

board the ^ Nantasket.’’
”

Instead of an aged man, with a white beard, large spectacles, and

an assumed look of great experience, as I expected to have seen,

from the nickname of Old Sarsaparilla Pills,” given to him by the

skipper, I was surprised to find he was not past five-and-thirty years

of age. He was a sort of French craft on a vigorous Yankee stock.

His chin and face were covered with long black hair, out of which

twinkled a pair of bright, sparkling, restless eyes. His dress and

talk was New England, but French negligence covered all, and was
as onpleasant and disorderly as the deck; for the Yankees are a

neat people, in a gineral way, and like to see things snug and tidy.

If, in his appearance, he was half French and half Yankee, it was
plain he was also half knave and half goney. The only thing I

saw to like about him was, that he was a man with a theory
;
and a

theory, to my mind, whether in political economy or in medicine, is

the most beautiful thing in the world.

They say an empty bag can’t stand straight. Well, who the

plague cares if it can’t, when you have nothin’ to put into it? for it

would only be in the way, and take up room, if it could. Now, a

theory will stand as straight as a bullrush, without a fact at all.

Arguments, probabilities, and lies will do just as well. But if folks

must have facts, why the only plan is to manufacture ’em. What’s
the use of the Crystal Palace, and all its discoveries, if statesmen

can’t invent facts ? Sometimes one fact depends on another, and
that on a third, and so on. Well, to make anything of them, you
must reason. Well, what on airth is the use of reason ? Did you
ever see a man that could reason ? A dog can, but then a dog has

some sense. If he comes to a place where four roads meet, he stops

and considers, and weighs all the probabilities of the case, pro and
coiij for each road. At last, he makes up his mind

;
goes on confi-

dent; and ninety-nine times out of a hundred, he is right. But
place a man there, and what would he do ? Why, he’d look like a

ravin’, distracted fool : he’d scratch his head, and say, I don’t

know, I declare; I don’t know, I am sure;” the only thing the

critter is sure about. And then he’d sit down on a stone, and wait

till some one come by to tell him.
Well, after waitin’ there till he is een amost tired out, the first

man that rides by, he’d jump up so sudden, he’d scare the horse,

that shies awfully, and nearly spills the rider
;
and wouldn’t he get
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more blessings than would last him a whole whalin’ voyage? Well,
the next man that comes by, drivin’ in a gig, he goes more coolly to

work to stop
;
when traveller pulls c it a pistol, and sa,is, Stand off,

you villain ! I am armed, and wih fire !” Well, the third sets a

fierce dog on him, and asks him wh.d he is a doin’ of there ? And
when he inquires the way, he puts i is finger to his nose, and says,

^^That cat won’t jump, old boy.” Well, the next chap that comes
along, is. a good-natured feller. He is a whistlin’ a tune, or singing

an air, as light-hearted as you please
;
and a hittin’ of loose stones

with his cane, as he trips along
;
ane when he axes him the way, he

shows it to him as perlite as possible, and says it is the very road he

is going, and will walk abit with him to the next turn, where they

must part.

This world aint so bad, after all, as it looks
;
there are some good-

natured folks in it, that’s a fact, that will do a civil thing now and
then for nothin’ but the pleasure, but they aint quite as thick as

blackberries, I can tell you.

Well, at the turn of the road there is an ale-house, and the good-

natured stranger pulls out some money, like a good Samaritan, and
gives him a drink for nothin’.

^^Now,” sais he, ^Hriend, suppose you qualify?”

Qualify ?” sais the critter, more puzzled than he was at the four

roads. Qualify ! dogs that mean to stand treat ? for if it doeth, I

don’t care if I doos.”

‘^Come, none of that nonsense, my good feller,” sais the other,

whose air and manner is changed in a minute, so that he don’t look

like the same man. Come, come, you aint so soft as that. You are

listed. Feel in your waistcoat pocket, and there is her Majesty’s

shilling.”

‘^Danged if I do,” sais this vartuous and reasonable being;

^•danged if I do; I’ll fight till I die fust
—” when he is knocked

down, hears a whistle, and three men come in, iron him to another

feller that didn’t know the road any better than him, and off he is

marched to see his officer.

I saw that critter mountin’ guard at the Ordnance Gate, at Halifax,

last winter at night, mercury sixteen below zero, cold enough amost

to freeze the hair off of a dog’s back. That’s because he couldn’t

reason. Little doggy we’ve seen could reason and reason well, and
was home half an hour before ^ thir een-pence a-day’ was listed, to

have a finger, or a toe, or an car fi 'ize off on duty. There is no
pension for a toe, unless it’s the gou' in an old admiral or gineral’s

toe.

No, reasonin’ is no good. That tin t is good reasonin’ aint market-

able, bad reasonin’ is like some faemry cloth, half cotton, half old

clothes, carded over agin’ at Manchester, and is low-priced, just fit

for fellers that don’t know the way, and get listed under a party
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leader. That\s the case too with free-traders, they sing out ^ cheap

bread / it don’t want reasonin’ except cheap reasonin’. Don’t cheap

bread cost less than dear bread ? Why yes, in course it does. Well
then, free-trade does that

;
don’t you wish you may be better of it.

No, reasonin’ is no good, and facts are no good; for they are as

cheap as words which only cost a halfpenny a hundred, and two far-

things change given back.

I like a theory
;

it is a grand thing to work a farm by when you
have no experience, and govern a nation by when the electors are as

wise as that are recruit, that couldn’t even follow his nose. Captin

Furlong had a theory, and hadn’t he as good a right to have one as

Peel, or -any other practitioner, either in politics, or medicine, or

farmin’, or anythin’ else ? Why to be sure he had.

Mr. Slick,” said he, and he put one leg over the other, threw

his head back, and gave me a sort of fixed stare, just one of those

stares you see a feller now and then put on who shuts to his ears

and opens his eyes wide, as much as to say now don’t interrupt me,

for I mean to have all the talk to myself.” Whenever I see a critter

do that, I am sure to stop him every minute, for I have no notion of

a feller taking me like a lamb, and tying me hand and foot to offer

up as a sacrifice to his vanity. Mr. Slick,” said he, I have a

theory.”

^^’Zactly,” said I, ‘^it’s just what you ought to have
;
you can no

more get on in medicine without a theory to carry out, than a receipt

to work by. I knowed a chap onct— ” but he gave me the dodge,

cut in agin, and led off.

I have a theory that for every disease natur’ has provided a re-

medy, if we could only find it.”

^^’Zactly,” said I, ^‘let natur’ alone, and nine times out of ten she

will effect a cure
;

it’s my theory that more folks die of the doctor

than the disease. I knew a feller onct
—” but he hea’ded me agin.

Now this remedy is to be found in simples, herbs, barks, vege-

tables, and so on. The aborigines of no country ever were sappers

and miners, Mr. Slick, many of them were so ignorant as not even

to know the use of fire, and therefore the remedy was never intended

to be hid, like mercury and zinc, and what not, in the beeowels of

the earth.”

^^’Zactly,” said I, ‘^but in the beeowels of the patient.”

He lifted up his hairy upper lip at that, and backed it agin his

nose, for all the world as you have seed a horse poke out his head,

and strip his mouth, that was rather proud of his teeth
;
but he

went on

:

There is a specific and an antidote for everythin’ in natur’.”

’Zactly,” sais I. Do you know an antidote for fleas ? for I do.

It’s a plant found in every sizable sarce garden
;
they hate it like

pyson. I never' travel without it. When I was in Italy last, I slept
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in a double-bedded room with the Honourable Erastus Cassina, a
'

senater from Alligator Gully to Congress^ and the fleas was awful

thick. So I jist took out of the pocket of my dressin’-gown four

little bags of this ^ flea-antidote two I put on the bed, and two

under it. Oh ! if there warn’t a flight in Egypt that night, it^s a
;

pity ! In a few minutes, Erastus called out

:

^ Slick ! Slick !’ said he, ^ are you awake V
‘ What in natur’ is the matter sais I.

^ Oh, the fleas ! the fleas !' said he. ‘ Clouds on ^em are lightin^

on my bed, and I shall be devoured alive. They are wus than alli-

gators, for they do the job for }^ou in two twos; but these imps of

darkness nibble you up, and take all night to it. They are so spry,

you can’t catch ’em, and so small you can’t shoot ’em. I do believe

every flea in the house is coming here.’

‘‘^That’s the cane-juice that’s in you,’ sais I; ^you are the

sw^eetest man alive—all sugar
;
they are no fools, are fleas.’

^ Do they bother you ?’ said he.

^ No,’ sais I, ^ I hante one.’

^ Then,’ said he, ^ let me turn in with you, friend Slick, that’s a

good feller, for I’m in an awful state.’

^^^That cat won’t jump. Senator,’ sais I, ^for they will foller you
here too, for the sake of the cane-juice. You must drink vinegar

and get sour, and smoke tobacky and pyson them.’ Now, Capting,”

sais 1) “ I have an antidote for bugs too—better, simpler, and shorter

than any ’pothecary’s ointments. I hold them two critters to be the

pest of the world. The Nova Scotia Indgians call fleas walhum-
fasts, and bugs lualkum-slows. They say fleas travel so fast, they

can’t shake ’em off.

^^Now I have a theory about fleas. I don’t believe one word of

history about the Goths, and Vandals, and Huns. I believe it was
an irruption of fleas that followed the legions back, and overrun

Rome. And my facts are as good as Gibbon’s for a theory any day.

I told that story about the fleas to the Pope, who larfed ready to kill

himself, but kept a scratchin’ rather ondignified all the time. ^ Mr.
Slick,’ said he, ^ I will give you a thousand dollars for that receipt,’

and he smiled very good-natured
;

^ for fleas,’ said he, ^ have no re-

spect for the Church.’ But our minister to St. James’s, who was at

Rome at the time on business, told me it would lower our great na-

tion for an Attache to sell flea-antidotes and bug-exterminators, and
his Holiness and I didn’t trade.

^^But if a man was to travel with that little simple remedy
through Portugal, Spain, France and Italy, Switzerland and shores

of the Mediterranean Sea, where fleas arc as big as horse-flies, he

would make the largest fortin ever bagged by any one man in this

universal world.”
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“Will you take what the Pope offered you, now?^^ said Capting

Furlong.
“ Oh, oh, old hoy I” sais I to myself, “you have opened your ears,

have you ? I thought Ihl improve your hearin’ for you. Say three,^^

sais I, “ and the secret and patent is yours.^^

“ Can’t come it,” sais he.

“Then I withdraw the offer, Capting; if you want it you must

pay higher. But go on; you interest me greatly.” I thought I

should have split when I said that, for I hadn’t allowed him to say

a word hardly.

“Well,” said he, hut that story of the fleas nearly upset him,
“ everything has its specific and its antidote. Now my sarsaparilly

pills has made a fortune for old Jacob Worldsend, to whom I was

fool enough to sell the secret for three thousand dollars, and it railly

is all it’s cracked up to be. But, Mr, Slick, I have at last made a

discovery that will astonish the world. I have found a certain and
sure cure for the dropsy. It is an extract of a plant that is common
in the woods, and is applied externally as a lotion, and internally as

pills. I have proved it; I have the affidavits of more than fifty

people I have cured.”

And he smote the table, stroked his beard down, and smiled as

pleased as a feller that’s found a nugget of gold as big as his head,

and looked at me with a self-satisfied air, as much as to say, Mr.
Slick, don’t you wish you was me ?

Now, thinks I, is the time to cut in. Whenever a feller is fool

enough to stand up in the stirrups, and you can see daylight atween
him and the saddle, that’s your chance

;
give him a lift then onder

one foot, and he is over in no time.

“I shouldn’t wonder,” said I, “ if that was a sartain cure.”

“Wonder,” said he, “why I know it is.”

“’Zactly,” said I; “I have knowed it this long time—long before

you ever see this coast.”

“What is it?” said he. “Write the word down, for partitions

have ears.”

Well, I took the pen, as if I was going to do as he asked, and
then suddenly stopped, and said :

“Yes, and give you my secret. Oh, no ! that won’t do; but it

has a long stalk.”

“ Exactly,” said he.

“And leaves not onlike those of a horse-chesnut.”

“Which gender is it?” said he, gaspin’ for breath, and openin’
of his ugly mug, till it looked like a hole made in a bear-skin of a
sleigh to pass a strap through.

“Feminine gender,” said I.

“The devil !” said he, and I thought he would have fainted.
“ Mr. Slick,” said Blowhard, “ I’ll back you agin ^ny man I ever
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see for a knowledge of things in. gineral, and men and women in

particular. What th^ deuce don^t yea know
Why Fll tell you/^ sais I, what I don’t know. I don’t know

how the plague it is a squid can sw .m either end foremost, like a

pinkey steamer, without having eyes in the starn also, or why it

hasn’t a hone at all, when a shad is chock full of ’em. And I

can’t tell why it can live five days out of water, when a herring

dies slick off at onct.”

Well—well,” said Love: who’d a-thought you’d have observed

such things
!”

Furlong was so astonished at my having his dropsy secret, he

didn’t hear a word of this hy-talk
;
hut lookin’ up, half-scared, he

said

:

That’s witchcraft.”

^AVell, it might he,” said I, ^^for two old women found it out;

they actilly didn’t look onlike witches. Old Sal Slaughtery, that

lives to the Falls, on the south hraneh of the river at the Country

Harbour, and keeps a glass of good w’hiskey for salmon-fishers, fust

told me, and old Susan, the Indian s<|uaw, was the one that discov-

ered it.”

^^That heats the hugs,” said the skipper, looking aghast, and
drawin’ off his chair, as if he thought old Scratch had some hand
in it.

^^No,” said I, ^^Not the hugs, hut the dropsy. ”

^^Phoo!” said he; I didn’t mean that.”

Don’t be afeard of me,” said I: scorn a mean action as I

do a nigger. I won’t blow you; ptrt of the invention is yourn,

and that is, reducin’ it to pills, for the old gal only knew of the de-

coction, and that is good enough. Brt you must give Sal fifty dol-

lars when you take out the patent
;

it is a great sum to her, and will

fill her heart, and her whiskey-cask too.”

Done,” said he. Now, Mr. Slick, have you any more medi-

cal secrets of natur’ ?”

I have,” said I. I can cure the Jaundice in a few days, when
the doctors can make no fist at it, any how they can fix it; and the

remedy is on every farm, only they don’t know it. I can cure in an

hour or two that awful ague in the face, that folks, and specially

women, are subject to; and can mak'^ skin grow when it is broken

on the shin-bone, and other awkward places, even in the case of an

old mac, that doctors only make wus
;
and effect a hundred other

cures. But that’s neither here nor there, and I aint a-goin’ to set

up for a doctor; I didn’t come to hr g, hut larn. That is a great

herbal cure you have got hold of tho’—that’s a fact,” said I.

What are you goin’ to call it ?”

Sure and safe remedy for the dropsy,” said he.

“ You won’t sell a bottle,” sais I, Simple will do very well
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inside (and tlie simpler they are the safer they be), hut not outside

of patent medicines. Call it ^ the Yegetable Anasarca Specific/ an

<^asy, safe, pleasant, and speedy cure for anasarca, or dropsy in the

skin
;
the ascites, or dropsy in the stomach

;
the hydrops pectoris,

or dropsy in the breast
;
and the hydrocephalus, or dropsy of the

brain. Put the first in gold letters on the laljels, the second in

green, the third in pink, and the fourth in blue. You must have a

fine name to please the ear, a nice-looking bottle to please the eye,

and somethin^ that is parfumed and smells nice to please the nose.

But everything is in a name.

‘AVhen I was to Windsor, Nova Scotia, I met an old nigger;

which we call a Chesapeak nigger, one of them Admiral, Sir John
Warren, was fool enough to give Bluenose to support. I was then

about three miles out of the village. ‘ Well, Cato Cooper/ sais I,

^ what little church is that standin^ there T
^ Bat nigger church, massa,^ said he. ‘ Built a purpose for

niggers.'’.^

“ ‘ Well, I hope you go often V
“ ^ Bat is jist what I do, massa. College students preach dere,

and dere is one of de most beautifullest preachers 'mong^em you eber

did hear respond to a text. Oh ! he splj^ins it rail handsome. Neb-
ber was nuffin like it, his sarmon is more nor half Latin and G-reek,

it are beautiful to hear, there aint a nigger in de settlement don’t go

to listen to him; it’s rail dictionary. He convarted me. I is a

Christian now, since I know all blacks are Jo be received into de

kitchen ob Heaven.’

^^Now that nigger is a sample of mankind, big words look lamed,

and please them.

^AYell, I have a theory about that,” said the quack captain.

Mankind are gullible, that’s a fact, they’ll swaller anything amost,

if you only know how to talk ’em into it; that’s the only secret

how to persaade ’em. Mankind lives on promises.”

^^Well,” sais I, gullible means taking things down like gulls,

and they are awful hungry birds. They go screamin about the mud
flat of the river in the basin of Minas, like mad, and swaller a whole
herring one after another without winkin’

;
and now and then a clam,

shell and all, as fowls do gravel to help digestion, but cover a her-

ring over with your nasty stuff, and see if it wouldn’t scream loud

enough to wake the dead amost. You must treat men as you would
children. Tell them to shut their eyes and open their mouths and
take what you give them, as you do when you play with the little

dears, and as long as it is sweet and pleasant they will swaller any-

thin’. Why the plague do doctors, who live by the sellin’ of medi-

cine, make it so nasty
;
no created critter can git it down without

makin’ faces that would scare a horse. The balm of Gilead man,
Doctor Soloman, knew this secret, his balm was nothin but a dram,
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and that’s the reason all the old ladies praised it. But go on/’ said

I, ‘^1 am afeard I have interrupted you; you interest me greatly.

Well/’ sais he, “it’s very kind of you to say so, but it strikes

me,” and he scratched his head, “I haven’t said much to interest

any one.”

“Oh, yes,” sais I, “that theory of yours, that natur’ has a

remedy for everythin’, is very curious and original
;
go on. Sir.”

Well, the goney was tickled with that touch of the soft-sawder

brush. Whenever you see a feller that can flatter himself into the

opinion that a hairy face is becomin’, it aint no difficult thing for

anybody to. wheedle him.
“ Well,” sais he, “I have a theory, that everything that partains

to the secret workings of natur’ ought to be invested with mystery.

Women especially love mystery. Only tell them there is a secret,

and see how their curiosity wakens up, and their eyes twinkle. Dis-

guise is the great thing in medicine. Now the difficulty is, so to.

disguise this dropsy cure, that botanists and chemists would find

it out.”

“’Zactly,” sais I; for as he sot out detarmined not to hear, I was
detarmined he shouldn’t talk long. “’Zactly,” sais I; “ now that’s

what I call sense, and a knowledge of human natur’. I see you
warn’t born yesterday. Now see how you’re disguised.”

“ Me !” said he, looking all adrift.

“ Yes,” sais I, “you. Who in the world would take you for what
you be ? You are the master of a mackerel-vessel, with a consi-

derable knowledge of medicine
;
but you look like a French dragoon

officer. If old Buonaparte was to wake up, he would swear you was
Marshal Grrouchy, for you two look as much alike as two peas.”

“Well,” said the feller, stroking his beard down, and looking

pleased, “ my face is in disorder now, Mr. Slick, but when trimmed
it aint without its effect on the ladies, I do assure you.”

“I shouldn’t wonder if it had a peeowerful effect,” sais I;

“’specially if they was in delicate health, and came sudden on it.”

The consaited goney made me so mad, I had a great mind to give

him chloriform, and shave him
;
and I actilly would, too, if I had

had time, hung me if I wouldn’t.

“Yes, yes,” sais I, “everybody is in disguise. Politicians pre-

tend to be patriots; women cover their designs and their temper

with smiles
;
hypocrites look pious to cheat you, or are so frank and

manly, look you so friendly in the face straight in the eyes, and
shake hands so warmly with you, that I defy you not to be took in.

Innkeepers are so glad to see you, it makes you kind of ashamed of

your friend’s coldness; but the moment you can’t pay the bill, they

kick you right out of the house.. Servants bow and smile, and
curtsey and scrape before you, and go right down stairs, and say,

^There’s no pleasin’ that old devil. I’ll give him notice he must
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quit, if he don’t behave better;’ and then they all larf ready to die,

at the joke. Then they mimic your voice, and say to each other,

‘You really must leave the house if you make such a noise;’ and
then they larf louder than ever, and take a regular game of romps,

and say, ‘Who cares?’ I fell }mu the world is all in disguise. But
go on, Sir, I like to hear you talk, yon interest me greatly. Finish

about your theory.”

“Mr. Slick,” said he, “have marey. I knock under— I holler.

I have talked foolish, I do believe
;
but I forgot who I was talkin’

to, though in a giueral way that sort of laying down the law does

answer, that’s a fact. But tell me, please, how in the world did you
pick up so many medical secrets ?”

“ Well, I have promised not to blow you, and I hope you won’t

be offended with me if I do tell you ?”

“ Sartainly not,” said he.

“Well,” sais I, “excuse me, if you please, but you like to do all

the talkin’ yourself, and don’t want to listen to others. Now I open

my eyes as well as my mouth, hear, see, and learn what I can, as

well as talk. You canH he on autocrat in conversation, any more
than you can in y>olitics. Other jyeojyle have rights, and they must

he respected

Y

“ G-entlemen,” said Old Blowhard, who appeared uncommonly
amused at the conversation, “ I have a theory of my own

;
will you

allow me to put in my oar ?”

“Sartainly 1” we both said.

“ Well, then, my theory is, that it is high time for us to go on

board.”

Thinks I to myself, I was rather hard on that chap. I intruded

on him, and not he on me. I was his guest, and he wasn’t mine.

He was in his own house, as it were, and had a right to lead the

talk. So I thought I owed him a good turn, and as I expected the

jobation I gave him would make him ill, I said

:

“ Captin Furlong, I’ll give you my cure for the jaundice. You
will make your fortin out of it; and common as the article is, all the

doctors under heaven will never find your secret out.” And I wrote

it out for him, tho’ it was a tough job; for as he leaned over my
shoulder, as I was a-doin’ of it, his nasty, coarse, stiff, horse-hair

sort of beard tickled me so, I thought I should have gone into

fits; but I got through it, and then shook hands, and bid him
good-bye.

10
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1

CHAPTER XII.

THE HOUSE THAT HOPE BUILT.

Early the following mornin’, every vessel in the fleet got under

way with what is called a soldieEs wind
;
that is, it was fair for

those goin^ both east and west. Captain Love not only consented

to his mate takin^ charge of the ^ Black Hawk^ instead of the poor

deranged skipper, but pressed him to do so, sayin^

:

I guess I can find where the Cape lies. Matey, without askin’

the way of any one. There aint much above common for you to do

to hum just now
;

so go, my son, and enjoy yourself with friend

Slick. He aint perhaps quite so good-natured as I be, for I believe

I am the best-tempered man in the world, when they let me alone,

and don’t rile me; but he is better informed than me, and will spin

you yarns by the hour, about the Queen of England, whose nobles,

they tell me, eat off of silver dishes with gold forks
;
and the Pope

of Borne, where it’s the fashion to shake hands with his big toe

;

and the King of Prance, where it is the custom to fire at him once

a week, and instead of hitting him, kill one of his guards. Great

shots, them Frenchmen! I don’t doubt but that they could hit a

barn-door, if it was big enough, at ten yards distance. Slick has

been everywhere amost, and as he travels with his eyes open, has

seen everythin’. I don’t suppose his stories are all just Gospel, but

they aint far ofl‘ the mark for all that; more like a chalk sketch of

a coast made on the deck, perhaps, than a printed chart, not done to

measurement, but like enough to steer by. And then, when you are

a-shore, if you want to see fun, set him to rig a Blue-nose, as he did

old Sarseperilly Pills yesterday, till he hollered and called for mercy,

and it will make you split. Come, that’s settled now, sposen we
have a glass of grog at partin’. Mr. Slick, here is your good health,

and the same to you. Matey, and a pleasant voyage to you both.

You will return. Matey, by the supply vessel, and its captin and you
will change places

;
and, Mr. Slick,” said he, I forgot to tell you,

friend Cutler can give you all the information you want about the

fisheries. He knows the history and habits of the fish, their feedin’

grounds, and the mode of takin’ and curin’ of them.”

When we got into the boat to leave the ^ Bald Eagle,’ the sailors,

to testify their regard for their old officer, gave three cheers, a com-

pliment that was returned when we reached our vessel, with a hearty

good will. It was a splendid sight to see this fleet of thirty-six sail

of fishin’ -craft that now got under way, all of them beautiful
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models, neatly and uniformly painted, well-rigged, and cheir white

cotton canvas sails cut, so as to lay up to the wind like a board, and
the whole skimmin’ over the water as light as sea-guiis. When we
consider this was only an accidental meetin^ of some scattered out-

ward and homeward bound vessels, and was merely a specimen of

what was to be seen from this to the Grulf of St. Lawrence, I actilly

do think, without any crackin’ or boastin’ on the subject, that we
have great reason to be proud of our splendid mackerel fleet.

As the ‘ Bald Eagle’ left her anchorage. Cutler said, with a smile

:

‘^Do you hear, my dear old friend, the most good-natured man in

the world, how he is stormin’ ? This is one of the exceptions he
himself makes—he is riled now. Poor old Blowhard ! If you are

not the best tempered, as you so often boast, you certainly are the

kindest-hearted man in the world, and no one knows it better and

!

appreciates it more highly than I do.”

In the meantime, instead of going with either portion of the fleet,

we sailed past M’Nutt’s Island into the entrance of the magniflcent

harbour of Shelburn, the largest, the best, the safest, and the most
beautiful on the whole American coast, from Labrador to Mexico,

where we came to anchor. Takin’ two hands in the boat, I steered

to the point of land that forms the southern entrance, and crossin’

the little promontory, proceeded to search for Mr. Eldad Nickerson,

whom I intended to hire as pilot and assistant to the coward mate in

his land trade, and as a hand in the place of Mr. Enoch Eells, for I

knew him to be a trustworthy, intelligent, excellent man. Near the

first house on the way, I met a smart, active-looking boy of about
thirteen years of age.

“ Whose house is that, boy ?”
‘‘ Guru, Sir.”

Who lives there ?”

Feeather Peter Potter, Sir.”

Is he at hum ?”

^^Yes.”
‘‘ Do you know Mr. Eldad Nickerson ?”

^^Yes.”
“ Is he at hum ?”

“Yes, I just now saw him cross the fields to his house.”
“ Well, do you run after him as fast as your legs can carry you,

and tell him that Mr. Slick is at Squire Peter Potter’s a-waitin’ for

him.”
“ Feeather beant a squire. Sir,” said the boy.

^

“Well, he ought to be then. Tell him Mr. Slick wants to see

him down to the squire’s.”
“ I tell you Peter Potter beant a squire. Sir.”
“ And I tell you he ought to be a squire, then, and I’ll just go

in and see about it.”
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^^Well, I wisli you would, Sir,^^ said the boy, ^^for some how
feeather thinks he aint kind of been well used.^^

‘^Tell Mr. Nickerson, said I, ^^to come at once
;
and now run as

if old Scratch kicked you on eend, and when you come back I will

give you half-a-dollar.^'’

The boy darted off like an arrow from a bow
;
half-a-dollar certain,

and the prospect of a seat in the quarter sessions for his fee-^^tlier

were great temptations; the critter was chock full of hope. Boys
are like men, and men are like boys, and galls and women are both

alike, too; they live on hope— false hopes— hopes without any

airthly foundation in natur’ but their own foolish consaits. Hope I

what is hope ? expectin’ some unsertin thing or another to happen.

Well, sposen it don’t happen, why then there is a nice little crop of

disappointment to disgest, that’s all. What’s the use of hopen at

all then ? I never could see any use under the sun in it. That

word ought to be struck out of every dictionary. I’ll tell Webster

30, when he gets out a new edition of hisn. Love is painted like a

little angel, with wings, and a bow and arrow, called Cupid— the

name of mother’s lap-dog. Many’s the one I’ve painted on clocks,

little, chubby-cheeked, onmeanen, fat, lubberly, critters. I suppose

it typifies^that love is a fool. Yes, and how he does fool folks, too 1

Boys and galls fall in love. The boy is all attention and devotion,

and the gall is all smiles, and airs, and graces, and pretty little

winnin’ ways, and they bill and coo, and get married because they

hope.

Well, what do they hope? Oh, they hope they will love all the

days of their lives, and they hope their lives will be ever so long

just to love each other; its such a sweet thing to love. Well, they

hope a great deal more I guess. The boy hopes arter he’s married

his wife will smile as sweet as ever and twice as often, and be just

as neat and twice as neater, her hair lookin’ like part of the head,

so tight, and bright, and glossy, and parted on the top like a little

path in the forest. A path is a sweet little thing, for it seems made
a purpose for courtin’, it is so lonely and retired. Natur teaches its

use, he says, for the breeze as it whispers kisses the leaves, and helps

the flowering shrubs to bend down and kiss the clear little stream

that waits in an eddy for it afore it moves on.

Poor fellow, he aint spoony at all. Is he ? And he hopes that

her temper will be as gentle and as meek and as mild as ever; in

fact, no temper at all—all amiability—an angel in petticoats. Well,

she hopes every minute he has to spare he will fly to her on the

wings of love— legs aint fast enough, and runnin might hurt his

lungs, but fly to her—and never leave her, but bill and coo for ever,

and will let her will be his law
;

sartainly wont want her to wait on

him, but for him to tend on her, the devoted critter like a heavenly

ministering white he-nigger.
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Well, don’t they hope they may get all this?

And do they ? Jist go into any house you like, and the last two

that talks is these has been lovers. They have said their say, and

are tired talking; they have kissed their kiss, and an onion has spiled

it
;
they have strolled their stroll, for the dew is on the grass all day

now. His dress is ontidy, and he smokes a short black pipe, (he

didn’t even smoke a cigar before he was married), and the ashes get

on his waistcoat
;
but who cares ? it’s only his wife to see it—and he

kinder guesses he sees wrinkles, where he never saw ’em afore, on

her stocking ancles; and her shoes are a little, just a little, down to

heel; and she comes down to breakfast, with her hair and dress

lookin’ as if it was a little more neater, it would be a little more

better.

He sits up late with old friends, and he lets her go to bed alone

;

and she cries, the little angel ! but it’s only because she has a head-

ache. The heart— oh ! there’s nothing wrong there— but she is

lately troubled with shockin’ bad nervous headaches, and can’t think

what in the world is the cause. The dashing young gentleman has

got awful stingy too, lately. He sais housekeepin’ costs too much,

rips out an ugly word every now and then, she never heerd afore

;

but she hopes — what does the poor dupe hope ? Why, she hopes

he aint swearin
;
but it sounds amazin’ like it—that’s a fact. What

is that ugly word ‘^dam,” that he uses so often lately? and she

looks it out in the dictionary, and she finds ‘^dam” means the

^‘mother of a colt.” Well, she hopes to be a mother herself, some
day, poor critter ! So her hope has ended in her findin’ a mare’s

nest at last.

More things than that puzzle her poor little head. What does he

see to be for everlastinly a praisin’ that ugly virago of a woman,
Ml’S. Glass— callin’ her such an excellent housekeeper and capital

manager; and when asked if she understands music, sayin’ she

knows somethin’ much better than that.

What, dear ?”

Oh ! never mind.”

But I insist ;” (insist is the first strong word : take care, you
little dear, or it will soon be one of the weakest. Mind your stops,

dear
;

it sends a husband off like a hair-trigger gun)
;

but I

insist.”

What, insist! Well, come, I like that amazingly.”

mean I should like to know, dear;” (Ah! that’s right, my
sweet friend, for I do love the little critters

;
for it’s bad trainin’ and

bad handlin’ arterwards, by bad masters, that so often spiles them.

That’s right
;
lower your tone, dear

;
you’ll have occasion to raise it

high enough, some of these days, perhaps)
;

I should like to know,
dear, what she knows better than that ? You used to say you was
so fond of music, and stand by the piano, and turn over the leaves

;

10 *
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and be so angry if anybody talked when I sang, and said I could

have made a fortin on the stage. Tell me what she knows better,

dear ? Is it painting? You used to be so fond and so proud of my
painting. Tell me, dear, what does she know better V’

That little touchin^ and nateral appeal about the music and

paintin^ saved her that time. She got put off with a kiss, which

she didn’t hardly hope for, and that made it doubly sweet. What
people hope for, they think at last they have a right to, and luhen

they are disappointed, they actilly think they are ill-used; but un-

expected luck makes the heart dance, and it saved her from bearin’

what she did arterwards, for the unfeelin’ rascal was agoin to tell her

that what Mrs. Glass knew, that was better, was how to make a

puddin’. Well, the child hope painted was to be a blessin’, not a

little angel, that aint good enough
;
but a cherubim or seraphim at

least. Well, it did resemble them in one respect, for ‘Ghey con-

tinually do cry.” What a torment it was ! Teethin’, hoopin’-cough,

measles, scarlatina, the hives, the snuffles, the croup, the influenza,

and the Lord knows what, ail came to pay their respects to it. Just

as fast as one plague of Egypt went, another came.

Well, if the nursery told ’em how foolish it was to hope, the

world told ’em in rougher language the same thing at a time when
the temper was too sour to bear it. The pretty boys, what are they ?

Pretty birds I Enough to break their parents’ hearts, if they was
as hard as flints. And their galls, their sweet galls, that had nur-

sery-governesses, and fashionable boarden-schools, and music masters,

and Erench masters, and A?/etalian masters, and German masters

(for German is worth both French and Ayetalian put together; it

will take you from Antwerp to Russia, and from the Mediterranean

to the Baltic), and every other master, and mistress, and professor,

and lecturer worth havin’
;
and have been brought out into company

according to rule— (I never liked that regular-built bringin’ out of

galls
;

its too business-like, too much like showin’ a filly’s paces at

a fair, like bangin’ a piece of goods out of the window—if you fancy

the article, and will give the price, I guess it’s likely we’ll come to

tarms, for she is on hand, and to be disposed of)—well, arter all this

hope of dear Minna, and Brenda, and Ulla, and Nina : what did

hope do, the villain ? Why he looked into the drawin’-room, where
they were all ready to receive company, with mamma (that dear

little mamma, that it seems as if she was only married the other

day, so slight, so sweet, so fairy-like, and so handsome. I don’t

wonder Hubby,” as she called her husband, fell in love with her;

but now a great, fat, coarse, blowsy, cross woman, that I wouldn’t

swear didn’t paint, and, don’t mention it— yes ! drink her Cologne

water too). Well, hope peeped in at the winder, and looked at

those accomplished young ladies, with beautiful foreign and romantic

names, and screamed like a loon at the sight of a gun. He vowed
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they nearly scared him to death
;

for they were as ugly as old Satan^s

eldest daughter, her they call Deadly Nightshade.

Hope is a slippery geutleiuan, and has cheated more fools than

ever love did, for many people pretend to love that don’t. Many a

feller, while he was a kissen of a gall, and had one arm round her

waist, slipped the other into her pockets to feel what was there, and
many a woman has inquired (no that aint fair, I swow, I won’t say

that, I ought to be kicked if I did)
;
but there is many a gall whoso

friends inquire, not into a man’s character, but into his brdauce at

his banker’s, and if that aint good, into his family interest, for

friends are better than money,” and fish that won’t take a worm,
will jump clean stark naked out of the water at red hackle.

But love is neither here nor there
;
the rael neat article, like rael

best Yarginy backey, is a scarce thing; it’s either very coarse, or a

counterfeit, something you wouldn’t touch with a pair of tongs, or

something that is all varnish, venear, and glue. The moment it is

heated it warps, and then falls to pieces. Love is a pickpocket—
hope is a forger. Love robs a gall and desarts her, and the sooner

she is rid of him the better, for she is young, and the world is left

to her, at any rate. Hope coaxes her to hoard up for the future,

and she listens to the villain, and places her happiness in years to

come
;
and when that long future arrives (a pretty short story arter

all, for it so soon comes), and she goes to draw on this accumulated

fund, the devil a cent is there
;
hope has drawd it all out, and gone

to California.

Love and hope are both rascals. I don’t pity any folks that is

cheated by hope, it sarves them right, for all natur’ is agin hope.
“ Good and evil seldom come where they are expected^’ We haute

no right to rely on anybody but on Providence and ourselves.

Middle men, or agents in a general way, are evil spirits, but hope is

the devil.

I do pity a feminine tho’, that is cheated by love, for by listenin’

to the insinivations of the accomplished rascal, she don’t know that

the voice of natur’ is in his favour, tho’ he does. But I don’t pity

a he crittur at all. His strength, vanity, and want of principle, will

carry him through anythin’. The spur wonH hurt where the hide is

thick. I don’t go agin love,^t’s only Cupid’s love, boy love, calf

love, and Cupid ought to be sarved like a calf. With us we veal a

calf at four weeks, in England they keep him three months
;
but

Cupid, like the calves, ought to have his throat cut at one age or the.

other.

Man’s love and woman’s love is a sensible thing, and a natural

thing, and I approbate it, provided it is founded on—but I aint a

goin’ to preach. Day and night are given to work, to glorify, to jol-

lify, and sleep. What right have we to take this day’s happiness,

bottle it up, and pnt it away for ten years, and say, We will then
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have a splendiferous spree, uncork it, and get riproarious with delight ?

Take your daily bread, and be thankful; but don’t pray to the Lord
to lay up for you the loaves for years to come to make you rich.

Many a man has died ahoiit the time his great baking of bread

came out of his oven.

Love, like the small-pox, comes in the nateral way, and you can’t

help it; but hope is different; all experience is agin it; and yet,

like sin, every one indulges in it, privately or publicly. Look at

that boy, now
;
he hopes I am goin’ to make his father a squire or

justice of the peace. I haven’t the power, and don’t know as I

would if I could. But tarnation ! I never said I would. All I did

say was, he ought to be. Yf'ell, so he ought, if he was worth a far-

thin’. On that little compliment he has framed, raised, boarded in

and shingled up a considerable buildin’ of hope. And don’t every-

body do the same? Why to be sure they do. ^^When my Uncle

Sam dies,” sais my nephew, Sam Munroe, I shall get all his money.”

He is quite sure of it
;

his hope is so strong, and so is his

mother’s and father’s too. They all hope as hard as they can. TYell,

I intend to marry soon, and I guess I don’t hope, for I aint such a

fool
;
but I guess I may have a little Sam Slick of my own, and

then where is all their hopes ? Gone to the four winds and all their

pints, includin’ 0/?yander the black cook’s favourite one—west and

by east, half south. Then new hopes spring up; Uncle Sam will

get me a situation under government, for he knows everybody amost.

And Uncle Sam guesses he may; but as it don’t depend on him
altogether, and it is as like as not he might fail, all he sais is he’ll

try; but in the meantime, don’t depend on it; work as if you never

thought of it. You can’t live on hope, and hope deferred makes
the heart sick.

Yi’ell, the critter don’t look pleased at that answer—that sensible

answer—that answer that is accordin’ to the natur of things and the

working of Providence, and he is huffy, slams his hat on, sticks his

lips out and bangs the door arter him as he struts off, and his father

is sulky, and his mother looks down in the mouth. They hoped
better things of Uncle Sam. He ain’t got no nateral affection; he

has travelled about the world so much, he don’t care for no one now.

Single men get selfish; but they stilf/mj^e, because they intend to

teaze me into it. So they at it again. They hope to wheedle me
too, if teazin’ won’t answer.

“ Oh, Sam I” says sister Sail, and railly there is no restin’ of her

when she gets at you, she has such winnin’ ways about her, and

smiles so sweet, and looks to my mind handsomer than when she was

a gall. Well, she watches her chance—for hope keeps her wide

awake—and wdien she sees me dressed up for a party, in my best

London and Paris dress, she takes hold of my "whisker, and gives it

a little better curl and set with her finger. Sam,” sais she, how
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ivell you do look ! I wouldn’t go out to this party, only I feel so

proud of you, and I do like to see folks look up to you so. Your
last visit to Europe did a great deal for you

;
it improved you so

much.”
. Do you think so ?” sais I.

Think !” sais she, a tossin’ up of her pretty little head, and a sha-

kin’ of her beautiful ringlets, and a kissin’ of me. don’t think

about it at all, I know it, and it’s generally allowed to be so, it has

made you quite a man of the world, it has rubbed off all rusticity,

or what Cooper calls provincial look.”

Oh ! ho I” sais I to myself, see how the cat jumps, there is

a gold chain, or a bracelet, or a cameo, or somethin’ or another

wanted. Well I’ll play her off a little while and she shall have it,

the dear little critter, and welcome. Oh ! Lord, a man of the world !

Sally,” sais I,
‘‘ Sally,” pretending to look all taken aback, I am

sorry to hear that.”

Why, dear ?” sais she.

Because, Sally, a man of the world has no heart, and I begin

to think mine aint so big or soft as it used to be.”

How can you say so, Sam ?” sais she, and then comes another

kiss.

Better so, Sally dear,” sais I. ^^If I was as soft as I onct was,

when I was always in love with every gall I romped with, (and I

never see one that I didn’t make right after), perhaps, I’d go strait

off, marry in haste and repent at leisure.”

Well, that word marry always set her a swollerin’ her breath, as

folks do to keep down the hickups. Sally railly does love me, and

no mistake
;
but somehow or somehow else, it strikes me it would

take her a good while to like my wife (though she will have to try

some day), for that would knock her hopes all to squash.

^^Marry !” said she; why I’m sure there aint any one half good

enough for you here, Sam, so you needn’t be afeard of failin’ in love

to-night; but I wasn’t thinkin’ of the galls,” said she, a-colorin’ up
out of consciousness. ^^I was thinkin’ of the men.”
Some how or another, natur don’t seem to approbate anything

that aint the clear grit. The moment a lady goes to conceal an arti-

fice, if, instead of hiding it with her petticoats, she covers it with

blushes, Gruilty !” sais you at once. “ There is the marks of blood

in your face.”

‘‘So you warn’t thinkin’ of the galls, eh, Sally? How like a

woman that was !”

“ Sara,” sais she, a-colorin’ up again most beautiful, “ do behave

yourself. I thought you was improved, but now I don’t see you are

a bit altered. But, as I was sayin’, the men all look up so to you.

They respect you so much, and are kind of proud of you—they’d do

anything for you. Now, Amos Kendle is to be there to-night, one
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of the Secretaries of State. Couldn^t you speak to liim about Sam ?

He’d provide for him in a minute. It’s amost a grand chance
;
a

word from you would do the business at onct—he won’t refuse 31 ow.”

Well, it aint easy to say no to a woman, especially if that woman is

a sister, and you love that sister as I do Sally. But sometimes they

must listen to reason (though hope don’t know such a tarm as that),

and hear sense (though hope says that’s heathen G-reek) so, I have
to let her down easy.

Sally dear,” sais I, a-takin’ of her hand, ^^Amos is a democrat,

and I am a Whig, and they mix about as easy as ile and water
;
and

the democrats are at the top of the ladder now; and in this great

nation each party takes all the patronage for its own side. It’s a

thing just onpossible, dear. Wait until the Whigs come in, and
then I’ll see what I can do. But, Sally, I don’t approbate offices

for young men. Let them aim their own grub, and not eat the

bread of the State. It aint half so sioeet, nor half so much to be

depended on. Poor Sally !” thinks I, hope will be the death of

you yet,” for she said, in a faint voice :

Well, Sam, you know best. I trust all to you; my hope is in

you,” and she sot down, and looked awful pale, held a smellin’-bottle

to her nose, and I thought she would have fainted.

Well, to make a long story short, one fine day in flies Sally to my
room, all life, animation and joy.

Oh ! Sam,” sais she, I have great news for you ?”

Has the blood-mare got a colt ?” sais I.

Ho !” sais she
;

how stupid you are !”

Has the Berkshire pig arrived from England ?”

I knew in course what was cornin’, but I just did it to tease her.

^^No, Sam,” said she, a-throwin’ her arms round my neck,

a-laughin’, kissin’, and cryin’, half-distracted all at the same time,

^^no, Sam, the Whigs have carried their man for President. Now’s
the time for Sam ! you’ll get'an office for him

;
won’t you, dear?”

I’ll try, dear. Pack up my things, and I’ll start for Washington

to-night
;

but, Sally, dear, some how I don’t think I can do much
for Sam

;
he aint known in politics, and its party men, active men,

and influential men that gets places. I might obtain a foreign

appointment for myself, if I wanted it.”

Oh ! of course you could if you wanted it,” she replied, ‘^for

you’d try then.”

There is no keepin’ off a woman
;

if coaxin’ won’t do, they give

you a sly touch on the raw; but I takes that poke, and goes on.

Because they aint always confined to party
;
but as for a boy

like Sam, I don’t know, but I’ll try.”

Well, what, sais President, Collector of Customs at New Port,

Rhode Island? Why Mr. Slick, it’s worth three thousand a-year.”

Exactly
;

that’s the reason why I asked for it.”
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onpossible, Sir.^^

“Well, Cape Cod? Let me see two thousand five hundred dol-

lars.’^

“ Too large, Sir, the party will never consent to it for an unknown
boy; and even you, Mr. Slick, though one of us, donT mix in poli-

tics; but stop, ITl see what I can do,^^ and he turns over a large book

of places, names, and salaries; at last he sais : “Here’s a vacancy

that nobody has asked for. I’ll make him United States’ Consul for

Turks Island, in the West Indies
;

it’s worth three thousand dollars

a-year, if he don’t object to the yaller-fevcr,” he said, laughin’, “the
ophthalmia, the absence of whites, and the presence of the many
blacks, and can do without fresh provisions

;
it’s a good ofiice, for I

defy him to spend his income, and he may add to it by trade. I am
sorry I have nothin’ better to ofier him; but if you, Mr. Slick, would
like a diplomatic station, I shall be happy to nominate you to the

Senate for other considerations weigh there as well as party. Wash-
ington Irving goes to Spain, which he has illustrated. You are

favourably known as attacM to our embassy to St. Jimes’
;

if you
would like any part of the Mediterranean, or the north of Europe,

why—”
“Thank you. Sir,” sais I, “I prefer private to public life, and

will let you know the young gentleman’s determination as soon as I

return.”

When I came home, Sally didn’t cry : oh ! of course not, women don’t

know how, when she saw all her hopes broken to pieces, like a flower-

pot that falls off a stand, leavin’ nothin’ but dirt, broken crockery,

and squashed roses on the carpet. And Sam didn’t stalk about the

room, and hold up his head straight like a crane that’s half choked
swallowin’ a great bull frog, and talk nonsense, and threaten to lick

the President if ever he caught him to Slickville. Oh no ! boys

never do that
;
and they didn’t coax and persuade me to take a foreign

mission, on purpose to have Sam as attache. Oh no ! of course not

;

that would have looked selfish, and askin’ too much of Uncle. I

wonder if there is such a thing as asking too much of an uncle.

Thinks I, when the Lord don’t send children, the devil sends

nephews and nieces. Well, hope, like an alder-bush near a ditch in

the dike, as soon as it is cut down springs right up again, and puts

forth five or six stems instead of one. There is a new hope for Sam,
who railly is a handsome feller, and if he was a little taller would be
most as handsome as his Uncle.

“Well, what is it, Sally?”

“Why, I think he will marry Miss Crowningshield, the great

heiress. Her father made a million dollars in ile, and left it all to

her. Oh I I hope to goodness he will take my advice. She is very

fond of him, and meets him more than half way. Wouldn’t that

be grand, Sam ?”
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Well,- 1 didn't say a word.

Sam, why don't you speak ? Why Sam, what ails you ?"

Sally dear," sais I, “ take care. This fortin commenced in ile,

and will eend in blubber, as sure as the world, see if it don't."

Well, it did
;

either he didn’t go the right way to work, or she

jilted him; but they didn’t hitch horses together. Sail took to her

bed, and nearly cried her eyes out, and Sam took to a likely young
heifer, that had just money enough to pay their passage, and spliced

and set off to California. He will do better now he is away from

his mother, if he works like a nigger day and night, aint afraid of

hot suns and cold rivers, has good luck in diggin’, and don't get

robbed, burnt out, or murdered.

Hope will be the death of poor Sally yet. She goes it as strong

as ever, now, on Joshua Hopewell Munroe, the second boy; and if

they would only let hopin' alone, I make no doubt but he'd do.

^‘No, no!" as I said to my nephew, when he went to the Pacific,

^Uiope ought to be struck out of the dictionary. JDo your duty^

Sam, and trust to Providence ; have no hope and no fear ; regard

the present and not the future, except that future beyond the grave,

and for that the loord is faith.”

Squire, what effect do you think that had on him ? and this I will

say, though I say it that shouldn't say it, it's good advice. Why
the hopeful youth just winked to his wife, as much as to say. How
wise he is, aint he ? Exactly, uncle," sais he

;
we shall have as

happy a life of it as the jolly old pair in the song had, who
“ ‘ Nor hoped, nor feared, nor laughed, nor cried,

And so they lived, and so they died.’

Good bye, uncle;" and after they got out into the entry, I could

hear them laugh like anything at it. Poor boy ! he is the wrack of

a house that hope built.

V

CHAPTER XIII.

THE HOUSE WITHOUT HOPE.

While the boy was goin' for Eldad Nickerson, I walked into the

house of Mr. Peter Potter, the door of which stood invitinly or

carelessly open, and went to the fire, where Peter sat smokin' a pipe.

He was about as cross-grained, morose, ongainly, forbiddin' a lookin'

man as ever I sot eyes on. He was tilted back on his chair, which

he balanced with the toes of his boots. He wore his hat, to save

the trouble of taking it on or off
;
and a month's beard, to save the

trouble of shavin'. He neither got up, nor looked up, nor spoke;
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but seemed listening to a green stick of wood, that was what is

called singing or hissing, as the heat of the fire drove out the sap.

Poverty, despair, and dogged bad temper, was stamped on his face

in big print. I guess he had got out of bed the wrong way that

mornin’.

Everything depends on how a man gets up. It^s a great secret,

that. If it is done wrong leg foremost, or wrong eend fust, you are

wrong all day, cross as old scratch
;
and tlio wisest thing is to give

you a wide berth, lest you should fly off the handle. And if the

right leg, or the right side, or right eend, as the case may be, comes

up as it ought, why then you’ll do pretty well that day, like Old
Blowhard, if tliey don’t rile you. But t’other way, is like the sun

risin’, and goin’ into a cloud right off; it’s a sure sign of a storm, or

a juicy day.

Peter had got up wrong, or never turned in right, or didn’t know
the dodge of gettin’ out of bed properly. The apartment in which
he sat was both a kitchen, and common sitting-room. It was clean,

but scantily and wretchedly furnished. Everythin’ betokened great

poverty. Much of the glass of the windows was broken, and its

place supplied by shingles, and what was left was patched with the

fragments of those that had been shattered. The dresser contained

but few articles of crockery, and those of the commonest kind, of

different patterns, and of indispensable use. A common deal table,

a bench, and three or four ricketty chairs, with two round pieces of

birch, apparently sawed from a log of fire-wood, for seats, that stood

on each side of the chimney, was all that the room contained.

Onlike other houses of the same kind, belongin’ to people of his

class, which are generally comfortable, and bear some marks of thrift

and good cheer, this exhibited nothin’ to feed or work upon. No
hams hung thmptin’ from the rafters. No hanks of yarn kivered

the walls, and no spinnin’-wheel showed a partnership with sheep.

High up, within the large open fire-place, and on either side of the

jams, were two hard-wood rods, that severally supported about a

dozen gaspereaux, or alewives, that were undergoin’ the process of

smokin’
;
while in one corner of the room stood a diminutive scoop-

net, by the aid of which the eldest boy, apparently, had provided

this scanty supply of food for the family. A heavy, old-fashiened

musket was slung between the windows, and was probably the

travellin’ companion of its owner, for the special benefit of consta-

bles and wild-fowl, both of which are naturally shy in a place so

much frequented by sailors.

It was a scene not easily forgotten, especially in a country like

Nova Scotia, where common industry supplies in abundance all the

ordinary wants of a family. Proceedin’ to the fire-place, I addressed

the immoveable and silent owner.
Mornin’,” sais I, friend. By your leave I’ll light a cigar by
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youl And suitin’ the action to the word, I took up a coal,
^

Slowed it, and lit one
. ^

That’s right,” said he, “ help yourself fust, and then ask leave.”

Peter, aint you ashamed ?” said his wife, who stood near the
^

dresser, apparently desirous of escaping observation.

No, I aint.” i

Well, then, you ought to be.”
\

Friend,” sais I (for if I blow a coal, I never blow up conten-
|

tion), “ friend,” sais I, (and I took no notice of what he said, for I !

was detarmined to make him talk in spite of himself. I never see \

the man yet, where I had the chance, that I couldn’t draw him out, j

as easy as nail-rod iron), friend,” sais I, ^^will you try a cigar? it’s ?

a first chop article.” '

?

‘^No; I don’t smoke them,” he said; can’t afford them.”

Well, here is a fig of best Yarginny tobacky. You don’t often I

see the like in these diggins; take that.”

He held his hand out without speakin’ a word, half-ashamed to

refuse, and half-unwillin’ to accept it, and I dropt it in.

And now,” sais I, friend, I must be a movin’. Good-bye. I

am obliged to you for the loan of that are coal, for I left my fire-

works behind.” And I turned and went to the door, to intercept

the boy, so that he mightn’t give my name
;
for I am well known on

the Shelburne coast, having set up a clock in every house in the

county almost. We met at the threshold.
“ Mr. Nickerson,” said he, will be here torectly. Sir.”

'

All right, my lad. Now, here’s the half-dollar you aimed.

You see how easy money is aimed by them that’s willin’ to work.

You’re a smart lad, and would make a smart man, if you had a

chance. Now, cross over that neck; under the bank is a boat. Tell

them that’s in it to hold on there for me; and do you wait till I come,

and I will give you a quarter-dollar more.”

Yes, Sir,” said the boy, all animation, and was going to start off

again, when I said

:

^^And boy !”

^^Yes, Sir.” .

^^Do you know Jabe Lunn?”
Yes, Sir; he lives close by.”

“Well, he used to be the laziest rascal in all Shelburne county.

If you will ax him to come and swing on the gate with me for half

an hour, and suck sugar-barley, I will give you another quarter-

dollar, for I haute got a soul to talk to, and my tongue is getting

rusty on the hinge. Now off like a shot.”

I followed him an instant with my eye, and then said, loud enough
to myself to be heard inside :

“ A plaguy smart boy that— well-man-

nered, too—and the gracious knows where he got such nice manners
from !” Then I took a step or two forward, and then suddenly re-
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turned, and looked in. “ G-ood-bye, old man,^^ sais I, a raisin’ of

my voice, see you are dumb; I bone you aint deef;” and I saun-

tered towards the road, for I knew I should be called back. I had

sowed the seeds of curiosity— perhaps jealousy— about Nickerson.

High words succeeded my departure
;
and the wife soon followed me,

and besought me to wait for Mr. Nickerson. She said her husband
was subject to these gloomy fits, and this one was passin’ ofi". Poor
thing ! like all wives, she made every excuse but the right one, and
that was that he was a nasty cross-grained critter, that wanted a good

quiltin’ to warm his blood— for warm blood makes a warm heart,

that’s a fact. Well, back I went. I gained my pint. I wanted to

examine the critter, and probe the sore points, and see what on airth

ailed him.

^^Come, Sir,” sais she, ^^sit down please.” And she took her

apron, and wiped the dust off the chair—a common country practice

—and took another herself.

^‘Come to preach, I suppose?” said old Peter, who had found his

tongue at last.

No, my friend, I am not ordained
;
and them that aint, have got

somethin’ to larn themselves.”

Come to lectur’, perhaps ?”

^^No,” sais I, ‘‘1 have not come to lectur’ you.”

don’t mean that,” he said, for curiosity, when once started,

aint easy kept in
;

I mean call a meetin’, read a lectur’, and pass

round the hat.”

‘^No,” sais I, don’t put my money in my hat, but in my
pocket. Come here,” sais I, “my beautiful little curly-headed boy,

and Pll show you the pocket is better than the hat;” and I took out

a silver threepenny bit, and a large copper half-penny.
“ Go to the gentleman,” said the mother.

“Now,” sais I, “which will you have?”
Well, child-like, he took the biggest.

“My friend,” said I, “ that big fellow promises the most, but can

do the least. That small white chap is just worth three of him, tho’

he don’t look like it. Don’t trust professions when you grow up.”
“ Oh ! I see,” said Peter, relapsin’ into his sulkiness, “I see now,

you are a canvasser ?”

“No, I aint,” said I. “I hate, and despise, and detest politicians

of all sorts, sizes, shapes, and names.”
“ The devil you do !” said he. “ So do I.”

“Ah ha!” sais I, “that’s one o’ the places the shoe pinches.”
“ But maybe,” and he still looked dissatisfied, “ maybe you are a

lawyer chap ?”

“ Maybe I aint,” sais I
;
“ for I don’t calculate to live on the fol-

lies, the vices, the crimes, and misfortins of others, but to aim my
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bread like an honest man. Take care of that bit of silver, my little

boy/^ sais I. Don’t give it to a lawyer when you grow up.”

What mout your name be said Potter, turning half round,

and takin’ a look at me.

Well,” said I, ^^it mout be Mr. Samuel;” I thought Pd keep
back Slick, for I knew he wouldn’t talk if he discovered who I was.

Samuel !” said he. I knew a man oncet of that name. He
was a Jew. He used to come from Meremachi, and traded here in

jewel’ry.”

^H’ve heard of him,” said I; Samuel the Jew. But don’t you
know that a man may have an everlastin’ long beard like you, or be
called Samuel like me, and yet neither of us be Jews. I never had
but four jewels in my life, and them my father gave me. They
have made my fortin.”

^ Master Samuel,’ said he, (I came very near lettin’ the cat out

of the bag by sayin’ Sam), ^ I have four jewels for you.’

Well, it made my eyes twinkle.

^‘^Now,’ thinks I, ^won’tlmake the galls stare. What might
they be like, Sir V said I.

<^^Why,’ sais he, ‘•first, rise early; secondly, work hard; thirdly,

be frugal; fourthly, pay as you go.’ Heavens and airth ! how dis-

appointed I was.

“Aint that a nice story, my little boy ?” for he had got interested,

and had come close to me.
“ Yes, Sir, it is.”

^AVell, it is almost as pretty as you be. But never forget it,

they will make you a man as they have me. ‘ Do you call them
jewels, father?’ said I.

“ ‘ Yes, I do,’ said he
;

‘ and worth more, too, than all the gewgaws
of stones, glass beads called brilliants, and gold settin’s and fixin’s

in the world.”
“ No, I am no Jew.”
Well, arter all this palaver,” said old Stick-in-the-mud, ^^what

are you arter ?”

am arter another coal of fire,” said I, ^Do light a fresh cigar

with. For goodness gracious sake, don’t grudge me that. Give me
a light; and if you don’t, you may go to the devil, and I will go to

Texas.”

Peter! Peter!” said his wife, risin’ up, ^Dxre you a goin’ for to

drive the gentleman out of the house agin ? Oh dear ! oh dear

!

My goodness, it aint often we see the likes of him here, who merely

asks to light his pipe, sits down and talks like one of us, and has no
pride.”

Oh ho ! sais I to myself, there is another place the shoe pinches.

I’ll find the sore spots by-and-byc.

Hold your jaw,” says he, will you ? You don’t know what
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you are a talkin’ about. Who the devil are you ?” said old Peter,

addressing me. I don’t know, and you don’t seem willing to tell

me
;
but I like your talk, and you are welcome to wait here for

Eldad. You warn’t born yesterday, I know.”
“1 guess not,” said I; “I was born thirty-five years ago. Well,”

sais I, there is another thing I want.”

thought so,” said he; knew you were arter somethin’.

People don’t force their talk or their company on others for nothin’

and he sot down and looked as ugly and as cross as ever. What
is it you are arter?”

^^Why,” sais I, ^^you have given me a little fire, couldn’t you
give me a drop of water. The Shelburne water is the best in the

world. I have got a little mite of brandy in this flask,” taking it

out of my pocket, and I should like to take some with you before

we part, unless you grudge the water as much as you did the fire
;
if

you do, you may keep it to put it out afore you go to bed. Come,
old fellow,” said I, tappin’ him on the shoulder, don’t be grumpy,
you will never see me agin arter to-day; and if you hain’t no objec-

tion, give me the bucket, and I’ll go and draw a little fresh water

from the well, and we’ll liquor.”

Draw water ?” said he, risin’ up slowly in astonishment. “ How
the plague do you know where the well is ?”

How the plague do I know that you owe Lock and Key of

Ragged Island, and Snow of Shelburne? How do I know that

Muir builds for Fairbanks and Allison? That you aint a squire,

though you ought to be ? That Jabe Lunn is lazy, and Eldad
Nickerson is a good pilot ? Come, give me the bucket, the well is

under the willow-tree there to the right, near the road.”

Mother,” said he, did you ever hear the like of that ?”

Never,” said she.

^^Nor I either,” said he; ^^but needs must when the devil drives,

so here goes,” and ofp he went for the water.

Mister,” said his wife, when he was gone, I see you have been
about here afore, and know who we are, tho’ we don’t know who
you be.”

That’s a fact,” sais I.

My poor husband is dissatisfied and discouraged
;
talk to him, do

Sir, if you please, for you talk different from anybody else. I saw
you was detarmined to make him speak to you, and nobody, I do
believe, could have done it but yourself, because you don’t want
nothin’ of him, and now he will tell you anythin’ you like. Do en-

courage him if you can, pray do. Sir
;
he is down-hearted and down

in the world, he says he is past hope. It’s dreadful to hear him
talk that way !”

Come, bear a hand,” sais I, my old boy, for I want a drop of

somethin’ to drink (not that I cared about it, but I guessed 7ie did")

11 *
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Try that, it will warm the cockles of your heart, and then let us

have a dish of chat, for my time is short, and I must be a movin'

soon. How do you like that, eh? It aint bad, is it?''

Well, it aint," said he, ^‘that's a fact."

^^Now," sais I, ^^my friend sit down and talk. I have told you
what I aint, now tell me what you aint."

Well," sais he, aint a Papist, I can't abide them, with their

masses, holy water, and confessions."

They have as good right to be Papists, as you have to be a Pro-

testant," sais I
;

and the world is wide and large enough for both

of you. Let them alone, and they will let you be, if they can.

Perhaps you are a churchman ?"

No, I don't hold to them either, their ministers are too proud

;

they talk down to you like as if you only onderstood a little common
English, but don't take you up to them, do you comprehend?"

Exactly," sais I, I take
;
but help yourself to a little of that

are old particular Cogniac, for talking is dry work. Exactly, but

you don't comprehend. You couldn't onderstand plain English if

you was to die for it. If you was to go to Yorkshire, or Somerset-

shire, or Cornwall, or any of them counties where plain English is

spoken, you couldn't onderstand one word of it, any more nor if it

was French. Plain English aint plain at all
)

it's like common sense,

the most oncommon thing in the world. And if they was to take

you up to them, it would be half Latin and G-reek, and you couldn't

comprehend that
;
and as for pride, aint there a little mite or morsel

of that in your not acknowledgin' a superior?"

^^That are a fact," said his wife, ^^1 am a churchwoman myself;

and I often tell him it aint the parson that's proud, but him."

Mother," said he, will you hold your tongue ? because if you
won't, you had better leave the room. You don't know what you
are a-talking about."

Come," sais I, go on
;

for there is nothin', next to work, I

love so much as talk. By ivorh you get money
^
hy talk you get

knoioledge.’^

Well, the methodist preachers are as proud as the church par-

sons, and better paid," said he.

So much the better for you," said I, ^Hor they want the less from
you."

“Want, is it?" said he. “ Why they all want something or an-

other. There was a Latter-Day Saint came here last Sabbath month
from the Cape to preach. They say he is a great wracker, helps the

poor people's things ashore, and lets the owners swim for it. Well,

his horse was as fat as a seal, and shined in the sun so as nearly to

put your eyes out.

“ ^ Friend Potter,' said he, “ they all call you friend when the hat

is to go round, ^ a marciful man is marciful to his beast.' Thinks I
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to m}^self I wonder if you are marciful to your wife, for slie is as

thin as a crow, and if all your wracks are no better than her, the

trade wouldnH be worth follerin\^^

Peter, Peter,^' said his wife, ^‘how loosely you talk.”

I wish your tongue warn’t so loose,” said he, what business is it

of yours how I talk ? ^Mr. Potter,' said the preacher, ^ have you are

a lock of hay to spare ?'

^ No,' sais I, ^ I haint. Hay is six pounds a ton here, and mine

is fed out long ago. My cattle is most starved, and is now to the

liftin'.'

^ Well,' sais he, ^have you are a dog-fish you don't want?'

Yes,' sais I, ‘ plenty. Some I try out for ile, and some I use

for manure. What do you want of 'em ?'

^ Pll tell,' said he. ^ That are horse that is so fat and shiny has

eat only a few hundredweight of hay since last fall
;
two dog-fish a

day did all the rest of the feedin', and look at him, aint he a

pictur' ?"'

^^Is that a fact, Mr. Potter?'' sais I.

nateral truth,” said he.

“ Well, my friend, that is the good of talk, as I told you, you larn

something by it. I never heard that afore, and to poor fishermen

it's worth more than all the boards of agriculture ever did for them.

By.and-bye Pll tell you somethin' you don't know, for swapjping

facts is better than sioappmg horses any time”
Yes,” said Peter, looking wise, go to hear all religionists, but

hitch on to none.”

‘^That’s natural,” sais I, ^for a man that hnows less than any or

more than all of them. But I didn't mean to ax you what sect you
belonged to. Like you, I don't belong to any sect; but like your

wife, I belong to the Church
;
however, I never talk of these things.

What I should like to know is—what you are ?''

^^Oh, now I understand you,” said he; ^^oh! I am neither con-

sarvative nor liberal. I have no hope in either of them. In fact 1

am desperate, and I have no hope. I don't put my hope in princes,

for I never saw one
;
nor on any son of man, for all men are liars

;

nor on any son of a gun of a governor, for though they don't lie,

they don't speak the truth. All they say is I'll see, which means
I'll see you out of the house, or I'll inquire, which means I'll in-

quire for an excuse. I hope I may be hanged—

”

Oh ! Peter Potter, how you talk,” interrupted his wife.

Mother, will you hold your tongue now, I tell you;'' said her

spouse.

Your wife is right,” sais I, don't hope to be hanged, or you
will be disappointed, say wish.”

Well, call it what you like. May I be hanged if ever I hope

again.”
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‘^Why what on airtli’s the matter?’^

Matter/^ said he, ‘^everything is the matter. Things is so high

yon can’t live here now.”
“ So much the better for a poor man all over America,” sais I,

“ for if you raise less, the price rises in proportion
;

all you’ve got

to do is to work harder, and you’ll grow rich.”

“ The fish,” he continued, ‘‘ ain’t so plenty as they used to be

;

the rot’s in the potaters
;
and the weavel in the v/heat; and the devil

in everything.”

“ Why man alive,” sais I, “ how easy it is to grumble
;

if it was

only as hard as work, all the world would be well to do in a gineral

way I reckon. As for wheat, you never raised any, so you can’t

complain of the weavel, and as to potatoes, fifty bushels was about

your biggest crop, for you like superfine Yankee flour better. And
as to luck in the mackerel fishery, do you calculate to be so lucky

as for them to come to you, or are you too lazy to go to them ? There

aint a single vessel gone from this coast yet, folks are so tarnel

sleepy
;
and I saw with my own eyes thirty-six sail of Yankee fish-

ermen, this blessed day, one-half returnin’ deep loaded, and the

other goin’ on the second trip. Some folks are too lazy to live.”

“ That are a nateral fact,” said his wife again, who, after all,

seemed determined to have her own way a little, as well as her hus-

band.

“Woman,” said he, imploringly, finding the current against him,
“ now do hold your tongue, will you ?”

“No, I won’t hold my tongue,” she replied with spirit; “I have

as good a right to talk as you have. Oh, wife ! oh, husband !” said

she, “ the gentleman talks sense, and you know it.”

To preserve the peace, I said, “ I wonder what keeps Eldad Nick-

erson so long ?” and then I took out my watch, and pretended to

look puzzled. “If he don’t come to me soon,” sais I, “I must go

to him, that’s a fact. But what on airth had either Consarvatives

or Liberals to do with either the weavel, the rot, or the run of fish ?”

“Well, not exactly all mixed up that way,” said he; “but added

up, they are too much to stand. There is no hope for a poor man,
but to lie down and die.”

“It would be better for their widders,” said I, “if one-half of

’em did.”

“So say I,” said his spouse, who seemed to think there might be

some hope then.

“Well, but what have politicians done?”
“ Bone I” said he

;
“ why, done nothin’, or done things brown.

Didn’t the Consarvatives appoint that consaited nincumpoop and jack-

ass, Mr. Ryder Kitcum, to lay out the road-money right in front of

my door, year after year? Warn’t that enough to raise the dander

of a Quaker ? And then, arter I turned tail, and voted for the
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Radicals, and fit and got licked awful, they actilly wouldnH appoint

me hog-reave.'’^

I shouldn’t account that ofiice no great honor,” said I, nor

profit nother.”

lYell,” said he, with a sigh of regret at this review of the extent

of his misery, the honor, perhaps, was no great loss
;
hut the profit

was considerable. Most of the male folks here go a fishing : well,

in course, while they are away in the fall, their pigs will get out

into the highway; and then a man that does his duty, which I

always strive my best to do, nabs them in a minute, advertises them

for sale right off, and as there is no one to bid, buys them up for

half nothin’. They actilly fed my family all winter.”

Well, I never,” said Mrs. Potter, in all my born days ! Why,
Peter, you have ‘told that fib so often, you actilly believe it now
yourself.”

Well, well,” sais I to myself, ^Hhis chap is a bit of a scounderal

at bottom, after all
;

or else he is so ignorant, he don’t know right

from wrong. Mr. Potter,” said I, that may be accordin’ to Pro-

vince law, but, depend upon it, it’s agin the moral law. I don’t

wonder them hogs was hard to disgest, and made you feel all the time

as if you had nothin’ to do, but lie down and sleep till you died. It

was your pork, and not your care, that was too heavy. Come, cheer

up, man.” .

After a pause, he said, You have the eye of a lawyer, and the

tongue of a minister; but, after all, what is the use of talking? I

am in a regular, tormented frizzle of a fix. I am tied hand and foot,

, and I can’t help myself, nohow I can work it. But, it’s my own
fault; I can’t blame nobody but myself. What’s done, is done; but

sometimes, when I sit down and think over what is past, and what a

fool I have been, I nearly go distracted ;” and he struck his fore-

head with his clenched fist, and looked the very pictur of despair

;

and in the bitterness of his heart, said he wished he was dead.
‘‘ You can’t swim long agin the current, stranger,” he continued,
“ without cuttin’ your throat as a pig does; and if that don’t happen,

you soon get tired out, and the waters carry you down, and you are

foundered for ever.”

^^Try an eddy,” said I; ^^you ought to know enough of the

stream of life to find one of them
;
and then you would work up

river as if it was fiood-tide. At the end of the eddy is still water,

where you can rest for another struggle.”

^Wes,” said he, bitterly; ^^and at the end of life, there’s the

grave, where the struggle is over. It is too late now : I have no
hope.”

Mr. Potter,” said I, poverty is full of privations, vexatious,

and mortifications, no doubt, and is hard to bear. The heart of man
is naturally proud, and poverty humbles it to the dust; but poverty
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can be endured— honest poverty
;
and so can misfortin, provided

memory don’t charge it to our own folly, as it does in your case.”

^^Oh, Sir!” said he, ^^when I look back sometimes, I go well

nigh mad.”
What has made you mad, ought to make you wise, my friend,”

I replied. A good pilot has a good memory : he knows every cur-

rent, sunk rock, shoal, breaker and sand-bar
;

havin’, as like as not,

been in a scrape onct or twice on all of them. Memory is nothin^

hut experience. The memory of the wrong way heeps us in the right

one, and the memory of the right road reminds us ofpleasant jour-
neys. To mourn to-day over the lorech of yesterday only increases

the loss, and diminishes the value of what little is left to us. If you
are in a fix, back water, throw the lead, look out for a channel, and
pull into some cove or another.”

Nothin’ but Providence can help me 1” he said, shaking his

head
;

and I have no hope of that, for I don’t desarve its inter-

ference.”

guess not,” said I, ^^for Providence requires three things of

us afore it will help us—a stout heart, a strong arm, and a stiff upper

lip. Can you fish ?”

I guess I can I I won’t turn my back on no man in these parts,

either for the mackerel or cod, the shore or deep-sea fishing.”

Why the plague don’t you go to work, then, like a man ?”

Because I can’t get the supplies. If I go to Birchtown, they

grab all the catch for the outfit, and an old balance
;
and if I go to

Shelburn I hante got no credit. It’s no use talkin’. When you are

doiun, poverty, lilze snoiv-shoes, Jzeeps your feet fast, and prevents

your rising

:

a man can’t hope agin hope.”

Why not engage as a hand on board another man’s craft, then ?”

^^What! go as a hand, when I have always gone as skipper?

No, no 1 stranger, that cat won’t jump I”

Lord John Russell has done it,” saisi, ^^and a bigger man than

him afore his day, and that’s John Adams. So my friend,” sais I,

let’s drop the subject, for I don’t like talkin’ nonsense. It aint

your misfortens, nor the memory of the past, nor your poverty, that

ails you, but your tariial pride. I don’t pity you one bit; but I do

your wife and children. Your panes of glass in your winders are

all shingles, as the Patlanders say, and the room is so dark I can’t

hardly see Mrs. Potter
;
but your two boys I have seen, and smart

little chaps they be too, it’s a pity you should bring ’em up to be

ashamed of their father. Be a man !—above all, be an honest man !

for a poor man that won’t work aint honest, that’s a fact.”

Pie covered his face with his hands at that poke : if the hide is

thick on the rihs, it’s thin on the flanks, a,nd there is nothing like

trying for tender spots.

Workfl said I, followin’ up that jibe
;

aim your own pork.
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and see hoto sweet it loiU he. Worh and see how well you will he.

Work and see how cheerful you icill he. M^orh and see how inde-

pendent you loill he. Work and see how happy your family will

he. Yiork and see how religious you will he^ for before you know
lohere you are instead of repinin’ at Providence., you ivillfind your-

self offering up thanks for all the numerous blessings you enjoy.

Our vessel is just below, on a coastin^ voyage down east. Come
along with me, and you shall have five pounds cash a month, and be

found. And when you return, put your pride in one pocket, and

your wages in the other, and see which will weigh heaviest. Come,
hope for the best.’^

For a few minutes he remained silent, when he suddenly sprung

up, seized my hand, and said

:

^^Done; it^s a bargain.’^

Thank Grod for that,^^ said Mrs. Potter, and burst into tears.

Now, Peter,^’ sais I, we sail to-night if the wind’s fair, so look

up your traps; but first of all shave, and make yourself look like a

Christian. Come, stir your stumps, and hope for the best.”

do,” said he; ^^it’s the first glimpse of hope that has entered

this house for many a long day. Pll be ready in no time.”

Arter all, I had to use that word hope; and I believe it must
actilly be kept a little longer in the dictionary, in spite of all pre-

judice for such poor devils as Beter Potter. It is a dark room that

has no ray of light in it. Hope is a slender reed for a stout man
to lean on, but it’s strong enough, I do suppose, for them that’s

infirm of mind and purpose. The houses hope builds are castles in

the air. The houses of the wretched, who are altogether without

hope, are too dismal to live in. A slight infusion of hope may be

prescribed in bad cases
;
but strong doses weaken the mind, loosen

the morals, and destroy the happiness of those who indulge in them.

The true rule is, perhaps, not to let hope build a house for you, or

to live with you in it
;
but he might come to visit you sometimes, to

cheer you up a little, by talking pleasant, and getting you to look

on the bright side of things, when you are in a solemncholy mood.
Hope is a pleasant acquaintance, hut an unsafe friend. He’ll do
on a pinch for a travellin’ companion, hut he is not the man for
your hanker.
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CHAPTER XIV.

AN OLD FRIEND WITH A NEW FACE.

As Potter retired into one of the bed-roomSj for the purpose of

carryin’ his good resolutions into effect, I took my hat, and was about

to proceed by the path to Mr. Nickerson’s house, when Mrs. Potter,

hastily puttin’ on a bonnet, followed me out. The moment I saw
her in the broad day-light, I recognised her as Patty Schneider, the

belle of the coast, but now sadly changed by her many and sore

trials, and retainin’ but little that vouched for her former beauty and
vivacity. A good temper must he hept cool to retain its sweetness.

Even sugar, when fermented, makes vinegar, and sour draughts

make wry faces. Her cheerfulness was destroyed, and her hus-

band’s temper made worse by the poverty into which they had fallen.

Polks talk of nations and colonies being capaj)le of self-govern-

ment. Show me one man or woman in either that is able to govern

themselves. Pride and consait ruin*us all, and we know it, and yet

we flatter the pride and consait of the public to rule them. Po-

litical self-government means the blind leading the blind. A govern-

ment is an asylum, in which imbeciles imagine themselves kings,

queens, and statesmen, and are indulged in their delusions, to pre-

serve the peace of the community.

I wish they would make a statesman of Peter Potter, for the sake

of his wife. If he lived on the pork of others, so do Generals and
Admirals, and so does the manufacterers’ patriot on clear sheer, with

his subscription fortin. Confiscatin’ his neiglibour’s pigs, is only an

humble imitation of Louis Napoleon’s seizure of the Orleans’

estates. Peter has been enough at the helm to larn how to back

and fill. What more does any Prime Minister know? But I must
leave him to shave, and talk to his wife, Patty Schneider. Poor
thing ! she had known better times, for her father was the richest

trader on the coast in his day. Where all are poor, it don’t take

much to make a rich man.
Oh, Mr. Samuel !” she said, how happy you have made me

to-day
!”

Happy 1” sais I to myself, as I turned and looked at her pale,

melancholy, holler, dragged-looking face, her old 3^aller smoky bon-

net, her faded calico gown, lookin’ still more so from its contrast

with a clean white apron, which, womanlike, she had quietly slipped

on while I was convarsin’ with her husband in the house. She had
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also thrown on a shawl, to cover the ravages of wear and tear on her

dress, and as she spoke, hastily and almost stealthily, adjusted it in

its place, and rapidly passin^ her hand under her bonnet, confined

her still luxuriant and beautiful hair within its narrow limits. Even
in this hour of mingled trouble and of joy, the becomings were not

wholly forgotten. Woman is ever true to her nater; and what we
are pleased to call vanity, and female folly, is the mere fulfilment of

the law of her bein^, without obeying which, she would soon cease

to fill the station she deservedly enjoys in every civilized nation.

Happy I” sais I to myself. ‘^Hear me ! if so little can make you
happy, what a brute beast your husband must be to make you ever

unhappy. Patty, sais I, “you seem thankful for small favours.^^

“Whatr^ said she. “What did you say? Hid you call me
Patty ? How did you know my name V’

“Didn’t Peter call you Patty?” sais I.

“No, no,” she said. “It is a name of love that, and I haven’t

heard it for a long time,” and she burst into tears.

“ Why, Mrs. Potter,” sais I, “ for I won’t call you Patty no more,

first because it sets you a-cryiu’
;
and secondly, because, as you. say,

it is a word of love, Peter may not like it. Why, Mrs. Potter, just

now you told me I had made you happy, and here you are a-cryin’

away like an April shower, jist to prove it.”

“ Oh, Sir ! that word Patty called up times that’s gone so sudden,

that it quite upset me.

“I came to thank you with all my heart,” she said. Your kind-

ness
—

”

“Do tell!” sais I. “Now don’t talk that day,” (for there’s

nothin’ I hate so much as thanks, especially from a woman
;

it makes
a feller feel foolish, and you don’t know exactly what to say). So,

sais I, “don’t talk that way; I’ve done no kindness. We have
made a fair trade. I’ve got a good hand, and your husband has got

good wages. There ain’t no obligation in it ary way, and say no
more about it.”

“Oh, that’s not it I” she said; “you didn’t want him at all, and
you know it. He could have got wages always, but he wouldn’t
work; he said it was useless. You have made him feel his duty,

opened new hopes and new prospects to us all, and made us quite

happy. I shall never forget
—

”

“ Yes you will, Pat—Mrs. Potter,” sais I.

“ Call me Patty,” said she
;
“ only friends do that, and you have

been the best friend I ever had. But that word beats me; how did
you know it ?”

“Didn’t you hear him say, ^ Don’t cry, Patty,’ ” sais I, “when,
you cried for pleasure seeiu’ him consent to go to work ?”

“No,” sais she, doubtfully; “I don’t recollect,” and she looked
12
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at me scrutinizing ly, as if I was tryin’ to conceal somethin^ from her.

Said she, I shall never forget/^

Yes you will, Patty. Sit down here on this windfall of a tree,

and ril tell you what we have both forgot. How are you agoin’ to

get on without him V’ Poor thing ! her eyes filled with tears. I

know’d what she was thinkin^ of; times gone by, when she couldn^t

have borne the partin^
;
but she didn’t say a word for a space. Sais

I, ^Ht’s usual to advance some of the wages when men ship that

way,” and I took out my pocket-book, and opened it, and began to

look for province bills. Plow much would you like ?” sais I.

I won’t take any money. Sir,” she said. Settle that with him,

and he will do what’s right. He makes himself out worse than he

is, and as he is detarmined to throw the blame on the shoulders of

others
;
he paints everything as black as possible. That story of

his neighbours’ pigs is an embellishment of his own imagination.

I would have died before I would have tasted provision so unjustly

gotten.”

Thinking she might be left to starve in his absence, and that her

refusal arose from difiSdence, I repeated the offer, and advised her to

take it
;
but she promptly but civilly refused. As I was returnin’

the notes to the pocket of the book, she put out her hand, and said

:

Oh, Mr. Samuel ! what a beautiful ring that is !” and she bent

over it to look at it. It was paste for common use, but a capital

imitation, and no great value.
‘‘ Ho you like it ?” sais I.

^^It’s the handsomest one I ever saw,” she said.

When I went to take it off, I found she had a portion of my hand
in hers, and was not a little surprised to feel her rapidly passing her

forefinger lengthways and across the palm
;
but I thought it was

accidental, and talked on. Look at the workmanship,” sais I,

handin’ it to her. ^^Oh, women, women !” sais I to myself, ain’t

you a puzzle, that’s all I In the midst of hunger and tears, and
almost rags, a diamond ring has charms in your eyes.”

It lowered her in my estimation, that’s a fact, more nor her

refusal of her husband’s wages had raised her. Will you do me
the favour to accept it?” sais I. ^‘1 have another, and I guess I

have no use for this.”

^^Nor I nuther. Sir,” said she. ^^That ring would ill become
one that wants the common necessaries of life. It would hardly

match this gown, would it ?” holdin’ up a small piece of her faded

calico. No, Sir, thank you, I can’t take it
;
but let me put it on

you, please. How soft and white your hand is,” she remarked, ia

comparison with mine,” holdin’ the two together side by side, and I
felt the same light pressure of her forefinger across the palm of my
hand as before.

^^Poor thing!” sais I to myself, ^^I have wronged you both
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times
;
I did think you would have had the precaution to put the

advance to your husband, where it ought to go— into your pocket.

But your sense of honour was stronger than }mur sense of hunger

or expediency
;
and I did think you longed for the ring, and that

your vanity was stronger than your judgment. Man like, I have

wronged you, and I believe in my soul, it ain’t the first time by a

long chalk, that I have put a wrong construction on a woman.
Poor critter ! the higher I thought of her, the more I pitied her.

But while I was a tryin’ to find out her character, she was busy a

tryin’ to find out mine. That word Patty” had created doubts;

takin’ the trouble to preach to stick-in-the-mud” her husband, and
to hire him when she thought I didn’t want him, offerin’ her money,
and then a handsome gold ring, all put together, made a considerable

case of suspicion agin me. I began to sink in value accordin’ to her

appraisement of me. When she put the ring on my finger, she con-

trived to sit down agin on a stump just opposite to me, and not on
the trunk of the same tree.

^^Mr. Samuel,” said she, ^^who in the world are you? Is this

what they call mesmerism, or what is it ? You have bewitched my
boys, you have altered Potter into a new man, and you have made
me so happy. I only want to know one thing to make it parfect,

and that is, is it all real ? I feel scared. You are not what you

seem to be.”

What makes you think so, Patty ?”

Oh, there it is agin !—Patty ! Oh, that’s reading backwards

—

that’s mesmerism. I have seen you when I was a child,” she said

;

saw you to Boston, to school there. I know your voice; I

played with you in the churchyard. When you first spoke, you
startled me

;
it was like a far-off sound on the ear

!”

She was excited
;
her eyes lighted up brilliant, and she raill}^ did

look beautiful. Don’t deceive yourself,” I said
;

never was at

school at Boston in my life, and our childhood days were spent far

apart, as our after days will be.”

Still you are not what you seem to be,” she said. While you
thought my aching eyes, that were filled with tears, were admirin’

your ring, I was examinin’ your hand. Look here. Sir,” and she

rose, and taking it in hers, turned up the palm.
“ You are no sea captin. Sir. Those fingers never handled ropes.

There is no tar there, and hard callous skin— it’s softer than a

woman’s. What does the like of you want of a seaman ?”

^^Well, I am not a skipper,” sais I, that’s a fact.”

^Mn the name of goodness, then,” she said, ^^who and what are

you? Did you ever hear of a man having control of a vessel,

captin, crew, and all
;

or half a dozen vessels fitted and manned ?

Is that an oncommon thing ?”

I think, Mrs. Potter, you are gettin’ on too fast when you are
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frightened because a man’s hand is not hard that don’t work with it;

that wears a ring because he can atford it; and hires a man, either

because he wants him, or because he pleases, and then stand off as

high cock-spotty as a partridge, and sing out mesmerism. You are

welcome to your thoughts,” sais I. I can’t stand lower in your

estimation than I do in my own. I never pretended to be a great

man, or great shakes of any kind. No woman ever took me for

either. If she had, she’d a snapped me up long ago as quick as a

duck does a June bug. If it pleases you to make fun of me, you’d

better be quick then, or Eldad will be here, and that’s the last you
will ever see of me.”

Oh ! I am foolish or lightheaded !” she said. This onex-

pected turn of happiness seemed incredible—impossible ! I couldn’t

realise it all at once ! I thought I had know’d you in childhood. I

see how it is now. I have seen you in a dream— a long-forgotten

dream—and now you are fulfillin’ it ! Yes, that’s it. I see it now
— it’s the hand of Providence! I’ll never forget you, my kind,

good friend, as long as I live;” and she shook me cordially by the

hand.

Yes you will, Patty; you won’t as much as remember my name
soon, let alone my face. A word of advice is a small matter, and
not worth rememberin’, but to fuller. As to memory, you don’t

know, as well as I do. A dear old friend of mine used to say :

‘ The memory of past favours is like a rainboio, bright, vivid, and
beautiful ; but it soon fades away. The memory of injuries is en-

graved on the heart, and remains for ever’
”

^^It may be so with men. Sir,” she said, “and I believe it is;

but it aint so with women. Men are selfish, and take everything

as their due
;
and if their memory is bad, it is because they are too

consaited to charge it. But women— have you a woman ? If I

may be so bold, are you married?”

“No,” I replied, “I have no wife, and never had. I am a bird

of passage— here to-day and gone to-morrow— and haven’t had lei-

sure to think of marriage.”
“ Well, it’s time you did,” she said. “You deserve a good wife,

and I hope you will get one. I am sure you would be kind to her.”

“ The time is past now,” said I, mock modestly. “I am too old;

and, as an old aunt of mine onct said :
‘ them that I’d have, wouldn’t

have me, and them that would have me, the devil wouldn’t have.’

Patty,” sais I, “ the fox that had his tail cut off, wanted to persuade

every other fox to try the short dock, too.”

As I said that, I saw she took it wrong, for her eyes filled with

tears. She thought I meant more than I said. It is strange, but

true notwithstanding: the faith and the courage of women is indo-

mitable. A gall makes shipwreck of cvorytliiiig by gettin’ married

in haste, and repentin’ at leisure. No sooner is she a widder, than
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slie ventures to sea again, risks her all in another voyage as full of

confidence as ever
;
and when the storms come, and the ship is dis-

masted, and she is picked up in the life-boat half-drowned, half-

starved, half-naked, and alone in the waste of waters, no sooner does

she reach land and mix in the gay world agin, before the idea crosses

her mind that better luck is still in store for her.

The storms are over— storms don’t rage for ever— the sky looks

,
serene, and not a ripple is seen on the ocean. Fair weather sailin’

i
is a pleasant thing, the temptation is too strong, and she is ready

' to embark again. Why not? Does it follow because the leeward

is all black, wild, and dreary, that the sweet windward sky shall

j ever again be overcast by the tempest and the thunder-clouds ? Not

!
a bit of it. Go it, my little widder, when you are young. The

j
game of life is not played out with one or two hands.- Who knows

; what are on the cards
;
and diamonds is trumps now if hearts aint.

I was sorry I alluded to the fox’s tail. She thought it was a jibe.

Wounded 'pride should he touched lightly. The skin is thin and

I

plo-gy sensative.

;j

“Patty,” sais I, “you are generous to say you won’t forget me,

;

but you feel more grateful on account of your pretty boys than

'! yourself. You see light breakin’ ahead already for them—don’t be

ofiended. I know you will forget both me and my name too.”

“Never, never,” said she, with great emphasis; “never, as long

as I live. AVhat makes you think so meanly of me ? I think you

I
have been a guardian angel sent by Providence.”

j
Well, I repeated them words, “ guardian angel,” slow.

“ The very same,” said L “ How strange I were you Patty

Schneider?”
“ Yes sir,” she said.

ij “A guardian angel,, sent by Providence,” said I. “Exactly!
that’s the very words he said you used. It’s a favourite word of

i| yours
;
and yet you forgot him.”

ji

“Forgot who, sir? It’s a false accusation? Forgot who, sir?

f Pray do tell me?”

jl

“Well,” sais I, “I was in England last year, and there I met a

i

man who told me a capital story about you. Fie larfed ready to kill

himself.”

“lam much obleeged to him, I am sure,” she said, with a toss

of her head
;
“ he is welcome to his good story. Who was he, the

!
impident fellow ?”

I
“He said he was travelling once on the Barrington road, the

I

matter of some years ago now, in his waggon, with a fast-trotting

horse he had. It was a lonely part of the road, and a woman mis-

took him for a doctor, and called to him to stop and advise her about

j;

her children; one had just died of scarlet-fever, and two others were
dangerously ill. Well, while he was talkin’ to the poor woman, one

9 ^
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of the most beautiful girls he ever laid eyes on, passed by on foot. A
rael clipper—tall, straight, well-built, perhaps overly tall, plump as

a partridge, eyes like a snappin’ turtle, teeth like ivory, lips like—

”

^^Well, never mind her lips. Who was she, tell me quick V’

Stop,^^ sais I, till I get this plaguey knife open, I can’t talk

unless I whittle. Her lips were so
—

”

Never mind her lips.”

Weil, her neck and bust—

”

^^Well, never mind them; who was that gall? Who did he

say ? I think I know what he is at now.”
^ Who is that splendiferous gall V said he.

He didn’t say no such thing,” she replied
;

them is embellish-

ments of your own.”
^ That,’ sais she, ^ is Patty Schneider, the darter of old Cap-

ting Schneider, of Roseway, the most sponsible man in these parts.’

Well, arter he had instructed the pooT critter, the best way he

could, what to do about her children— for ho was a man that by trav-

elling about everywhere, had picked up a little of everything amost

—

and encouraged her the best way he could, he proceeded on his jour-

ney; and as he was joggin’ on, he thought to himself, how in the

world did that beautiful young lady get across them places in the

swamp, where the water covers the road, without wettin’ her shoes

and stockings ? She must have taken them off, and waded as the

snipes do.”

I didn’t do no such thing,” she said. Oh dear ! oh dear ! To
think I should have been talked of in that way by that feller. It’s

too bad, I declare,” and she rested her elbows on her knees, and put

her hands to her face. Go on,” she said, what else did he say ?”

Well,” he said, arter a while he heard the screams of a woman
in distress, and he pushed on, and he saw a head and bonnet stickin’

out of the bog. And when he came up, the water was across the

road; and it appeared the young woman that had passed some time

afore, in tryin’ to cross over on a fallen tree that lay there, had slip-

ped off, and was up to her neck in the quag, and would have sunk

over her head, if she hadn’t caught hold of the log with both hands,

and was screamin’ and screachin’ for dear life.”

Well, part of that is true,” she said.

Well, he said he was puzzled to know what to do next, or how
in the world to get her out, for fear her weight would pull him in

head first, the ground was so slippery. But bracin’ one foot agin

the log, and the other agin the road, he stooped his head close down
to her. ^Now,’ sais he, ^put your arms round my neck, and I will

lift you up.’

^ I can’t,’ said she. ^ If I let go my hold, I shall sink out of

sight, for I can’t touch bottom here, and my strength is een a’most

gone.’
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^ Try/ said he
;

^ put one arm round first, and I will hold on to

it, and then try the other, and if you can hook on that way I think

I can haul you out.^

Well, arter a while, she was a huggin’ of his neck instead of

the log, and he streighted himself up, and after a most desperate pull,

fetched up the upper part of her
;
and a most powerful pull it was

too, the hog sucked so hard. But what to do then, he didn’t know,

for it was necessary for him to take a fresh hold of her, and there

was no restin’-place for her feet to help him.

^ How much more of you is there left ?’ sais he
;
and he couldn’t

help larfin’, now that the worst was over. ^ Take a higher hold of

me, and I will take a lower grip of you, and give you another bouss

up.’

Oh dear !” said Mrs. Potter with a groan, that I should ever

hear of this again. It warnt the part of a man to go and tell of

such an accident.”

Well, he gave her another start, and out she came, all covered

over with black slime, and without her shoes, for the suction was so

great, it was a wonder it hadn’t drawn her feet off too. ^ Well,’ he

said, ^ the young lady thanked him kindly, said she never would for-

get him the longest day she ever lived, he had been sent by Provi-

dence as a guardian-angel’ for her (the very words you used to-day

to me), and that he replied you was the angel, and not him
;
and

that these two angels stood in the road there for a few seconds all

covered with black mud, dirty sluime, and green water, exchangin’

a few kisses of gratitude, and that he never could think of it arter-

wards without larfin, it was so droll a scene.’
”

Did he now actilly say all that, or are you making of it ?”

Why you know whether it is true, or not
;

is that correct ?”

Well, it’s none of your affair, whether it is or not. A body at

such a time could hardly say what they did.”

Well,” said I, ^^he wouldn’t be much of a man, with a hand-

some woman in his arms, and her face rubbin’ agin hisin for so long

a time, if he didn’t manage to let the lips meet; and I don’t think

the young lady would have acted naterally to be angry— at least,

that’s my opinion. But the worst is to be told yet. He sais it’s a

pity they ever met again.”

They never did meet again,” she replied
;

I never sot eyes on
him from that day to this.”

Are you sure ?”

As true. Sir, as I am talking to you, I never saw him, and never

heard of him since; and what’s more, never found out his name.”
He went to your house some years arterwards, he said, but you

didn’t or wouldn’t know him. Whether you was afraid of Mr. Potter

bearin’ it, or didn’t wish to recal the obligation to mind, he didn’t

know, but you took no more notice of him than any other stranger.
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He felt hurt^ I assure you. He said he didn’t blame you; you
might have had your reasons, but he must have been greatly altered,

if you had really forgot him that way.”
I tell you, Sir, honestly and fairly, there aint a word of truth

in saying, I didn’t know him again
;

for I tell you I never saw him
afterwards.”

Oh ! yes,” sais I
;

I can tell you time and place
;
I can bring

it to your mind exactly.”

When and where then ?” said she.

“ This very day,” said I, in your own house, and now here. I

am the man
;
and my name is Sam Slick, the Clockmaker.”

CHAPTER Xy.

CHAT IN A CALM.

Having shipped Mr. Eldad Nickerson as a pilot, and Mr. Peter

Potter as a ^Oiand,” we set sail for the settlement at Jordan. We
were becalmed off the entrance of the river; and as we lay motion-

less on the glassy surface of the sea, we found ourselves at no great

distance from an Indian encampment on the extreme point of the

beach, from which several canoes issued in pursuit of the porposes,

which were revelling in a shoal of herring. As these sleek, alder-

men-lookin’ fellows rose to the surface in their roly-poly sort of play,

or leapt from the water to show their pretty figures, (for even fish

pride themselves on what they haint got), they were shot at by the

man in the bow of the canoe, and two in the stern paddled with all

their might in chase, while the former exchanged his gun for a spear,

and stood ready to strike the crittur, and draw him in over the bows,

a slight of hand that nobody but an Indian could perform in so tot-

lish and dangerous a craft as a bark-canoe. The first fish that was
pursued, tho’ hit by the ball, escaped the spear, dived, and disap-

peared from view.

^AVell done, feminine gender,” said Eldad, addressin’ himself to

the cabin party on the after part of the deck, well done, feminine

gender,” alludin’ to the porpose
;

you gave Tony Cope, the Indjin,

the dodge that time any how. You must put on more steam, Tony,

if you want to catch them ere sea-going craft; they have high-pres-

sure engines them navvies, and never burst their boilers neither. He
had better a gi’en in tho’ to you than run thro’ the fleet, as she will

have to do now. You aint half such a savage, Tony, as her own
seed breed and generation is— that’s my logic at any rate.”

How can you tell it’s a female porpoise T’ said the captain.

Ay,” said I, how can you say so at this distance ?”
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I

^^What will you bet?’^ said the mate, ‘^it’s a she porpoise

Five dollars,’^ said the pilot. Cover them,^^ holding out the

silver coins in his hand; ‘^co\’er them,^’ which was no sooner done

than he quietly put them into his pocket.

“Who shall decide said the mate.

“Idl leave it to yourself,^ ^ said Eldad, coolly. “ Fll take your

own word for it, that’s fair, aint it

“ Well it is so, that’s a fact.”

“Jump overboard then, and swim off and see if I aint right.”

The loud laugh of the men who heard the catch, rewarded the joke.

“ But here is your money,” he said
;
“ I know it to be fact, and a

bet is only fair when there is a chance of losin’, that’s my logic, at

any rate.”

“ How do you know it then ?” said the skipper.

“Because it stands to reason, to natur’ and to logic.”

“Well, come,” said the captain, “let us sit down here and see

how you prove the gender of the fish by reason, natur’ and logic ?”

“Well,” said Eldad, “there is natur’ in all things. Among
humans there is three kinds, white natur’, nigger natur’, and Indjin

natur’
;
then there is fish natur’, and horse natur’, mosquito natur’,

and snakes natur’, and he natur’, and she natur’, at least that’s my
logic. Well, it’s the natur’ of porpoirses, when a she one gets

wounded, that all the other porpoirses race right arter her, and chase

her to death. They show her no marcy. Human natur’ is the same
as fish natur’ in this particler, and is as scaly too. When a woman
get a wound from an arrow shot out by scandal, or envy, or malice,

or falsehood, for not keeping her eye on the compass, and shapin’

her course as she ought to, men, women, and boys, parsons, and their

tea-goin’ gossipin’ wives, pious galls and prim old maids, all start off

in full cry like a pack of bloodhounds arter her, and tear her to

pieces
;
and if she earths, and has the luck to get safe into a hole

fust, they howl and yell round it every time she shows^her nose, like

so many imps of darkness. It’s the race of charity, to see which

long-legged, cantin’, bilious-lookin’ crittur can be in first at the death.

They turn up the white of their eyes like ducks in thunder, at a fox-

hunt, it’s so wicked; but a gall-hunt they love dearly, it’s ^servin’

the Lord.’
”

“But that still don’t prove it’s a female porpoise,” said Cutler

“Yes it does,’’ replied Eldad; “they darn’t sarve a man that

way
;

if they get up a hunt on him, he don’t run, he shows fight
;

he turns round, and says, ^ Come on one at a time, and I’ll handle

you, or two together, if you like, you cowards, or all in a heap, and

I’ll fight till I die, but I won’t run ;’ that’s he-natur, you see. JSTow

if the wounded porpoise was a male, wouldn’t he turn also, butt

with his head, and thrash with his tail, like a brave fellow ? he’d a

seen ’em shot and speared first, afore he’d run. No, the natur’ of a
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wounded gall and a wounded slie-porperse is to run for it
;

so that

fish is feminine-gender, according to my logic. And now, captin,^^

he continued, I reckon it would be as well to order the boat out,

and we will give the ^ Black Hawk^ 'a pull a few hundred yards

further out. She is driftin’ too near that point, and the water shoals

rapidly there
;
an ounce of precaution is worth a pound of cure, at

least, that’s my logic.”

^^All right,” said Cutler. ^^Mate, attend to the orders of the

pilot.”

While this little operation was being performed, the skipper and
I paced the deck, and discoursed on the subject of the pilot’s ana-

logy between female porpoises and women.
Is it true, Mr. Slick,” said he, that mankind shows so little

charity to a woman who is so unfortunate as to attract observation ?

I have moved so little in the world, I was not aware of it, altho’ I

know Scott says

:

“ ‘ And ev’ry fault a tear can claim,

Except an erring sister’s shame.’ ”

‘‘It is a melancholy truth,” said I; “it is cowardice in man, and
cruelty in icoman. It is the worst trait in human natur’, and the

most remarkable fact is, that women whose conduct is not altogether

free from blame, are the loudest in their outcry. They yelp shriller

than if they was hit themselves. It is a bad sign. A ivoman who
loants a charitable hearty wants a pure mind. The measure of a
female’s judgment must he her own feelings ; and if she judges
harshly

j
her feelings are not delicate. Her experience is her own,

and if that is adverse, it ought at least to impose silence. Innocence

is not suspicious, hut guilt is cdways ready to turn informer. But
here is the pilot

;
he is an odd chap, aint he ? and a bit of a hu-

mourist, too. That fellow will amuse us when we have nothin’

to do.”

When Eldad resumed his place, I took up the conversation where
he had left it.

“ If the female creation,” said I,
“ Mr. Nickerson, suffer parsecu-

tion sometimes, particularly women, perhaps it’s as like as not they

haint been prudent; but sometimes they give it to the males pro-

perly, you may depend; and they aint without defence, neither. If

a woman aint able for a stand-up fight, and her little hand aint no

good to box, her tiny fingers can clapper, claw, and scratch, like

thorns, and flay a man alive amost.”

Exactly,” said Eldad; they attend meetin’ oftner nor men,
and have the ten commandments at their jingers’ ends.”

“ Oh ! Mr. Nickerson,” said Cutler, “ that’s very irreverent.”.
“ And then natur’ has given her a tongue,” sais I, so loose and

iley on its hinge, it’s the nearest thing in creation to perpetual mo-
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tion. Oh ! if ever you was in a fish-market to London, you’d hear

’em use it in perfection ! Don’t the words come easy, and such

words, too, no livin’ soul ever heerd afore; not jaw-breakin’ words,

such as black gentlemen use to show their knowledge of dictionary,

but heart-breakin’ words, not heavy, thick, and stinging. Why they

call a feller more names in a minnit than would sarve half the Spa-

nish grandees, and one of them chap’s names covers the whole out-

side of a letter, and hardly leave room for the place of direction at

the eend of it. Pretty names they use, too, do those fish-women,

only they have a leetle— just a leetle— taint about ’em, and aint

quite as sweet as stale fish. There never was a man yet could stand

them. Well, if they can’t fight, and are above slang, and scorn

scoldin’, they can tease beautiful, and drive a man ravin’ dis-

tracted mad.

^^Did you ever see a horse race and chase, tear and. bang, jump
and kick, moan and groan, round and round, over and over a paster’,

with his mouth open, his nostrils spread wide, his eyes starin’, his

tail up, his body all covered with foam, and he ready to drop down
dead? Well, that great big critter aint hurt, he is only teased;

touched on the flank, and then in the ear, tickled where the skin is

thin, and stung where it is off. Why it’s nothin’ after all, that does

that, but a teasin’, tormentin’ hornet; you couldn’t do it yourself

with a whip, if you was to die for it. Well, a woman can sarve a

man the same way; a sly little jibe here, another touch there, now
on his pride, then on his faults, here on his family, there on his

friends, and then a little accidental slip o’ the tongue, done on pur-

pose, that reaches the jealous spot; away the poor critter goes at that

last sting, he can’t stand it no more
;
he is furious, and throws down

his hat, and kicks it (he can’t kick her, that aint manly), and roars

and bellows like a bull, till he can’t utter no more words, and then

off he goes to cool his head by drivin’ himself into a fever.

Oh I beautiful play that
;
you may talk of playin’ a salmon arter

he is hooked, and the sport of seein’ him jump clean out of the

water in his struggles, a-racin’ off and being snubbed again, and
reeled up, till he is almost bagged, when dash, splash, he makes
another spring for it, and away he goes as hard as he can lick, and
out runs the line, whirr-rr I and then another hour’s play afore he
gives in.

Well, it’s grand, there’s no doubt. It’s very excitin’; but what
is that sport to seein’ a woman play her husband ? The wife, too, is

just such another little gaudy-lookin’ fly as that which the salmon

was fool enough to be hooked with, and got up just as nateral. Oh !

how I have watched one of ’em afore now at that game I Don’t she

enjoy it, the little dear, smilin’ all the time like an angel, most
bewitchin’ sweet; bright, little eyes, sparklin’ like diamonds, and

her teeth lookin’ so white, and her face so composed, and not a
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breath to heave her beautiful bosom^ or swell her allerbaster neck,

but as quiet and as gentle throughout as one of the graces
;
and her

words so sweet, all honey, and usin’ such endearin’ names too, you’d

think she was courtin’ amost. But the honey makes the words

stick, and the fond names cover a sting, and some phrases that are

so kind have a hidden meaning that makes poor hubby jump right

on eend, and when he roars with pain and rage, she lays down her

pencil or her embroidery, and looks up in surprise, for she was occu-

pied before, and didn’t notice nothin’. Oh ! what a look of asto-

nishment she puts on.

‘ Why my dearest love,’ sais she, ^ what is the matter with you,

aint you well ? How wild you look ! Has anything excited you ?

Is there anything in the world I can do for you ?’

“ He can’t stand it no longer, so he bolts. As soon as he is gone,

the little cherub wife lays back her head and smiles.
‘ Succumb is a charming man, Mr. Slick, and one of the kindest

and best husbands in the world, only he is a little touchy and hasty-

tempered sometimes, don’t you think so ?’

“ And then she goes on as cool as if nothin’ had happened, but

caste round for a chance to let go and laugh out. So she says—
‘‘ ‘ Pray, Mr. Slick, do tell me what sort of folks the Bluenoses

are. Is it true the weather is so cold there, that their noses are blue

all winter ? Bluenoses ? what a funny name !’

“ That’s the chance she was looking for, and then she indulges in

a laugh so hearty, so clear, so loud and so merry, you’d think her

heart was so full of joy, it required that safety-valve to keep it from

bustin’.

Oh ! I’d rather see a man played than a salmon anytime, and if

women are bad-used sometimes, and can’t help themselves in a gen-

eral way, I guess they are more than a match for the men in the

long run. But I was going to tell you about the seals down Sable

Island. They come ashore there every now and agin to dry their

jackets, blow off steam, and have a game of romps; and what do

you think them roguish, coquettish, tormentin’ imps of she ones do ?

Why, they just turn to and drive all the old buffers, fathers, hus-

bands, v/rinklod bachelors, and guardian uncles, further inland, and

there they make them stay by themselves, while they and the young
gentlemen, beaux seals ogle, and flirt, and romp about like anything

close to the water, where they can give them the dodge if they get

obstreperous. It would make you die a larfin, if you was to see how
sulky the old fellers look, a-wipin’ their ugly mugs with their paws,

showing their teeth, at least what is left of them, and gruntin’ and

growlin’ like politicians kicked out of office. I believe, in my soul,

they put them there a-purpose to get rid of them altogether
;

for

when the hunters come, they rush right in between them young

assembly-men and them old senators, and attack the big boys with
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great heavy-loaded sticks, and tumble them over quick stick, and

then the young ones just take a dive for it, and enjoy the joke in

safety.

‘^Perhaps all natur can^t show such a soft, lovely, liquid eye as a

young lady seal. It seems as if flirtin’, coquettin’, oglin’, rompin’,

and larkin’, was just what this was made for. Yes, yes, natur

balances all things admirably, and has put the sexes and every indi-

vidual of each on a par. Them that have more than their share of
one thing, commonly have less of another. Where there is great

st7^ength, there aint apt to he much gumption. A handsome man in

a gineral may aint much of cl man.^ A hcautifid bird seldom

sings. Them that has genius have no common sense. A feller icith

one idea grows rich, vdiile he who calls hhn a fool dies p)oor. The
'Lcorld is nice a hahed-meat pie : the upper crust is inch, dry, and

puffy the lower crust is heavy, doughy, and underdone. The middle

is not had generally, hut the smallest part of all is that which fla-

vours the whole.”

^^Well, that are a fact,” said the Pilot; “at least, that’s my
logic.”

“ Now, Squire, I am going to give you my ideas of the feminine

gender in general. I flatter myself I know somethin’ about them.

As usual, I suppose you will say ^ You do flatter yourself
;

it’s a bit

of your Yankee brag.’ Well, I am a modest man, as I always say,

when I know what I am a-talkin’ about ; and if I am wrong, per-

haps you will set me right. Now, I do say, I know somethin’ of

women. I aint a scientific man. I warn’ t brought up to it; and

you never heard me talk professor-like
;
but I have studied the great

book of human natur, and have got it at my fingers’ ends, as dear

old minister had his bible. I can quote chapter and varse for all I

say. I read this book- continually
;

it’s my delight: and I won’t

turn my back on any one, when he talks of that. I haint travelled

for nothin’, I haint listened for nothin’, I haint used a magnifyin’

glass for nothin’, and I haint meditated for nothin’. Now, females

I divide into three classes : first, petticoat angels
;
second, women

;

and third, devils. Petticoat angels there are, beyond all doubt, the

most exalted, the most pure, the most pious, the most lovin’, the

most devoted
;
and these angels are in low degree as well as high

;

they aint confined to no station— prizes that clockmakers as well as

princes may draw. Is that Yankee brag? Well, then, there is

women. Well, women commonly are critters of a mixed character,

in gineral more, good than bad about ’em, by a long chalk (for men
don’t do ’em justice in talkin’ of ’em), but spoiled like Alleys in

* That c^jpretiy man has seldom much to recommend him beyond his good
looks, was a favourite maxim of Martial. On one occasion he calls him a
stony affair— “Res petricosa est bellus bellus homo;” and on another, a
weak man—“ Qui bellus homo est. Cotta, pusillus homo est.”

13



146 CHAT IN A CALM.

trainin\ The mouth is hard from being broke with too small a bit,

or their temper ruined by being punished when they don’t desarve

it, or ontrue by being put to work they can’t stand, or aint fitted by
natur for. There never teas a good husband that waridt a good
horseman

j

for the natur of the critters is just alike. You must be

gentle, kind, and patient, but you must be firm, and when there is a

fight for mastery, just show ’em it’s better not to act foolish. Unless

a critter is too old, and too headstrong, it’s a man’s own fault if ho

can’t manage to make ’em travel the road pleasantly. Is there any

Yankee brag in that ?

Weil, then, there are the devils. Well, some kick; don’t put

’em in harness agin, that’s all; they are apt to cut their little pas-

terns, and hurt your little gig. Some stop, and won’t go. Treat

’em as I did a boss once who wouldn’t draw up hill. I set off from

Slickville once with a regular devil to put her through her facin’s,

at three o’clock in the mornin’, and took books, and cigars, and my
dinner with me, to be ready for maction, as it was fine weather.

WYll, two miles from hum was a high hill, and as usual my
boss stopped short, lay back in the breechin, and wouldn’t budge an

inch. She thought she was a-goin’ to have a regular-built frolic,

and I intended she should. She whisked her tail, laid back her

ears, and looked wicked, a-thinkin’ the more you wallop me, the

more I won’t go
;
and I’ll upset you, and break a shaft if I can

;

but she didn’t know what was in store for her.
‘‘ ^ Don’t you hope you may get the chance V sais I.

So I threw down the reins, lit my cigar, and began to read, and
took no more notice of her than if she was in the stable. When
twelve o’clock came, she looked round as much as to say, if you aint

a-goin’ to fight, will you make friends, old boy? Well, I took no
notice, as much as to say, go to the devil; eat my dinner, and I
turned to again, and began to read. Well, as the sun was goin’

down, she began to get dreadful oneasy and fidgetty, and to put one

foot before the other, but I stopped her, and called out, ^ whoh !’ At
last she got very impatient, but I held on till she should take the

word from me. Finally, I took up the reins, gave her a lick of the

whip, and away she went up the hill, as if she smelt oats at the top

of it; and to show her what a fool she was, I drove her twenty
miles right straight on eend afore I hauled up. She never baulked
at a hill again.

Well, this is more trouble than they are worth amost; another
time, but we won’t foller it up

;
it’s too long a story to illustrate in

that way. Some want to race off. Y^ell, a boss that has onct run
away in harness, will always do it again when it gets a chance—slip

the bridle over their head, and let them go to old scratch
;
they aint

worth follering. Is that Yankee brag ? Well, perhaps, it is. Grive

me your Blue-nose brag now. I say, petticoat angels, women, and
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devils. Now what is your division ? You are a College man, and

I aint; you are a province man, and I am a man of the world,

which, tho^ it aint quite as big as Nova Scotia, is big enough for the

likes of me. I know your Halifax notions. You will say high and

low, genteel or vulgar, rich or poor. You are wrong, Squire, a

woman may be high and vulgar, and there may be a person not quite

so common, but far above her, and worth a thousand such cattle,

called a ^ poor lady.^ If she is an angel—and I maintain there are

such— do>as is writ in the marriage-sarvice, ^ with my body I thee

worship.'’ If she is a woman, say, ^ with this caveson and halter I

thee break. ^ If she is a devil, lead her to the door, take the bit out

out of her mouth, and say, ^I’ll make a fair division of the house

with yon; I’ll take the inside, and do you take the outside, now cut

and run, and be hanged to you.’ Now, Squire, as Eldad says, that’s

my logic at any rate.”

CHAPTER XVI.

THE SABLE ISLAND GHOST.

Talking of the Isle of Sable,” said Cutler, ‘^did you ever

land there? I should like amazin’ly to visit it. I have seen it .in

the distance, but never could spare time to go on shore. What an

interesting place it must be, from the melancholy accidents that have

occurred there.”

“Yes,” said I, “I have been there, and it’s just what you say,

filled with solemncoly interest. The cause and occasion of my goin’

there was rather a droll story. Onct when I was to Halifax, the

captain of the cutter said to me :

“ ^ Mr. Slick,’ said he, ^ I’m off to Sable Island. What do you
say to takin’ a trip down there? We are to have a wild-hoss chase,

and that’s great sport. Come, what do you say ?’

“‘Well,’ sais I, ^I’m most afeerd to go.”
“ ^ Afeerd !’ said he, ‘ I thought you was afeerd of nothin ? We

always go to the leeward side of the island, and we will whisk you
thro’ the surf, without so much as sprinklin’ of your jacket.’

“ ‘ Oh,’ sais I, ‘ it aint that. I am not afeerd of surfs or breakers,

or anything of that kind. A man like me that has landed at Cal-

cutta needn’t fear anything. I rather guess I could teach you a
- dodge or two about surf you aint up to, tho’ you do go there so

;
" oir n.’

f Well,’ sais he, ^what are you afeerd on then?’ and I saw him
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give a wink to one of the commissioners; as much as to say, ^ Let us

rig him.
^ Whj;^ sais I; ^captiii; our fishermen don’t mind the treaty a hit

more than a governor’s proclamation; and just fish where they please;

and trade in any harbour the}’’ like, and now and then you nab one

of them for it. Now I wouldn’t’ like to be on board of yoU; when
you tried to seize a vessel under our Everlastin’ flag. It wouldn’t

look pretty, nor sound pretty. I should have to jump on board of our

craft; and turn to and capture the cutter, take her up to Bostin’ and get

her condemned; and that wouldn’t convene. If you succeeded, and
me in your company, I couldn’t return home; and if I was to assist

my brother Jonathans, I couldn’t return here; and, besides, I like

to let every feller grind his own axe. If it warn’t for that, it’s just

the thing I do like.’

^ Well;’ said he, ‘ don’t be skeer’d
;
I go straight there and back.

I aint on -a cruise, and Sable Island don’t want cutters to frighten

away intruders. It’s dangerous enough of itself to keep folks olf,

who know what’s what. I’ll tell you what, if ever you saw that

are island when the sea was wrathy, and heard the roar of the

breakers on the outer bar, one sheet of foam twenty-five miles long,

stretching away up into the air like a snow-wreath in a whirlwind,

you’d think you seed old Neptune’s head o’ white hair, and whiskers,

and heard him call up all hands on deck to shorten sail. The island,

which is a long narrow sand-strip, when it’s lashed by the mountain

waves, trembles agin, as if it had the ague; and you can’t help

thinkin’, the fust time you feel it, that the sand will give to thosa

everlastin’ blows, separate, and be swept away to leeward. The fust

night I spent there in a gale, I felt a deuced sight more streaked

than ever I did on board ship in a hurricane.’

^ Yes,’ said I, fancyin’ he was a tryin’ the temper of my narves,

^ it must have been grand.’

“ The fact is, I didn’t jist altogether like the look of his face,

when I said I was afeerd to go, nor his sly wink nother; they

seemed as if they kinder meant he thought I was cowardly
;
and

then I didn’t like all that bunkum about old Neptune, and the ter-

rors of the storm, and so on
;

it sounded braggy
;

so I thought I’d

just clap on all steam, and go ahead of him, for whoever gets to

windward of me had better try it on a river, or a harbour in a sloop-

rigged clipper, have his mainsail cut as flat as a board, lufF all he

can, hold on to all he gets, and mind his weather eye. I don’t cal-

culate in a gineral way to have the wind taken out of my sails, ^ So,

sais I (and in them ^ays I was a pretty extravagant feller to talk

when I felt dandery, I tell you), ‘
so,’ sais I, ‘ I hope there will be a

ripper there, a regular ring-tailed roarer, the night I land on the

island. Then if a feller was to jump bare-backed on his imagina-

tion, throw away the reins, dig in the spurs

—

’
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needn^t do that/ said he; ^ there are three hundred wild

bosses there; catch one o’ them in the storm, and race off, if you

have a fancy for that sort o’ scuddin’ afore the wind with hare poles.’

.
^ Exactly,’ sais I, ^ I’m your man. Kaise the wind till it blows

a tornado, catch me a boss, and start me off at midnight, wind

howlin’, breakers roarin’, thunder crashin’, lightnin’ flashin’, and

me a whoopin’ and yellin’ like an Indgian devil, and if there is any

echo, raise sounds like distant voices of unburied thousands that lie

hid in those shallows
;

it would wake the dead, make the wracks

start once more from their sandy beds, and sink again with a ker-

wallup, like crocodiles jumpin’ in the river, or a steamer goin’ down
squensh. Here’s at you, old boy; I’m your man. Here’s for a

ghost-rider’s gallop over skulls, skeletons, and skippers
;

a midnight

lark to scare the wild bosses, scatter the rabbits and rats, and make
the owls stare. I’ll outrun you, outscreech you, and outyell you, for

a ten mile heat for five hundred dollars. Come, what do you say to

that stump ? are you brought to a hack ?’

^ I wouldn’t run a race of a mile,’ said he, ^ at midnight, on that

onconsecrated grave-yard, for a thousand pounds. I am a sailor, and

I respect the dead.’

Oh, ho ! sais I to myself, I have cooled you, have I ? Who is

afeerd now ?

^ And let me tell you, too,’ said he, ^ it’s a land of spirits.’

The fact was, he was superstitious.

‘ I could tell you some ghost stories that I know to be true, that

would make your hair stand on eend. Did you ever hear of Dr.

Copeland’s lady that appeared to the brave Captain Torrens, of the

29th Degiment of the British army, or the Paris gentleman, that

appears always to wracked Frenchmen, and complains of Henry the

Fourth of France, for takin’ his wife and banishin’ him there with

a lot of convicts, so long ago as 1598 ? or the old regicide that used

it as a hidin’-place, and lived and died there ? and on the 29th of May,
when Charles the First was beheaded, marches about with a broad-

brimmed hat on, carries a drawn sword, and sings psalms through
his nose so loud you can hear him above the storm ?”

^ No,’ sais I, ^ I should like to see that man amazin’ly. Our
country was settled by Puritans, and I would give anything to know
what sort of critters they were arter all, and ask some questions to

clear up history. Oh ! time it so as to be there on the 29th. If I

could only see that sainted sinner, talk to him, get his name, see his

dress, and hear his lingo, I’d make a fortin’ out of the critter.”

^‘^Well, well,’ said he, ^^come with me, and I will tell you all

these stories to pass time.’

^ Done !’ sais I, I’m your man. I’d rather raise that old regi-

cide than raise a treasure ship. Hurrah for Sable Island I’ Thinks
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I : Old boy, who is afeerd now? I warn^t born in the woods to De

scared by an owl.’’

Exactly,” said Mr. Eldad, ^who is afeerd? A man has but one
life, and that he must lose some day or another, any way he can fix

it, and he don’t know how soon. He is a fool to be a coward, there-

fore, because the time will come when he can’t help himself. Die

he must. Now if a feller had nine lives like a cat, they would be

worth takin’ care of, because, in a general way, he’d have a good

stock left, and gracious knows how long he might live. He could

afford to be timid like them, and it would be worth his while, too,

to take care of his lives. At least, that’s my logic.”

“I can’t say much for the logic;” sais I; ‘^but your first idea of

dyin’ game aint a bad one, and I won’t nonconcur you.

Well off we went, and a rael pleasant time we had of it, too.

Oh ! what fun we had a chasin’ of them wild bosses ! There was a

herd of three hundred of them, and we caught a lot of them for the

Halifax market, for they overstock the island now and then, and
have to be thinned off. You have no idea what nice eatin’ wild hoss-

meat is. It was the fust time I ever tasted any. I felt kinder skit-

tish at fust, but I soon got used to it. It is somethin’ between veal

and beef. As for wild fowl, there is no eend to them there.”

Did you see a storm there ?” said Cutler.
‘‘1 guess I did,” sais I; ^^and that’s the reason I staid there so

long, for the cap tin had to get on board quick step, up anchor, and
off till it was over. It was splendid, you may depend— awful, per-

haps, is the proper word. You fancy you hear drowning men’s

voices in it, while the screams of birds scuddin’ home for shelter

aint onlike those of human bein’s.”

What sort of a lookin’ place is it ?” said he ?”

^^As desolate, wild, and lonely a place,” sais I, ^^as ever you see.

Its sand, just the colour of the water, and can’t be seen at no great

distance on that account. In the hollows scooped out by the wind
are whortleberry and cranberry bushes, in shallower places is bent

grass, and on the shores wild peas
;
but there aint a tree or a shrub

on the whole island. The sand drifts in a gale like snow, and blows

up into high cones. These dance about sometimes, and change

places
;
and when they do, they oncover dead bodies of poor critters

that have been overtaken there, the Lord knows when or how. There

is a large lake in it fifteen miles long.”

‘AVhy what is the extent of the island?” said Cutler.

About thirty miles,” sais I
;

and from one and a half to two

wide. It has the shape of a bow, and tapers off at both ends. After

the storm, the superintendent and I rode all round it. Y/hen we
come to the north end of the lake, we got ofl‘, and fastened our nags

to a sort of pound, made of ship timber and drift stuff, that they

drive wild bosses into when they want to catch them.
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^Now/ said -he, ^sit down here, Mr. Slick, and Pll tell you one

of the strangest stories you ever heard. In the year 1802, the ship

Princess Amelia was wracked off here, having the furniture of the

Queen^s father. Prince Edward, on board, and a number of recruits,

sodger officers and their wives, and women sarvants. There were two

hundred souls of them altogether, and they all perished. About
that period, some piratical vagabonds used to frequent there, for there

was no regular establishment kept on the island then
;
and it’s gene-

rally supposed some of the poor people of that misfortinate ship

reached the shore in safety, and were murdered by the wrackers for

their property. Well, the Prince sends down Captain Torrens— of

the 29th regiment, I think it was—from Halifax, to inquire after the

missin’ ship
;

and, as luck would have it, he was wracked too, and

pretty nearly lost his life in trying to drag others through the surf,

for he was a man that didn’t know what danger or fear either was,

except by name. There was but few that could be rescued before

the vessel went to pieces. Well, he stationed them that survived at

one eend of the island, and off he goes to the other so as to extend

his look-out for aid as far as he could, but first they had to bury the

dead that floated from the troop-ship, and gather up such parts of

the Prince’s effects as came ashore, and were worth saving. It was

an awful task, and took them a long time, for the grave was as large

as a cellar amost. There they are, just where that long bent grass

grows. Having done this, and findin’ fire-arms in the Government
shelter-hut, off he goes alone to the other eend of the island. One
day, having made the circuit of the lower half here, he returned

about dusk to where we now are.

‘ Where you see that little hillock, there was a small hut in those

days, that had fireworks in it, and some food, and chairs, and tables,

that had been saved out of wracks, which were placed there for dis-

tressed people
;
and there were printed instructions in French and

English, telling them what to do to keep themselves alive till they

could be taken off. Well, he made up a fire, hauled down some hay
out of the loft, and made up a bed in one corner, and went out to

take a walk along by the side of the lake, afore he turned in. As he

returned, he was surprised to see his dog standin’ at the door, lookin’

awfully skeered, growlin’, barkin’, and yelpin’ like mad. The first

thing he saw inside was a lady sittin’ on one side of the fire, with

long drippin’ hair hangin’ over her shoulders, her face as pale as

death, and havin’ nothin’ on but a loose soiled white dress, that was
as wet as if she had just come out of the sea, and had sand stickin’

to it, as if she had been rolled over and over on the breakers. Good
Heavens, Madam, said he, who are you, and where did you come
from ?

^ But she didn’t speak to him, and only held up her hand before

her, and he saw one of the forefingers was cut off, and was still bleedin’
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Well; he turned round and opened a case that he had picked up in

the mornin^ from the drift ship, in which was materials for bandagin’

the wound, and was goin’ to offer her some assistance, when she rose

up sudden, slipped past him, and went out of the door and walked

off. Well, he followed and called to her, and begged her to stop;

but on she went, and thinkin’ she was out of her mind, he ran after

her, and the faster he went, the swifter she raced, till she came to

the lake, and dove right into it head foremost.

^ Well, he stood some time there considerin’ and ponderin’ over

what had happened, and at last he strolled back, and sat down by
the fire a good deal puzzled. Arter studyin’ it out for some time,

sais he : There can’t be no mistake here. That is not a ghost, nor a

demented person, but a murdered woman. If I catch a wracker

here, while I am on the island, I’ll ask no questions, but I’ll shoot

him as I would a wolf. Poor thing, she wants me to tell her friends

I have seen her, and that she is actilly dead
;
but who is she, and

who are her folks ? But the finger, said he, that is very odd. I

suppose in putting up her hand to save her life, it was cut off. Con-

found the villain, I wish I could once get my eyes on him, and he

looked at the primin’ of his gun, and went out and kneeled down,

and takin’ off his hat held Iris head close to the ground, to see if any-

body was movin’ between him and the horizon
;
and findin’ there

warn’t, and feelin’ tired, for he had been on his feet all day, he re-

turned to the hut again, and who should be there but the self-same

lady, in the self-same place.

^^^Now, said he to himself, don’t go too near her, it’s evidently

onpleasant to her; but she has some communication to make. Well,

what do you think, it’s a positive fact, she held up the mutilated

hand again. He paused some time afore he spoke, and took a good

look at her, to be sure there was no mistake, and to be able to iden-

tify her afterwards, if necessary.
i Why, sais he, after scrutinizin’ of her (for he was a man was

the brave Captain Torrens, that the devil himself couldn’t daunt),

why, sais he, it aint possible ! Why, Mrs. Copeland, is that you ?

for he knew her as well as I know you. She was the wife of Dr.

Copeland, of the 7th regiment, and was well known at Halifax, and
beloved by all who knowed her. She just bowed her head, and then

held up her hand, and showed the bloody stump of her finger.

‘ 1 have it, sais he, murdered for the sake of your ring,— she

bowed her head. Well, sais he. I’ll track the villain out, till he is

shot or hanged. Well, she looked sad, and made no sign. Well,

sais he. I’ll leave no stone unturned to recover that ring, and restore

it to your family.
^ Well, she smiled, bowed her head, and rose up and waved her

hand to him to stand out of the way, and he did, and she slipped by
him, and then turned and held up both hands, as if she was pushin’
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some one bacli, and retreated tbat way, makin^ the same motion
;
and

he took the hint, shut to the door, and sot down to disgest this curi-

ous scene.

^ Now that story is a positive fact,’ sais the superintendent.

^ Them is the real names. My father heard Torrens tell it word for

word, as I tell it to you
;
and there is people now living to Halifax,

who knew him well, for he was a great favorite with everybody.

Just after that, there was an awful storm, and another wrack, and

he was mainly the means of saving the people at the risk of his own
life. His name is on the chart as the ‘ brave Captain Torrens,’ the

House of Assembly voted him a large sum of money, and the

Prince thought everything of him. I dare say the Duchess of Kent
has often heard the story, and if she haint

—

’

^ But about the ring V sais I.

^ Oh, yes !’ said he, ^ that is the curiosest part of it. Captain

Torrens got hold of the names of three of the most noted wrackers,

and sot out to track ’em to their hidin’-places. One of them lived

to Salmon Biver, just about as solitary and lonely a place as he

could have found to escape observation. When the Captain got there,

the feller had gone away to Labrador. Well, Torrens soon knocked

up an acquaintance with the family by stayin’ at the house, and
makin’ it his head-quarters while he was fowlin’ and fishin’ in the

neighbourhood. One evenin’ he put on a splendid ring, which he

brought down for the purpose, so as to draw the talk to the subject

he wanted. The eldest gall admired it greatly; and he took it off,

and it was handed round, and commented on. At last one of the

darters said she didn’t think it was half so pretty as the one daddy
got off the lady’s finger at Sable Island.

^ No, my dear, said the mother, who got behind his chair to tele-

graph, he got it from a Frenchman, who picked it up at the sand

there.

^ Oh ! I believe it was, said the girl, colourin’ up, 'and lookin’ a

little confused.

Well, at last the ring was handed back, and he put it on his

finger again
;
and when he was kinder pretendin’ to be admiring it,

sais he, carelessly

:

^ Show me your ring
;

if it is as handsome as this I’ll buy it of

you, for I am a great ring-fancier
;
but I don’t suppose it would go

on my great coarse finger—would it ? Where is it ?

^ It’s at Halifax, Sir, said she. The last time daddy was there,

he left it with a watchmaker to sell. He gave him twenty shillings

on it, and told him if it fetched more he should have it.

‘ Oh, said he, quite unconsarned, it’s no matter.

^^Oh, yes I it is. Sir, said she, for it’s a most beautiful one; you
had better buy it, and she described it most minutely.

^ He was quite satisfied
;
and arter breakfast the next mornin’



154 THE SABLE ISLAND GHOST

lie started for Halifax as fast as he could. Well the town warn’t

then what it is now. Two watchmakers was all that was in it, so a

search couldn’t last very long any how; but in the window of the

first shop he went to was the identical ring. Sais he to the shop-

man :

^ Friend, sais he, give me the history of that ring, as far as you
know about it.

^ Well, the account was just what he had heard himself, omittin’

of course all mention of the finger. Says he

:

^ Give it to me
;

here are the twenty shillings advanced
;
and if

the owner wants more, tell him to bring the finger that was cut off

to get at it, and then come to me.

‘^^Well, it was identified at once by the ladies of the regiment,

and some of the doctor’s brother officers; and the moment the

Prince saw it, he knew it, for it was a curious old family ring, and
the Captain sent it to England to Mrs. Copeland’s friends. Torrens

was ordered home soon after that, and there the matter dropt.’

That’s a strange story,” said the skipper; ^^what do you think

of it, Mr. Slick ?”

Why,” sais I, it seems to come very straight, and looks as if

it was true
;
and nothin’ ought to be thought onpossible because it’s

oncommon. The main thing is how a story is vouched, and whether
the man who tells it is credible. All depends on that. When a

feller sais he saw an apparition he may be deceived
;

his eyes,, or

the state of his stomach, operatin’ on his vision, or his fancy, or per-

haps his fears, may make him think he saw it when he didn’t. But
if an apparition appears to him, not in bed, when he may mistake a

dream for a reality, but when he is wide awake and in good health,

and gives him information, and he acts on it, and the information

turns out correct, why then I think you may believe him.”

^^Well,” sais Eldad, ^Uhat story is as true as Gospel, for I’ve

heard it from Mr. Collingwood’s father, who was with the Prince at

the time, and saw the ring himself; and more than that, I could tell

you the name of the wracker, but I won’t, for some of his descend-

ants are still living, and are decent people. I have seen the old

coon several times, and the devil himself, with all his arts and insine-

vations, never could coax him out of the house arter dark.”

Exactly,” sais I, Eldad, that’s conscience; and, in my opinion,

conscience is the devil. His court is hardly a fair one, for he fills

three offices at onct. He is witness, judge, and executioner. Con-

science is a witness, and tcsti^es agin a feller; it is a judge too, and

knows the evidence is true, and it is an executioner, and has no

marcy. It don’t punish a feller right off, and ha’ done with it, but

it keeps torturin’ poor sinners all the time. Depend upon it, many
and many a night it woke up that old wracker out of a sound sleep

with a dig on his ribs, and said :
‘ I say, old feller, how are you off
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for rings? You hainte got a spare finger to part with, have you?
for I want one to point at a murderer with, and mine’s tired out.’

Well, then it kinder relents, lets the poor misfortunate critter go to

sleep agin
;
and when he begins to snore, gives a dyin’ screetch in

his ear that fetches him up on his feet in a moment, and he rubs his

eyes, half stupid with fright and drowsiness, and sais :
‘ I wish to

Heavens I was out of this cussed island,’ and he lights his candle,

turns in again, and goes to sleep once more
;

for ghosts don’t come
in where there is light in a general way. Well he dreams (for con-

science is a dab at makin’ fellers act tragedies over in their dreams),

and he dreams he is awful hungry, and come home just in time for

dinner, and there is a beautiful meat-pie on the table that smells so

nice, he actilly feels his mouth water, and he cuts the crust, puts the

spoon in it, and out comes a long white finger with a beautiful ring

on it. Eldad, that is wus than being hung— aint it ? Depend on

it. Pilot, as I said before, conscience is the devil.”

Yes,” said he, ^^it’s wus than the gallus, if you are quite sure

the same thing hante to be gone over again on dead man’s land.

But Mr. Slick,” said he, you describe that so peeowerful, you must
have sulfered yourself, I guess, from conscience.”

^^Well, I have,” sais I.
“ I won’t deny it, for I should tell a lie

if I did. You know, ^ if we say we have no sin we deceive ourselves,

and the truth is not in us.’ I do actilly dream sometimes of an
onsound horse I have put off afore now on a feller, or a critter that

would run away, or a clock that wouldn’t go
;
and I won’t deny the

memory of these things does trouble me now and agin in my dreams,

and I wake up almost chokin’ and laughin’ at the thought of it.”

Mr. Slick,” said the pilot, you are a droll man. Nothin’ seems
to make an impression on you.”

Don’t it,” said I; and I turned to Cutler, for I knew Eldad
couldn’t take luy meanin’. ^^My mind is like natur’,” sais I.

The dark shaders and deep lines are in the right place, but the

strong lights and bright sky are also where they ought to be, I hope.

But come, Mr. Nickerson,” said I, have told you my ghost

story, now do you spin us a yarn if you have a rael dependable one

;

if not, we will talk of something else.”

Well,” said he, ^^I’ll tell you of one that I knowed myself, for

I was on board the vessel at the time. I was mate oncet of a brig

of Colonel Freeman’s, of Liverpool, Nova Scotia, that was commanded
by Captain James Taylor, for I’ll give you the real names of the par-

ties—and we had just come back from the West Indies. On our

return, we arrived off the entrance of the harbour a considerable

piece arter daylight-down, when the wind failed us, and we dropt

anchor there. It was a^ most beautiful moonlight night. I guess

you knew Captin James Taylor, didn’t you ?”
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Yes/^ said I, I knew liim
;
and a better shipmaster, or a better

man, never trod in shoe leather.^^

Well,^^ he said, ^^he would go ashore and walk up to the town,

which was about two miles off
;
and he left me in charge, with orders

to get under weigh as soon as the night breeze sprung up, and two

hands got into the boat, and set him ashore. Well, he crossed over

into the main road, and made for home. As he neared Liverpool,

he came opposite to old Mr. Parker’s farm, where a man of the

name of Trots lived as a tenant. The furst person he saw was old

Trots himself, who was lame, standing out in front of the door.

How are you. Trots ?” said he. Give me a drink of water,

that’s a good fellow.”

Well, the old chap didn’t answer, so he repeated it louder; but

the critter wouldn’t speak.

What in natur’ ails you?” said he; and went close up to him,

and called out again, at the tip eend of his voice : Give me a glass

of water, old feller, will you ?”

Trots stared him in the face, and never said a word, or offered

to move. Now, as the Captain was in a hurry, and it was gettin’

late, he turns out into the road quick, just leaving a parting tough

word for the old man to digest, and thought no more about it. In

the mornin’, he goes to Colonel Freeman to report the vessel, and
tell him about the sale of his lumber and fish, and so on, in the

West Indies.

Says the Colonel, ^ Jemmy,’ sals he (for he was a great hand for

patronisin’ smart young men, and a putting of them forward in the

world), ^ did you see anything of my servant *on the road last

night.’

No !” said he, ^ the only man I saw was old Trots
;
and he—

’

Pooh !’ said he, ^ Trots ! why Trots has been dead and buried

these three weeks.’

^Why how you talk !’ said the captin
;
and he jumps up and tells

him the whole story.

Just then, who should oome into the countin’-house but Captin

Dewal, of Liverpool, and said he

:

Colonel, did you hear about Trots ?’

What’s that?’ said Taylor, in astonishment, for he knew he had
told no one the story.

^^^Why,’ said he, ^ Trots was at his old house last night, and
appeared to Murphy.’

Murphy was another tenant who had moved into the house after

Trot’s death, and he woke him up.

Murphy,’ sais he, ^ in three days you will be whore I am.’

The poor critter was as well at the time as I am now, but sure

enough, in three days, he was as dead as a herrin’. What do you

think of that, Mr. Slick ? Can you account for it ?’

\,
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Yes” sais I, ‘‘ as easy as kiss my hand. It was a moonlight

night. Now, as the captin knew Trots lived there when he went
to the lYest Indies, it’s nateral he should take a shadow of a gate,

post, or somethin’ or another for him, and think he actilly saw him.

That will account for that part of it. Now suppose Murphy had
taken a glass of grog extra that night, or a pound of pork more than

common, got the night-mare, and fancied old Trots was a sittin a

top of him, got scared at the dream, and died out of fright. That
will account for t’other part of it.”

^^You may imagine anything,” said Cutler; ^^hut accordin’ to

that way of reasonin’, all human testimony would be an illusion,

and no one could ever be convicted. I believe that story firmly.”

So do I believe it firmly, too,” said I
;

but he didn’t ask me
if I believed it, he asked me if I could account for it

;
and I never

allow mystlf to be stumped, so I just give him reasons he didn’t think

of. Yes, I believe it too, for Captain Taylor is as brave a man as ever

Captain Torrens was, as little likely to be deceived, and a man of

undoubted veracity. Yes, I believe it,”*

* These two stories are given with the real names. The first is well

known to an officer of the 7th, still living, who was intimately acquainted
with the parties; and all those persons named in the second, were well
known to myself.

—

Author.

14
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CHAPTER XVII.

THE WITCH OF ESKISOONY.

In the morniA, all was bustle on board of the ^ Black Hawk
boats and canoes were alongside from various parts of the harbour,

and a rapid sale was effected of the notions on board, either for

money, or by barter for fish and oil. While these were conducted

under the auspices of the mate and the pilot, I took the gig, and
puttin^ into it my fishing-tackle, rifle and carpet-bag, containin' a few

changes, I rowed up the river to the residence of my old friend,

Captin Collingwood.

The house was situated on a gentle acclivity, that sloped gradually

down to the river, commandin' a view of several of its windings, but

sheltered from the Atlantic storms by a projectin' wooded promon-
tory, that shut in the harbour, and gave it an air of seclusion and
repose. Seein^ a man at some little distance, haulin’ sea-weed in an

ox-cart, I ascertained from him all the particulars concernin’ the

family, and the whereabouts of all its members. I always do this

when I visit a house arter a long absence, to avoid puttin’ untimely

questions. It isn’t pleasant, in a gineral way, to inquire after the

old lady, and find her place supplied by another
;
or after a son that’s

dead and buried, or a gal that’s taken it into her head to get married

without leave. Them mistakes make a feller look blank, and don’t

make you more welcome, that’s a fact. DonH care” won’t hear

friendship for fruity and Don’ t hnow, I’m suref won’t ripen it.

Life has a chart as well as a coast, and a little care will keep you
clear of rocks, reefs and sandbars.

After I had heard all I wanted, sais I, Friend, one good turn

deserves another, now your off-ox aint as smart, or as strong, as your
near one.”

‘AVell, that’s a fact,” sais he, ^^he aint.”

^^Give him a little more of <the yoke-beam,” sais I, that will

give him more purchase, and make him even with tother.”

Well, I never thought of that,” said he.

Mornin’ ” sais I. Come, steward, you and I must be a

movin’.

Never thought of that,”’ said I, Sorrow,” addressin’ of the

nigger sarvant, well, I don’t believe that goney will ever ^ think

of that again,’ for advice that ain’t paid for ain’t no good. But here

we are at the house
;
now put down the things and cut for the vessel,

you may be wanted.”
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; I paused a moment before knockin’ at the door^ to take a look at

the scene before me. How familiar it looked ! and yet how many
things had happened to me since I was here ! A member of the

I

embassy to London— an Attache—visitin’ palaces^ castles, country-

seats and town-houses. How will country gals in Nova Scotia look

after well-dressed fashionable ladies to England, that art has helped

natur’ to make handsome, and wealth held out the puss to, wide

open, and said, Don’t spare, for there’s plenty more ?” The Town

I

Hall to Slickville, that seemed so large afore I left, looked like

nothin’ when I came back, the Museum warn’t as good as an old

;

curiosity shop, and the houses looked as if the two upper storeys had

;

been cut off.

Will these gals of Collingwood’s seem coarse, or vulgar ? or con-

saited, or ignorant, or what ? If I thought they would I wouldn’t

go in. I like ’em too well to draw comparisons agin ’em. I shouldn’t

: wonder if they looked the best of the two, arter all ! First, I know
they’ll be more bloomin’, for they keep better hours

;
next, they are

I nateral, and tho’ first chop ladies to London are so too, yet art is

< only polished natur’, and the height of it is to look nateral. It’s

I like the rael thing, but it wants life. One’s an artificial flower : the

other’s a rael genuine rose. One has no scent : the other’s parfume
itself. I guess, at last, high-bred beauty looks best to high-born

folks, and simple country trainin’ to folks that’s used to it them-

! selves. Circumstances, education, and custom makes circles in Eng-
land and the States, in monarchies and republics, and everywhere

;
else, and always will

;
and I reckon everybody had better keep to

i his own, or at any rate to one that ain’t very far above or below it.

if A man must keep his own circle, like his own side of the road, un-

j'; less he wants to be elbowed and jostled for everlastin’.

I wonder whether Sophy would do for me, or whether she would
C bear transplantin’ to Slickville? Let’s see, here goes; and just as

I lifted up my hand to rap on the door, swing it went open, and it

nearly hit her in the face. As she started and coloured with sur-

,
I

prise, I thought I never see so handsome a gal in my life. Well
I*

: done, natur’ I” sais I to myself, ‘^you’ve carried the day, and I
r kinder guessed you would.”

“Don’t be skeered. Miss,” said I, “my hand was lifted agin the

f

door, and not agin you, to enquire if my old friend, the Captin, was

I

to home.”

j

She said he was absent, but would be back in time for dinner;

and, as her little brother made his appearance with his satchel over

‘his shoulder, he and I lifted into the hall my travellin’ traps. It

was plain she didn’t recollect me, and I don’t know as I should have
know’d her, if I hadn’t seen her to home— she had filled out, and

I

developed into so fine a woman I

;

Arter a while, sais she, “ You have the advantage of me, Sir ?”

i\
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(meanin’, ^ Pray what may your name he V it’s a common phrase,

this side of the Atlantic)
;
hut I evaded it.

‘^No,” sais I, Miss Sophy, you have the advantage of me
;

for

you have youth, bloom and beauty on your side : and I am so ^ vedder

beaden,’ as poor old Rodenheiser over the river there used to say,

that you don’t recollect me. But where is Mary ? tell her that her

old friend, Mr. Slick, has come to see her.”

Mr. Slick,’’ said she, well, what a surprise this is ! I knew
your face and your voice, but I couldn’t just call your name, not ex-

pectin’ to see you, and being taken by surprise, it confused me.

Why, how do you do ?— how glad I am to see you ! Jemmy, call

Mary
;

but, don’t tell her who it is, see if her memory is better than

mine. How delighted my father will be ! He often talks of you,

and only yesterday Wondered where you were.”

Mary, like her sister, had greatly improved in appearance; but,

unlike her, knew me at once, and I was at home once more among
friends. The country is the place for warm hearts. The field is

larger, and fewer in it, than in cities
;
and they aint fenced in, and

penned up, and don’t beat by rule. Feelins rise sudden, like freshets,

and gush right over; and then when they subside like, run deep, and
clear, and transparent.

A country welcome, like a country wood-fire, is the most bright

and charmin’ thing in the world : warms all, and cheers all, and
lights up everythin’. Oh I give me the country, and them that live

in it. Poor dear old Minister used to say, The voice that whispers

in the trees, and intones the brooks, or calls aloud in the cataracts,

is the voice of Him that made them
;
and the birds that sing, and

the fish that leap with joy, and the hum of unseen myriads of ani-

mate creatures, and the flowers of the fields, and the blossoming

shrubs, all speak of peace, quiet, and happiness. Is it any" wonder
that those who live there become part of the landscape, and harmo-
nize with all around them ? They inhale fragrance

;
and are healthy,

and look on beauty till they reflect it ?” I remember his very words';

and what was there that he didn’t say pretty? But these galls have

set me off thinkin’ over his poetical ideas.

I wonder if cornin’ by sea makes the contrast greater ? P’raps it

does, for all natur loves variety. Arter a little chat, thinks I, I’ll

just take myself off now for a spell
;

for, in course, there is some-

thin’ to do when a stranger arrives
;
and when most that is done, is

done by folks themselves. The great secret of life is never to he in

the wag of others. So sais I, Jemmy, my boy, did you ever see a

salmon caught with a fly?”

No, Sir,” said he.

^AVoll, then, s’posen you and I go down to where the Eskisoony

stream jincs the river, and I will raise one for dinner in less than

half no time. It’s beautiful sport.”
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will jist run up and put on my bonnet, and walk with you,^^

said Sophy. I have often heerd of fly-fishin^, but never saw it.

This week is my holidays, for it’s Mary’s turn to be housekeeper.”

Any chance of a shot, my little man?” sais I. Shall I take

my rifle?”

^^Oh, yes, Sir; the minks and otters, at this season, are very busy

fishin’.”

“ There’s some chance for a fur-cap for you then, this winter, my
boy,” sais I.

Having prepared all things necessary, and loaded little Jemmy
with the fishin’-rod and landin’-net, I took Sophy under one arm,

and slung my rifle over the other, and in a few minutes was on the

best spot on the river for salmon.

Now, my little squire, look here,” sais I. Do you see where

the water shoals above that deep, still pool ? Well, that is the place

to look for the gentleman to invite to dinner. Choose a fly always

like the flies of the season and place, for he has an eye for natur as

well as you; and as you arc agoin’ to take him in so, he shan’t know
! his own food when he sees it, you must make it look like the very

! identical thing itself, or else he turns up his nose at it, laughs in his

I

gills, and sais to himself, ^ I aint such a fool as you take me to be.’

Then throw your line clear across the stream
;

float it gently down
, this way, and then lift the head of the rod, and trail it up conside-

rable quick— tip, tip, tip, on the water. Ah ! that’s a trout, and a

fine fellow too. That’s the way to play him to drown him. Now
i for the landin’-net. Aint he a whopper?” In a few minutes, a

dozen and a half of splendid trout were extended on the grass.

You see the trout take the fly before I have a chance to trail it up

I

the stream. Now, I’ll not float it down, for that’s their game; but

i

cast it slantin’ across, and then skim it up, as a nateral fly skims
along. That’s the ticket ! I’ve struck a nobliferous salmon. Now

j

you’ll see sport.” The fish took down the stream at a great rate,

; and I in and after him
;

stayin’ but not snubbin’, restrainin’ but not

ij checkin’ him short; till he took his last desperate leap clear out of

ij the water, and then headed up stream again
;
but he grew weaker

il and weaker, and arter a while I at last reached the old stand, brought

I
him to shore nearly beat out, and pop he went into the net. That’s

1
lesson number one, J^mmy. Now we’ll set down under the oaks,

i| and wait till the disturbance of the water is over. How strange it

!
is, Sophy, that you couldn’t recollect me ! Maybe it’s witchery, for

i that has a prodigious effect upon the memory. Do you believe in

witches?” said I, leaning on my elbow in the grass, and looking up
t i into her pretty face.

{
i How can I believe, who never saw one— did you ?”

Just come from a county in England,” said I, that’s chockful

of ’em.”

i !!

14 *
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I)o tell me/^ said she, what sort of looking people they are.

Little, cross, spiteful, crooked old women, aint they V’

The most splendid galls,^^ sais 1,/^ mortal man ever beheld;

half-angel, half-woman, with a touch of cherubim, musical tongues,

telegraph eyes, and cheeks made of red and white roses. They’d
bewitch Old Scratch himself, if he was only to look on ’em. They
call ’em Lancashire witches.”

^^Did they ever bewitch you?” she said, laughin’.

^^Well, they would, that’s a fact; only I had beeu bewitched

before by a far handsomer one than any of them.”
And pray, who is she I”

^^If I was to call her up from the deep,” sais I, ^^have you
courage enough to look her in the face ?”

Well, she looked a little chalky at that, but said, with a steady

voice, ‘‘ Certainly I have. I never did any harm to any one in my
life; why should I be afraid of her, especially if she’s so handsome ?”

Well, then. I’ll raise her; and you’ll see what I never saw in

England or elsewhere. I’ll show her to you in the pool ;” and I

waved my hand three or four times round my head, and with a staff

made a circle on the ground, pretendin’ to comply with rules, and

look wise. ^^Come,” sais I, ‘‘sweet witch, rise and show your

beautiful face. Now, give me your hand. Miss;” and I led her

down to the deep, still, transparent pool.

“Mr. Slick,” said she, “I’m not sure the raisin’ of spirits is right

for you to do.”

But I said, “I would look on this one, and I will, to show you

there’s nothing to be afraid of, but doing wrong. Stoop and look

into the water,” sais I; “now, what do you see?”

“Nothing,” she said, “but some trout swimmin’ slowly about?”
“ Hold your head a little higher,” sais I. “Move a little further

this way, on account of the light; that’s it. What do you see now?”
“Nothin’ but my own face.”

“ Are you sure ? look again.”

“Certainly, it’s my own; I ought to know it.”

“Well, that’s the face of Sophy, the Witch of Eskisoony.”

Well, she jumped up on her feet, and she didn’t look pleased at

the joke, I tell you.

Sais she, “ Mr. Slick, that’s not right
;
you have seen a good deal

of the world, and we are simple-minded, rustic people here. It is

not right to play us off that way for your own amusement, or that of

your readers. It’s not kind, nor is it right to praise one so extrava-

gantly. A woman must be foolish to believe it or receive it. You
left us a friend, and have returned a flatterer.”

Hurrah for good sense, sais I to myself, that’s the plant for

Slickville.

“ Miss Sophy,” sais I, “ you forgot my name, and now it’s clear
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you’ve forgot my way and manner, or you would recollect banterin’

talk is as nateral to me as singin’ is to a canary bird. I don’t mean
nothin’ but good natur’ by it. I’m dreadful sorry for sayin’ or doin’

anythin’ you don’t approve. You havn’t seen me of late, and can’t

help feelin’ a little of the resarve of a stranger. You would’nt a

minded it a month hence, when the past and present was jined, and

all that’s atween seemed one. I admit I was wrong. People may
eend familiar, but they should’nt begin familiar. To call an ugly

woman by her right name would entitle a feller to a kickin’, but to

call a beautiful—no, that’s too flatterin’ a word—a handsome—no,

that’s too familiar—a pretty girl—well, that word may pass, though

it falls short— a pretty girl a pretty girl, ain’t such a deadly sin, I

think, arter all.”

Well, she laughed. Nor I either,” said she. ^^But come, let’s

talk no more about it
;
perhaps I made too much of it

;
I believe

I did.”

Hurrah for human natur’, says I agin, to myself. I would’nt

^give a cent for a gall that isn’t well provided with it.

‘^No you didn’t,” sais I. was wrong, and am sorry for it.

Resarve is a line fences that neighbours have to heep up, to prevent

encroachments. The most beautiful roses in the world have thorns and

prickles all under their leaves, and around their stems, that scratch,

and jab, and hurt like anythin’; well, they’re there for defence.

If folks will let the roses alone, the thorns will let them be
;
but if

;

they rumfoozle the flower, why they just catch it, right and left,

' that’s all. If it warn’t for them, there wouldn’t be no roses at all;

i they couldn’t show their pretty faces; and they have as good a right

to show their bloomin’ smilin’ cheeks as Lancashire witches or Esca-
' soon— (I like to have made a hole in my manners), or any other

pretty little witches. If it warn’t for them,” said I, ^Hhe cows

would browse on all that grow spontaneous-like in the fields, and the

goats feed on ’em, and the sheep nibble away at ’em like anythin’;

1 there wouldn’t soon be a rose on the face of the airth.”

Well, you do talk different from anybody else,” she said, ^Hhat’s

I

a fact. I didn’t mean to be angry with you, and I don’t think I

I

could, if I did.”

Well, come and sit down,” sais I, under the oaks again, and
I’ll tell you a curious story of an old woman that was bewitched at

{

Annapolis, as you was, and lost her memory. Well,” sais I, ^‘when

I

I first went to—But, hush !” said I, and I laid my hand on her arm,

||
for just then I heerd a rushin’, tramplin’ kind of noise in the alder-

fc bushes, right across the Eskisoony run, that suddenly stopped, and

j; tlien a sort of puffin’, and loud breathin’, like little model engines,

f: “ Yv^hat’s that?” sais I, in a whisper.

It’s the young cattle,” said she.

j! “No,” said I, “that’s not the way they browse. Keep as still
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as a mouse/^ And I put my heels on the grass, and lifted up my
weight with my hands, and ampersanded forwards that way until I

got near the tree, when I took up my rifle, and made all ready. Just

then the cracklin’ of the shrubs showed something was movin'

on, and then the same noise was made further beyond, and in a min-

ute or two, a beautiful large stately carriboo came out of the thicket,

snufied up the air, looked round cautious, and made as if he was
a-goin’ to take a drink, to cool his coppers. I drew a bead on him,

and let him have it as quick as wink. He sprang up on eend, the

matter of a yard or so, and fell right down dead in the bushes, when
off started the herd among the alders, as if they’d crush the whole
of them into the intervale.

You’ve got him, Mr. Slick!” said Jemmy, who was about

jumpin’ up on his feet, when I pulled him down again.

Hush I” said I, ^^not a word for your life. Keep dark and lay

low, they’ll come back again to look after him presently, and then

I’ll get another shot.” And I reloaded as fast as I could, crawled

nearer the trunk of the tree, and got a positign for coverin’ anythin’

for some distance up and down stream. Arter layin’ a while there,

the same tramplin’ was heard again, and then the same hard breath-

in’, and then the sounds of more than one advancin’, when two lead-

ers came out of the bush, and stood and looked at their old captain,

a-wonderin’ what on airth was the matter with him, when bang went
the rifle, and down went another noble buck right across him.

Now, Jemmy,” sais I, we can afford to talk, for I don’t want
to kill no more. There ’s one for the house, and one for the ‘ Black

Hawk,’ and it’s my rule not to waste Hod’s bounties.”

And a very good rule it is, too,” said Sophy. ‘‘ I never could

bear to hear of their bein’ shot just for sport, and then left in the

woods for the crows and foxes to eat. That don ’t seem to me the

purpose Providence designed ’em for. What on airth could have

brought them away down here ? I don’t remember ever bearin’ of

any being so near the coast before.”

The witch of Eskisoo— Oh ! I was very nearly in for it again 1”

says I.

Yes, yes,” said she, laughin’, there’s many a mistake made on
purpose.”

^‘There’s something difficult to get out of the head of Sophy,”
sais I, ^^and some more difficult to get out of the heart.” She col-

oured some at that, and kinder looked down
;

but, wom.an like, was
cunnin’ of fence, and answered right off.

And among them the love of banter, that’s born in some folks,

I do believe. But go on with your Annapolis story.”

^AVell,” sais I, and I rested agin on my elbow, and looked up
into her beautiful face— for there ’s no way a gall looks so pretty as

when in that position. If they have to look up to you, it kinder
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;
causes them to throw the head back, opens the eyes too wide, and

' covers the whole face with strong light. Half the beant}^, and more

I

nor half the expression is lost. Besides, the neck is apt to look

;

cordy. When they look down, the eyelashes fall, and the eye is

: better shaped, more oval, less round, and is more liquid. The beau-

tiful bow-shape of the mouth shows better, the ringlets hang grace-

ful and there ^s shapes here and there in the face that sets it off

!

grand. Nothin’ ever looks pretty in glare. That’s the advantage

I

-in paintin’. It makes one know what he couldn’t larn without it.

My clocks have been the makin’ of me, that’s a fact. Daubin’

figures on ’em set me to study drawin’ and paintin’, and that made
me study natur. An artist lias more than two eijes, that’s a fact.

Sophy,” sais I, afore I go, I must try and take you, just as you

now sit.”

^^Take me ?” she said, lookin’ puzzled.

Yes,” sais I; ^‘1 have my drawin’-pencil and sketchin’-block

here, and if you only knew how becomin’ that attitude is— how
beautiful you do

—

”

^^Oh, come now,” she said, don’t talk nonsense that way, that’s

j

a good soul ! Go on with your story.”

^MVell, I’ll try,” sais I, ‘Gho’ it’s hard to think of one thing,

and talk of another.” The fact is, and there’s no denyin’ it, much
as I’ve laughed at others, I was almost spoony myself. When I

I

first went down to Annapolis— Jemmy,” sais I, suppose you

carry up that are salmon to the house; it’s time it was there for

dinner, and tell some of the men folks, when they return at twelve

I

o’clock, to bring down a wooden-shod ox-sled to carry up the deer.

It will side over the grass most as easy as snow. When I first went

to Annapolis,” sais I. Just then Sophy looked over her shoulder

i arter Jemmy, and seemed oneasy like; I suppose she didn’t half

1 like bein’ left alone there with me a lollin’ on the grass, and she
' was right. It ain’t enough for galls not to give 'people reason to

\ talk ; they shouldn’t even give them a chance. But if she took me
' into her calculations she was wrong. When folks confides in me,

I’d die to presarve confidence. When they take the reins and trust

to their own drivin’, I leave ’em to take care of themselves, and jist

look arter number one.”

i
^^Mr. Slick,” sais she, “1 beg pardon for interruptin’ you, but

we are leavin’ poor Mary all alone. I think we’d better return,

p’raps.”

Jemmy,” sais I, a callin’ arter him ever so loud, ask Miss

Mary if she won’t come and see a salmon caught. Oh! doift go,

I
Miss,” sais I

;
I have to leave to-morrow, and it’s such a treat for

me to see you, and talk to you, you can’t think.”

To-morrow I” sais she. “ Oh my, you don’t say so I”

^^Well, let’s talk of to-morrow,” sais I, ‘^when to-morrow comes.
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Sophy/^ and I took her hand, Sophy/ ^ sais I, and I looked up into

her face
;
I don’t think she ever looked so handsome afore since she

was born, Sophy—” and vrhat I was agoiu’ to say ain’t no matter,

for she kinder cut it short, and said :

^^Well, go on with your story then, Mr. Slick.”

Sam, sais I to myself, a faint heart, you know, never won a fair

lady
;
you have turned into a nateral fool, I do believe.

Well,” sais I, ^‘when I first went to Annapolis, there was an

old lady there, one Mrs. Lothrop, a very old woman
;
and when she

heard I was there, she sent for me. When she was a little girl, she

lived at Brooklyn Ferry, where her father died when she was nine

years old. Arter that, she lived in the house of a loyalist, named
Lothrop, and married one of his sons, and when the war came, moved
down to this country.

Well, she wanted to talk of Long Island, and the old ferry, and

the market days, and what not, of old times. She said she would

like to eend her days there
;
that she was sure the moon was larger

there than here, and shone brighter, and the fruit was better, and

the people honester, and I don’t know what all. It was a great

comfort to her to see me, and hear herself talk about those things

;

and every time I went there, I used to go and see her, it pleased

her so.

Well, the last time I was to that town, the servant waked me
up about daylight one day, and said, ^ Mr. Lothrop’ (that was her

youngest son, for her husband had been long dead) ‘ was below, and

wanted to see me in a great hurry.’

‘ Tell him I’ll be down torectly,’ sais I.

^ Oh !’ sais the servant, ^ he is carryin’ on dreadful down there,

and sais he must see you this very blessed minute.’

^ Tell him to come up, then,’ sais I, ^ and I’ll talk to him here

in bed.’

^^Well, in run Lothrop, a-wringin’ of his hand, and lookin’ as

pale as a ghost, and a goin’ round and round the room, like a ravin’

distracted bedbug.”

What a curious expression !” said Sophy, and she larfed like any-

thin’. How droll you do talk, Mr. Slick
!”

•^^It’s a way I have, sometimes,” said I.

^^Well, go on,” says she.

^^Well, all the goney could say was, ^Oh, Mr. Slick! oh, Mr.

Slick 1— it’s a dreadful piece of business about mother I OK ! oh 1’

sais he, and he boohood right out, like a child.

‘ Come, Lothrop,’ sais I, a-raisin’ of myself up in bed, ^ be a man,

and tell me what you are makin’ this cverlastin’ touss about.’
“ ‘ Oh ! oh I’ sais he, M can’t; it’s too bad I’ and ofi’ he sot agin,

a blubberin’ like a school-boy.

At last, I got riled and fairly got my dander up. ^ Come, out
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with it/ sais I, ‘like a man, or out with yourself from this room,

and let me go to sleep. What ails the old lady ?— is she dead V
“ ‘ Oh ! wus nor that

!'

‘“Raced off and got married agin?^ sais I. Well that kinder

grigged him, and cooled him down a hit.

“ ‘ Raced off and got married sais he, ‘ I didn’t expect to hear

you speak so disrespectful of poor dear mother ! You know that’s

onpossible, in the natur’ of things
;
but if it war, it’s wus nor that

!’

“ ‘Well, what in natur’ is it?’ sais I.

“Why/ sais he, ‘she’s be — be— be
—

’ and at last he giggog-

gled it out, ‘she’s be— be—bewitched !’

“‘Be— be— be— witched!’ sais I, a-mockin’ him, for unless I

made him mad, I knew I couldn’t make him talk; ‘you be— be—
be— hanged I you great big, blubberin’ blockhead! If you han’t

got no sense, I hope you’ve got some decency left. So clear out of

this, and let me go to sleep. I railly didn’t think you was such a

bornfool ! Get out o’ this, afore I put you out
!”

“ ‘ Oh ! Mr. Slick/ said he, ‘ don’t be wrathy ! If you only knew
all, you wouldn’t say so. She’s dreadful to behold !’

“ ‘ But I do know all,’ sais I. ‘ I know there’s no such a thing

under the sun as a witch
;

if there was, you’d a-been hanged long

ago, you’re such a knowin’ ’coon. Out with you !’

“ ‘ Mr. Slick !’ sais he, ‘ oh, Mr. Slick ! do come and see her,,and

tell us what to do with her !’

“ ‘Well/ sais I, ‘I will, for her sake : for I’d do anything amost

for her; but there’s one thing I’d do willingly for you, and that is

to kick you.’
“ ‘Well, then/ said he, ‘if she aint bewitched. I’ll stand kickin’

till you’re tired.’

“ ‘ Done/ sais I. ‘ Go and harness up Old Clay, and I’ll dress in

a jiffy and off. Come, make yourself scarce : bear a hand.’

“Well, as we drove along, ‘ Now,’ sais I, ‘Lothrop, if you don’t

want me to lose my temper, and pitch you right out of this here

waggon, begin at the beginnin’, and tell me this here foolish story.’

'
“ ‘ Foolish !’ said he. ‘ Mr. Slick, I am sure

—

’

. “I jist hauled up short. ‘No jaw,’ sais I. ‘Just begin now,
and tell it short, for I don’t approbate long yarns,’ (Sophy smiled at

this, as much as to say how little we know ourselves, but she didn’t

say nothin’), ‘ or out you go.’

“‘Well/ sais he, ‘it was night before last. Sir, about twelve

o’clock, as near I can guess, that I first heerd the witch come to the

house, and call Mother ! through the roof.’
“ ‘ What an everlastin’, abominable, onaccountable fool you be,

Lothrop,’ sais I; ‘ but go on.’
“ ‘ Let me tell it my own way,’ sais he. ‘ Well, Fanny had gone

to bed before me, and was fast asleep when I turned in, and I was
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just a droppin’ off into the land of nod, when whap the hag jumped
on the roof, near the chimhly, and scratched about among the shin-

gles with her broomstick, and called out two witch words I didn’t

understand. Oh ! they were loud, and clear, and cold enough to

freeze you! So I wakes up Fanny. Fanny, sais I. What, dear?

sais she. Just listen. Well, I am listenin’ sais she. What have

you got to say, love ? Listen, sais I. Well, I am listening’ sais she,

quite peevish-like : what is it, dear ? Do you hear anything ? sais I.

Yes, sais she, dear, I hear you. Tut I sais I; don’t you hear any-

body else ? Why, in course, I do
;
I hear G-ranny a snorin’, that’s

all. It was worth while to wake me up for that, warn’t it I And
she turned right round agin, and dropped off to sleep as quick as

wink. Well, Christians talkin’ that way, skeered oft' the witch, or

ghost, or banshee, or whatever it was
;
and I thought it was all over,

and had just begun to forget all about it, when bang it come agin

upon the ridgepole, and called twice for the old lady. Well, I wakes

up, wife agin. Fanny, sais I. John, sais she, what’s the matter?

what on airth ails you ? Listen, sais I. I won’t, sais she
;

so there,

now, do for goodness gracious sake, go to sleep. Fanny, sais I, I am
skeered. Oh ! you’ve been dreamin’, sais she : do be quiet

;
you’ll

wake up the baby, and then we shall have a proper hullabaloo here.

There, sais I, didn’t you hear that noise now 1 for there was another

call as plain as barkin’. Yes, said she, I do; it’s nothin’ but an owl;

and you are a stupid booby too, to be scared by an owl
;

seein’ you
was raised in the woods. I’ll get right up, and shoot it, sais I; I’m
superstitious about owls. They bring bad luck; their great goggle

eyes aint nateral. The night Jem Denson— Jem Denson be fid-

dled, said she, and you too. I’ll have no such carryin’s on here, in

the night, on no account. Go right off to sleep this minute
;
and

she put her arm round my neck, and held me like a fox-trap, and
pretended to snore in my ear. So we both fell into a sound sleep,

and it was broad day when I woke up. When I did, Fanny had me
fast by the neck still; I couldn’t get her arm off. Fanny, sais I,

but she was dead asleep
;
Fanny, dear : no answer. Fanny, sais I,

a undoin’ of her arm, and a shakin’ her. I won’t listen no more.

It’s time to _gct up, sais I. I won’t, sais she; it’s nothin’ but an
owl. Fact is, she was a little bewitched herself, without knowin’ of

it, and it was some time before she was wide awake.’
‘ Your wife is an understandin’ woman,’ sais I

;
^ it’s a pity you

hadn’t some of her sense.’

Well, I got up, and went into the keepin’-room, and as I passed

mother's door, I heard her call out in an unairthly voice. Fanny,
sais I

;
but she was a dozin’ off agin, Fanny, for Heaven’s sake, get

up
;

sais I, mother’s bewitched ? It’s you, she said, that’s be-

witched
;

it’s nothin’ but an—an—o—owl, and off she dropt agin as

fast as a pine-stump. I just lifted her right out o’ bed, carried her
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to mother’s room in my arms, opened the door, sot her on the floor,

and left her in there. In less than a minute, she screamed awful,

and mother screamed herself hoarse. When I went in I cried like a

child.’

^ I’ve no doubt you did,’ sais I, ‘ and yelled loud enough to wake

the dead.’
“ ^ So would you,’ said he, ^if you had a been there, I know, and

it will shock you awful now. Oh, Mr. Slick ! what a time we have

had of it ever since ! There she lies, talkin’ that devilish gibberish,

and then she cries, and sobs, and falls asleep exhausted, and then at

it agin like anythin’. What a dreadful fearful thing witchcraft is !

I went to the parson, and he ordered me out of the room, and told

me it was scandalous to see me so drunk at such a time of the

mornin’. But here we are.’

^^Well, sure enough, the whole family looked as if they were

gatherin’ for a funeral, cryin’ and sobbin’ like anythin’. ^ Mornin’,’

sais I, ^ Mrs. Lothrop. How is the old lady, to-day ? Can I see

her?’ Well, to make a long story short, I went into her room, and

held out my hand to her without speakin’. She took it, and then

certainly did let off a lingo strange enough to make Adam and Eve
stare. Well, I sat and looked, and listened, and at last an idea

flashed across my mind, and I kneeled down close by the bed, and

whispered a word in her ear, and she started, looked at me, stared,

and then the tears came to her eyes. Arter the space of a minute

more, I tried another, and whispered it also, and she put her hand
on my head: and patted it, and then the tears ran down her cheeks,

but she was quite eased.”

What was them two words, Mr. Slick ? do tell me. That’s a

very curious story,” said Sophy.

Well, I wasn’t a-goin’ to tell her jist then; it spoils stories to let

the cat out of the bag too soon, and I was spinnin’ it as long as I

could, to keep her there, it was so pleasant. What a pity it is

raarryivb spoils courtin’

,

^M’ll tell you in a minute,” sais I; ^Mor

I’m afeerd I’m detainin’ of you. Well, if Lothrop and his wife

didn’t look amazed it’s a pity. They were confirmed in their

opinion of witches, and jist looked on me with wonder, as if I was

one myself.”
^ Well,’ said Lothrop, ‘ what do you make of it, Mr. Slick V

^^‘That she’s no more bewitched,’ sais I, Mhan I am; but most
drove mad by you and your confounded tom-fooleries, about owls,

broom-handles and fiddlesticks. Now, I can’t cure her, and I’m most

afeard she won’t be never quite restored agin
;
but I’ll go and bring

her ease, I know.’

Them two words made me feel quite sure I was right. Knowin’
what a great thing employment is to people who are in trouble, sais

I, ^ Mrs. Lothrop, this great wiseacre here, who was scared by an

15
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owl, hauled me out of bed this mornin’, before I had my breakfast.

1 begin to feel pretty considerable peckish, I do assure you. Just

turn to, that’s a good woman, and give me one of your rael, good,

old-fashioned breakfasts^ and I’ll be back in half an hour and bring

you comfort, I know.’

Well, off I starts up the back road to old Jones, tells him Mrs.

Lothrop hadn’t long to live, and wanted to see him right-off,

bundled him into the waggon, flew like iled lightnin’ back to the

house, and marched him right into the old lady’s bed-room. Well,

she began agin with her lingo, and he answered her, and she sot up,

took hold of his hand, kissed it, and made him sit down on the bed

and talk to her.
i Why, what on earth’s that ?” said Lothrop.
^ Welsh,’ sais I

;
^ don’t you know your mother left Wales when

she was nine years old?”
^ Yes, I do,’ sais he

;
^ but I’ve heard her say over and over agin,

that she didn’t recollect a word of Welsh, and had forgot the very

sound of it.’

^ Well, you see she’s had a slight paralitic attack, that’s affected

her head. The English is gone, and the Welsh has returned, and

there is the eend of all your long lockrum about owls, witches and

broomsticks. You must get that Welshman’s daughter to attend

her. And now, mother,’ sais I, tappin’ Mrs. Lothrop on the shoulder,

^now for breakfast. You never spoke a truer word in your life, than

when you said it was John that was bewitched.’
”

What a curious story !” said Sophy. But, Mr. Slick, what was

them two words you whispered in the old lady’s ear ?”

Why,” sais I, I guessed it was old times had come back to

her, so to try her, I whispered ^ Brooklin’ ’ in her ear, where she

came to as a child, and the other word was her father’s name, ^Ap-

Williams.’
”

Now, you’re making all that story, I know you are, just on pur-

pose to keep me here I”

Fact, I assure you. Miss
)
upon my honour, every word of it’s

true.”

Well, then, all I can. say is, it’s the strangest thing I ever heerd

in my life. But, dear me, I must be a movin’ I”

M^ith that, I jumped up on my feet, and held out both hands.

Let me help you up. Miss,” sais I, and takin’ her’s in mine, I

gave her a lift, and afore she know’d what I was at, she was bolt

upright, face to face to me, and I drew her in, and put my head for-

ward, close up. But she bent back.

^‘Ah ! no, Mr. Slick, that’s not fair; it’s not right.”

Just one little kiss,” said I.

''No, no.”
'' Not for old times ?”
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Not for makin^ up
Oh, we have made up/^

Well, then, just to remember you by, when I am gone and far

away V’

But she held off, and said, You have no right to take this

liberty, Sir/^

Jist then I felt a slap on the back. That’s fly-fishing, is it?”

said Mary. ^‘That’s the tackle you explained to Jemmy, for

catchin’ galls and salmon. Pretty sport, aint it?”

Oh, Mary !” said Sophy, laughin’, How glad I am you’ve

come. Here has Mr. Slick been catchin’ salmon with flies, that no-

body else ever did on this river, and killin’ carriboo where no soul

ever saw ’em afore
;
and makin’ a fool of me, which no one ever tried

to 'do yet.”

More fool you to let him,” said Mary. It’s more than he
could do with me, I know.”

‘^Is it?” sais I, glad to have somethin’ to say, for I really did

feel foolish. ^Ht’s a fair challenge that.”

Yes,” said she. I’m not to be taken in by skimmin’ the fly

up the stream—tip, tip, tip and she held out her arm as if trailin’

the rod, and laughed a merry laugh that made the woods ring agin.

Come,” said she, let me see you catch a salmon, and then we’ll

go up to the house, for father ought to be back soon now.”

Well, I tried the stream, and whipt away at it scientific, light

enough to tickle it amost
;
but it was no go. The sun had come out

too hot. The fish was fiizy, or sarcy, or somethin’ or another, and I

couldn’t raise one of ’em.

Pretty sport, aint it ?” said she. If you can’t catch one fish

in an hour, how many could you take in a whole day? Can you
cipher that out ? Hive me the rod

;
I do believe I could do better

myself.”
‘‘ That’s the ticket,” sais I : that’s jist what I wanted you to do,

and why I didn’t take none myself. If you catch one, you know
the penalty. I give you notice

;
you must pay your footin’.”

^‘Will I?” said she; ‘^Pll teach you what footin’ you are on
first, I can tell you.” But as she said that, an enormous salmon,

weighin’ the matter of twelve pounds at least, took the fly, and at

the same time, by the sudden jerk, took Mary too from off the bank
into the deep, round pool, below where she was standin’. It was
the work of an instant; but in another instant I follered, and as she

rose to the surface, placed one arm round her waist, and almost in

as short a time as it takes to tell it, was conveyin’ her to her sister.

, It was a dip or dive, and nothin’ more, hardly enough to take away
her breath. It would take a good deal more nor that, I guess, to
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frigliten her; for better narves, and better spirits, I never seed in

all my born days. She was the most playful crittur I ever beheld.

My ! how you skeered me, Miss,^^ said I. It was all my
fault : I ought to have cautioned you.”

guess youVe skeered in earnest,” she said; ^^for you’re

squeezing me as tight as if I was in the water still. Sit me down,
please.”

You must pay you’re footin’,” sais I. “ That was the bargain,

you know.”
^^But I haven’t caught the fish,” said she, as quick as a wink,

and a boxin’ of my ears.

But I’ve caught the fisher,” sais I.

That’s not fair now,” sais she; “that’s highway robbery, I

declare. Well, then, take it,” sais she, ^^and much good may it do
you.”

“ Hullo ! what the devil is all this. Slick !” said the Captain, who
jist then came out of the wood path, and stood afore us.

“ Caught agin !” sais I to myself, as I placed Mary on her feet.

Hang me if ever I’ll kiss a gal agin till I’m married, and I won’t
then if there’s any chance of bein’ seen.”

“I’ll tell you, father,” said Mary, “what it all means. I fell

into the deep pool here, giddy pate as I am, and Mr. Slick jumped
in after me, and before I almost knew where I was, had me out, like

a man
;
and then, man-fashion—for men can’t do generous things

—

claimed his reward, and I was just a payin’ of him. I’m glad he

did, for now we are even. When a critter is paid for his sarvices,

there is no obligation.”

“ I don’t think so,” said her father, laug^n’. “ A man man who
saves a young lady’s life at the risk of his own, is entitled to a kiss

all the world over. You may thank your stars you had him here

with you. Many a milksop of a feller would have called out, when
you were under water and couldn’t hear, not to be frightened,* and
run backward and forward on the bank, as flustered as a hen with a

brood of young ducks, and held out a stick to you, too short for you
to reach, and told you to lay hold, and he’d pull you out. Slick,

I’m right glad to see you, my boy. I take this visit very kind of

you. Sophy, make these two cock-a-wee divin’-birds go and change

their clothes before they take cold. Here come the boys with the

sled, and I will see to gettin’ the carriboo up.”
“ Come, Miss Mary,” sais I, “ I think your father is right. Will

you take ay??^, fair lady?” sais I, offerin’ her an arm.

“Well, tho’ you’re an odd Jish, and did play me that scaley trick

just now,” said she, “ I don’t care if I do, particularly as you can’t

soil my dress. But, oh, Mr. Slick !” said she, “that was a merciful

dispensation of Providence, wasn’t it?”
“ Very,” sais I.



THE WITCH OF ESKISOONY. 173

^^You ought to be very thankful/^ she said.

I hope I am/^ sais I, for bein’ an bumble instrument in
—

”

I don’t think you knew your own danger.”

Danger !” sais I
;

I was in no sort or manner of danger.”

Sophy, only hear him how he talks, after such a merciful escape.

Oh ! you ought to have a thankful heart, Sir. I was so frightened

about you, I fairly trembled.”

Me having had an escape !” sais I, fairly puzzled, and regularly

took in, for I didn’t know what on earth she was a drivin’ at.

“ So little,” said she, turns the scale to good or bad fortune—
to happiness or evil. I must say, I felt for you. How near too, my
good friend, you was havin’ got it

!”

‘‘ Grot what ?” sais I. Do tell.”

A rael handsome quilting,” sais she, from the old gentleman,

and richly you deserved it too, for kissin’ his two daughters without

his leave, and agin their wishes, jist to see whose lips was the sweet-

est and she fairly staggered, she laughed so. “ Do you take

now?” she said, and then looking demure agin, went on : ‘AYasn’t

it a merciful dispensation ?”

Do n’t make so light of those words, Mary, my dear,” said

Sophy
;

‘‘
it don’t sound pretty.”

You certainly had an escape, though,” said I.

^AYell, I had,” she said; ‘‘there’s no denyin’ of it. I jumped
in to look after the witch of Eskisoony, that I heard was there

and she gave Sophy a wicked look that made the colour rise to her

cheeks; “ but as the old ballad we read the other day says,

“ ‘ But still, like the mermaid Jn stories,

I found it a dullish consarn,

With no creatures but trouts and John Dories,

To listen to spinning a yarn.’

So I just rose to the surface, and took your arm, and walked ashore.

By the bye, Mr. Slick, I hope you didn’t wet your clock
;
just see

if you have.”

“Watch, you mean,” I said.

Well, she nearly fell down, she laughed agin so violent.

“ What a mistake to make ! Only fancy a man with a great big

clock in front, with a large white face, and two brass hands, and
Washington on a white horse above it I What a mistake ! Well,
perhaps you have wet your paper-money ?”

“I have none in my pocket,” said I.

“That’s lucky; it will save you the trouble of dryin’ it. But,

oh, my mouth ! my month I” and she put up both hands to it, and
moaned bitterly. “ Oh, Mr. Slick I you’ll be the death of me yet I

There,” said she, “oh ! ohl oh ! Just stand still, you and Sophy,
for a few minutes, till the spasms are over

;
for I don’t like people

15 *
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to look at me when I am in pain and she walked on, holding down
her head, and supportin’ her cheek, and groanin’ enough to make
one’s heart ache, till she was some distance oif; when down went
both hands, and the laugh rang till it echoed again. You flattered

yourself I was hooked, didn’t you? Mr. Slick, reel up your line;

You was took in, and not the little country, gal down to Jordan river.

Good-bye,” and off’ she darted to the house.

Keelin’ up the line,” sais I, puts me in mind. Miss Sophy,

that I had better go and look arter my rod and Mary’s salmon.

What a day of adventure it has been ! But all’s well that eend’s

well; and I must say it’s the pleasantest day I ever spent in my
life. Don’t you believe in witchcraft now, Sophy ? for I do

;
and

the more I see of one that presides over Eskisoony, the more I

am—

”

Nonsense ! Go and look after your fishing-rod,” she said.

CHAPTEK XVIII.

JERICHO BEYOND JORDAN.

As soon as I had changed my clothes, I descended to the sittin’-

room, and not findin’ the young ladies, I took up my rifle and
strolled out on the lawn in front of the house, where I met little

Jemmy. Some books and music that I had found in my bed-room,

had awakened my curiosity, and made me feel kinder jealous, so I

thought I would pump the young gentleman

:

Jemmy,” says I, ^Get’s go and look at the colts in the pastur’.

I’ll give you a lecture on hoss-flesh.” As we strolled along, I said,

who is Mr. Maxwell ?”

He is the curate,” said he.

Does he come here often ?”

Oh, yes. Sir, he’s here a good deal; and always stays here when
there’s church on the river.”

Going to be married, aint he ?” sais I.

Folks say so, Sir; but I don’t know.”
Well, it’s strange; all I cared about was, whether it was Sophy,

but even to that little boy I couldn’t get out the words
;

for when a

feller don’t half acknowledge his own secret to himself, he don’t like

to let another know what is passin’ in his mind. So sais I, It’s

Mary, isn’t it ?”

They say so. Sir.”

Well, thinks I, that’s a puzzle. Men sometimes, afore others,

pretend to court the wrong one, to put folks off the scent
;

so I aint

much wiser.
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what does papa say to all this?''

‘^Why, Sir, he sais ^they must wait till he gets a church to

himself.'
"

Well, that's a load off my mind, thinks I; that accounts for her

onresarved manner. She knows her free and easy way wont he set

down to wrong motives. High spirits in a gall is dangerous things,

that’s a fact. It's lucky she lives in the country; but then I do

suppose in a town she would soon be halter-broke, and travel more
steadily, and not prance so much. What on earth do you suppose

could make a minister pick out such a playful, rollickin', frollickin'

critter as that for a wife ? But Sophy—come out with it—ask the

boy about her.

Well, Sophy," sais I, ^Ms she goin' to be married, too? I hope

not, for your father would be dreadful lonely here, with only Aunt
Thankful to keep house for him,"

^^No, Sir," said Jemmy, guess not; I don't think it. There

was an army officer here this time last year."

The devil there was !" sais I. Stop, Jemmy," for I felt sayi-

gerous, and wanted to see if my hand was in. Do you see that

red-coated rascal of a squirrel there ? Where shall I hit him ? I'll

scalp him." And I fired, and just stripped up the skin of his fore-

head. ^^Warn't that prettily done, Jemmy? Didn't. I spile that

officer's courtin' for him, that hitch ?"

What officer. Sir ?"

Captain Squirrel."

That wasn't his name. Sir. It was Captain Tyrrell."

‘^Oh, I only meant to joke about this little varmint," sais I;

^^it's the way all friskin', chatterin', dancin' fellers like them should

be sarved. I warn't talkin' of an officer. Well, what did the

Captin do ?"

“Well, he wanted to marry our Sophy; and he got aunty on his

side, and father consented, and Mary coaxed, but Sophy wouldn't

hear to it on no account, and "

“Grave him the mitten," sais I, laughin'.

“ What's that. Sir ?"

“Why, my boy, when I'm cordial with a feller, I take off the

mitten, and shake hands with him
;
when I ain't, I don't take the

trouble, but just give him the mitten. Sophy is a sensible girl,"

sais I.

“ So Mr. Maxwell said. Sir. But he’s the only one among 'em
thinks so."

“ What the deuce has he got to do with Sophy ?"

“ Why, Sir, he said somethin' about bein’ dragged from Dan to

Beersheba, but I didn't understand it." Just then the shell blew

to summon us to dinner. Well, I felt now considerable easy in my
mind, and took a great likin' to the boy, and began, all at once, to
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feel oncommon generous. I told him I had a beautiful little single-

barrel partridge gun on board that I v/ould give him, and a powder-

flask and shot-belt, and that he must learn to shoot, for it was a

great thing to be a good marksman. There’s nothin’ like bein’ the

bearer of good news. A feller that rides express with that Is always

well received. If you carry misfortunate tidin’s to a man, he always

looks at you arterwards with a shudder. It’s strange that your

friends, tho’, like the last job the best. They are amazin’ kind in

tellin’ unkind things that has been said of you. Well, after dinner

was over, and we returned to the sittin’-room, the captin havin’ asked

to be excused for a few minutes to issue some indispensable orders to

his men, I was left alone again with my two young friends.

What I am goin’ to set down here, squire, don’t show me to

advantage, that’s a fact; but what in the world’s the use of a false

journal ? Who would read it if he doubted it ? I know people say

I praise myself in my books, and crack them up too, and call me
consaited, and say I’m a bit of a brag, and all that. Well, I won’t

say I aint open to that charge, for boastin’ comes as natural to us

Yankees as scratchin’ does to Scotchmen—it’s in the blood. But if

I miss a figure sometimes (and who don’t when he totes up a long

column of life ?) I’m willin’ to say so. We find it ea%y enough to

direct others to the right road, hut we can’t always find it ourselves

whan we’re on the ground. We can see plain enough when our

acquaintances want advice, but we aint so clear-sighted in our own
case. If ever you was bilious, you’ve noticed little black specks a

floatin’ about in the air before you just like gnats, and a very bo-

therin’ thing it is. You rub your peepers hard, and take a kind of

strain with them to get rid of the nuisance, but it’s no go
;
and you

try cold applications to them, but it don’t do no good. It aint the

eye, it’s the stomach that’s wrong. Well now, them specks are to

be found in the mind’s eye, too. They are pride, consait, avarice,

spoonyness, rivalry, and all sorts of black things, and the mental

vision’s obscured. It isn’t that the mind aint strong, but that it aint

well regulated. I don’t know whether you will take my moanin’ or

not, for it aint just easy to describe it. The fact is. I’m lookin’ out

for a wife, and courtin’ is new to me
;
and if I move awkward, I

suppose I aint the first, by a long chalk, that’s felt the want of a

dancin’-master.

‘‘Mr. Slick,” said Mary, “there is one thing I forgot to ask you.”

“What is that?” said I. “Come, pop the question.”

“Are you married since we saw you ?”

“Well,” sais I, “you little dear, I should have thought it a

strange question, if it hadn’t been for what I had heard from
Jemmy.”

I cast a sly look at Sophy to see if she took any interest in the

answer; but she was busy with some crotchet work, and jist then
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had to look close down to it to take up a stitch that was dropped.

There^s no gettin^ a look at a gall’s face when the right time to read

it comes, that’s a fact. When you do read it, you want the light of

the two eyes, like two candles, to show the text and study the con-

text. Somehow they do manage to throw ’em in the shade like

exactly at that time, so that all you can do is to guess. Concealment

is guilt. Hidin’ thoughts^ like hidin’ things, shows there’s a secret.

‘‘Well,” sais I, “it’s a very nateral question for you to ask; and,

now I think on it, I ought to have told you before, especially arter

all that has passed. Guess now, am I spliced or not V’

“Kinder sort of so,” said she, “and kinder sort of not so. It

looks as if you were married, seein’ that you can ajQTord to be impu-

dent; and it looks as if you wasn’t married, seein’ that you think

more of yourself
—

”

“Than anybody else does,” sais I; “finish the sentence out. Well
done. Miss ! I reckon you can afford something as well as others

can.”

“I wasn’t a-goin’ to say that,” she replied, “I was goin’ to say

“‘more than you think of others.’”

Sophy worked hard but said nothin’, but I consaited she didn’t

work quite as fast as before.

“Well, Mary,” said I, “you’ve guessed right this time. You’ve
actilly hit it; somebody must have told you.”

“Hit what?” said she, “I haven’t guessed nothin’.”
“ Guess agin’ then,” said I.

“No I won’t,” she said, “it aint worth guessin’
;

it’s nothin’ to

me.”
“Nor to me either,” said I, “so we’ll drop a subject no one wants

to talk about. They tell me the young curate is a very nice man,
that came here lately, and that he sings like a nightingale

“‘Meet me by raoonliglit alone,

And then I will tell thee a tale.’

I saw that song of his on the table in my room up-stairs. Come,
sing it with me, unless you caught cold to-day. I’ll talk to you
about him, it’s a subject that will interest one of us at any rate. Oh I

Sophy, don’t tell him about that dip in the pool.”

“Come,” said she, “Mr. Slick, come, you’re not a-goin’ to put me
off with any such nonsense about the curate and his songs,” and she

got behind my chair.

Somethin’ to hide there, sais I to myself, a blush that tells tales,

a confusion that confounds, a surprise that’s too quick to be checked.

“How damp your hair is, Mr. Slick,” she said, pattin’ it; “come
now, give a civil answer to a civil question.”

She was not aware that that posture brought her before a large

looking-glass that filled nearly all the space between the two windows.
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Her face was covered with blushes of the deepest dye, and as Sophy
looked up, I saw by the motions of her arm in the glass that she

was shakin' her little fist at her.

^^Well, sais I, ‘^Miss, I thought it was high time some one should

take charge of things, so I jist made up my mind at onst, and took

a mate; and this I will say, a handsomer one is not to, be found any-

where. I was jist a-goin' to ask leave of your father to go on board

for the purpose of an. introduction.^^

Why, Mr. Slick,’^ said Mary, ^^you flirtin^, rompin^, rollickin,

naughty man. Is that the way you^re goin^ to break your poor dear

handsome little wife’s heart, and make it thump like a clock

strikin’ ?”

Sophy placed her nettin’ and both her hands in her lap, and
lookin’ up considerable composedly, but a little grain paler than be-

fore, said: There was no occasion for all this ceremony, Mr. Slick;

if you think we are only glad to see our single friends, you form a

wrong estimate of us. We are always delighted to receive both,

Sir.”

That word Sir, the way she pronounced it, was like apple-sarce

to the goose, not a bad accompaniment, and to be taken together

arter that.

Mary, tell father Mr. Slick is married, and has his wife on board,

and if he will come with us, we’ll go down and invite her up. This

is quite an unexpected pleasure. Sir.” But the Sir this time had
more of the tart in it, like cranberry sarce.

“Mary,” sais I, “what in the world are you at? are you a-goin’

to break my heart ? are you tryin’ to drive me mad 1 Tell your

father no such a thing. I not only never said I was married, but

didn’t even say there was a woman on board. I said I had a mate

there, and so I have, and a rael handsome one too, and so he is, for

he’s the handsomest man in the American marchant sarvice.”

“Oh, Mr. Slick!” said Mary, “not married arter all! Well, I

declare if that aint too bad ! Oh ! how sorry I am !”

“ Why so, dear ?” sais I.

“ Because I was a~goin’ to set on the old gentleman’s knee, put

my hand on his shoulder, and give him a kiss to tell me a story.”

“Why, Mary!” said Sophy.

“Fact, dear,” she replied; “I’ll never take any more interest in

him. He’s the most forred, consaited, bewhiskered, and bebearded

Yankee doodle-dand}^ I ever saw.

As she was passin’ out of the room, I anticipated her by steppin’

before her, and placin’ my back to the door.

“So that’s the way you sarre the curate,” sais I. “When he

reads the words from the book, ^dearly beloved,’ don’t they sound

musical ?”
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And then I sang her the verse of another song

“ ‘ Oh ! my heart, my heart is breaking
For the love of Alice Grey.’ ”

I saw it among the old music on my table.

There^s no pinnin’ up a woman in a corner, unless she wants to be

caught— that’s a fact— and have the bridle put on. So she just

edged to the open window, and out in no time.

Instead of returnin’ to my seat, I sat down by Sophy.

^^What a lively, merry little thing your sister is?” said I.

hope she will be happy.”

^^She is happy.”

Yes, but I hope she will be happy with the curate.”

Who told you that gossipin’ story ?” she said.

The same person,” said I, that informed me about the witch

of Eskisoony.”

‘^In the first,” she said, ^Hhere may be somethin’, in the last

nothin’; and I shall feel obliged by your not mentionin’ either

before my father. Nicknames stick to people, and the most ridicu-

lous are the most adhesive”

Sophy !” said I, tryin’ to take her hand.

Don’t you see I am nettin’ ?” she said
;
^^and that requires both

hands.. You’re not a-goin’ to take leave so soon
;

are you ?”

^^Take leave !” said I; no, what put that into your head.”

‘^Well then,” she said, what’s the use of shakin’ hands till

then ?” and she looked up and smiled, and left out the word Sir,

and its vinegary sound.

After a second or two, she laid her nettin’ down on her lap, and
laughed like anythin’.

How completely you took in Mary !” said she
;

didn’t you ?”

Was you taken in ?” sais I, Sophy, dear,” and I slipped her

hand into mine, and she left it there.

She did’t lay down her nettin’ on purpose that I should take what
she didn’t appear to give. Oh ! of course not, that wouldn’t be

natur’.

Here’s father,” said she, drawin’ back her hand gently, goin’ on

again with the nettin’, and just shovin’ her chair a little further ofr,

by accident like, as she stooped to pick up her handkerchief
;
“ per-

haps he will go for your mate”
Well it was vexatious—that’s a fact.

I wish,” sais I, that all the fathers, brothers, sisters, and
mates in the univarsal world were in the North Pole.”

She had just time to look up and smile.

And oh ! what a sight there is in that word—smile—for it changes

colour like a cameleon. There’s a vacant smile, a cold smile, a satiric

smile, a smile of hate, an affected smile, a smile of approbation, a



180 JERIOIIO BEYOND JORDAN.

friendly smile, but, above all, a smile of love. A woman has two

smiles that an angel might envg, the smile that accepts the lover afore

words are uttered, and the smile that lights on the first-horn hahy,

and assures him of a mother's love.

Sophy had just time to look up and smile, when he came in.

Mr. Slick, said he, what do you say to a walk up to the

mill ? I shall have to be absent for about an hour on business there,

and it must be dull music here for you.'’^

I believe every created crittur in the world thinks that he’s the

most entertainin’ one on it, and that there’s no gettin’ on anyhow
without him. Consait grows as nateral as the hair on one's head,

hut is longer in cornin' out.

Dull I” sais I. Quite the revarse, I assure you. Barrin’ the

loss of your company, I have ha(J a most delightful day here, with the

young ladies. Will you let me ask the Captin up this evening’ ?

He’s as fine a young fellow as you ever see amost.”

Certainly,” said he, ^‘and any one else on board that you please
]

and now I must be a-movin’, and will be back as soon as possible.”

Thinks I to myself : Sam, you’d better be a-movin’ too. You’re

gettin’ over head and ears in love as fast as you can, and are as soft

as if you never seed a gall afore. So sais I

:

Sophy, sposin’ Mary and you and I take a walk down to the

beach, and I will send a note on board to the Captin.”

And I took out a pencil, and wrote him an invite. Well, as soon

as she went to get ready, I called a council of war, and held a regular

caucus meetin’ between my head and my heart. So I puts my elbows

on the table, and claps my face in my hands, and opened the session.

<‘Sara,” sais I, what do you think of this gall?

She’s handsome enough to eat.

Will she do for transplantin’ to Slickville ?

The identical thing.

What do you intend to do ?

Well, that’s exactly what I want to know.
Will she take you ?

It’s more than I can tell.

You aint a Bluenose.

I am glad of it.

You’re a clockmaker.

I aint ashamed of it; and if she is, she’s a fool.

You aint young.

That’s a fact.

^^Not much looks to brag on.

That’s true.

And talk Yankee into the bargin.

I can’t help it,

^AVell, you’ve wrote books.
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Let her take the books then, and leave me.

But aint she the finest gall you ever did lay eyes on?

Well, she is.

And the sweetest ?

Lick ! !

“And modest, and all that?
“ Yes, all that, and the double of that multiplied by ten.

“ Up then, and at her like a man.
“ What, give up all my prudence ? Offer on half a day’s ac-

quaintance, and have all the rest of my life to find out her faults.

Women aint bosses, and they want to he put thro’ their paces, and

have their wind tried. If I’m took in, it will he myself that did it;

and that aint like Sam Slick, is it ?

“Well, it aint, that’s a fact.

“ What a cussed thing love is ! It puts you in a twitteration all

over just when you ought to he cool, and turns a wise man into a

horn fool. Sleep on it. You’ve just hit it, sais I. Now you talk

sense
;
you’re gettin’ to be yourself agin. Sposen she falls in love

with the handsome Captin.”

That thought sent all the blood in my body to my heart, until it

nearly bust, and, forgettin’ that I was talkin’ to myself, I struck the

table with my fist, and ript right out

:

“By the tarnal. I’ll throw him overboard, or cut him up for

mackarel-bait, I will by—

”

“Why, Mr. Slick,” said Sophy, just then tappin’ me on the

shoulder, “ what on earth is the matter ? How dreadfully pale you
look ! I’m quite frightened ! What is it?”

“Nothin’,” sais I, “dear, but an affection of the heart.”

“Are you subject to it?” said she.

I threw all the expression I could into my eyes—but I guess they

looked more like those of a boiled codfish, than anythin’ else, for

there was no blood circulatin’ in my head—and gave her as sweet a

look as I could, tho’ I have no doubt it looked like that of a dyin’

calf

“No,” sais I, “ Sophy, I never knew what that was till this day.

I feel better now.”
“Take this,” she said, pourin’ out a tumbler of cold water, “it

will do you good. It will soon pass off.”

Oh, how hoppin’ mad that made me ! I didn’t observe that a

feller that’s courtin’s as blind as a bat—and I didn’t notice that she

didn’t take the pint. The fact is, she was too frightened
;

so, sais

I, “Oh, by all means. Miss Tyrrel— wood, there’s nothin’ like

throwin’ cold water on it ! When a man’s too ardent, there’s

nothin’ like icin’ him down to the right pint I”

“ Why, what’s this?” said Mary, who came in now, ready for a
walk to the shore. “ Sophy, what on airth’s the matter?”

16
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^^Can^t she said. ^^All T know is, Mr. Slick is very ill,

and I^m very much frightened. I wish papa was here.'’^

Mary, dear,^’ sais I, Fll explain it all to you. lAe been an
invalid lately : it’s that that’s caused me to travel, and not business

;

for I’ve more means than I can make a good use of.” (I thought
I’d just throw in by accident like, that hint about means, for money
aint Scotch-snuff, it never makes folks sneeze.) ^^And I didn’t

know that I was as weak as I am. The excitement has been too

much for me. I’m a calm man in a general way; but I never had
so delightful a day as this in my life. I have had both head and
heart turned, and have suffered for it ! But as I shall never see

such another day while I live, so I shall never suffer that same way.

I thought my heart would bust
;
but it’s all over now. I feel the

blood cornin’ back to my face. I’ll take another dose of Sophy’s

prescription,” (fillin’ out another tumbler of cold water, and drinkin’

it off). And now, fair ladies, I’m at your service for a walk.”

^^Oh ! Mr. Slick,” said Mary, ^^it’s all my doins ! It all comes
from divin’ into the river after me, and it has brought on an ague.

You’re actilly tremblin’ now !”

I assure you. Miss,” sais I,
“ you had no hand in it whatever.

London life has made me forget what I was, and what I am, what I

can do, and what I can’t.”

I cast my eye sideways towards Sophy, and I saw a new light

was breaking in upon her, for a little cornin’ and goin’ of colour, and
a restless eye, showed she was thinkin’ and feelin’ too, so, sais I,

^^now ladies;” and we set off to saunter to the beach.

I ought to have thought of the Captin before,” I said, but

that comes of bein’ selfish, and, perhaps, who knows, a little jeal-

ous, for I wanted to have you all to myself, and he is the finest

feller I ever saw. His father was a clergyman, and he is a scholar

and a gentleman, and far above the condition in life he is in
;

better

informed, better lookin’, and in every way superior to a travellin’

clockmaker like me ;” and I spoke that word bitterly. I’ll pro-

mise him, Sophy, neither to throw him overboard, or cut him into

bait for mackerel now
;

that foolish and wicked thought is gone for

ever. I think you’ll like him.”

Not if he talks as bitterly as you do, Mr. Slick,” said she v/hose

arm I felt tremblin’ inside of mine.

And now, ladies, I’ve a little pet scheme in my head.”

To help you cut him up for bait, I suppose ?” said Sophy,

What a shockin’ idea!”

Mr. Slick;” said Mary, I wouldn’t marry you for the world.”

You’re not the only one that wouldn’t,” said I, pressin’ Sophy’s

arm. '‘But what have I done to be rejected before I asked you?
That aint a marciful use of beauty, is it Sophy ? If T was to tell
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her that I had a little church of my own, perhaps she'd think kinder

of me."
But Mary pretendin' not to hear me saved her the reply, by goin' on

:

Because you are jealous."

You don't know me, Miss, or you wouldn't say that. I never

saw Mr. Maxwell, therefore how can I be jealous

She looked inquirinly at Sophy, to ascertain if she had betrayed

her, and I went on.

I never knew what love was but once, and I hope I never shall

agin
;
and to keep out of the scrape I never will even talk of it.

So I can't be jealous. But now that you see what a safe man I am,

I hope you will both help me to carry out my pet scheme, and you

must help me soon, or it will be too late, for I embark to-night, or

at day dawn in the mornin'. I want your father to come and visit

us at Slickville, and bring you both with him (not to visit me, I

have no such vanity, but my sister Sally, the dearest, the sweetest,

best sister man ever had). Now don't say no, Sophy. Tho' I

won't make love, and render myself ridiculous, and persecute others,

I can make a visit pleasant to you both, and will go everythin' in my
power to do so. What do you say ?"

If my father will go I should like to see the States very much,"
she replied; ‘^but I'm afraid there might be some difficulty."

^^Oh! I understand," sais I, “about the curate. The invitation

shall include him too."

“ Oh ! Mr. Slick,’' said Mary, “ how very kind ! I shall be

delighted. Come, sit down here on this bench. Give me the note.

I will give it to that boy that's gettin' into the boat; and, Mr.
Slick, coax Sophy out of her difficulties. She's a great prude."

Pausin' a moment, and lookin' earnest at us both, she said :

“There's a screw loose between you two. Put it right, Mr.

Ij

Slick; and if you can't, give her another lesson in fly-fishin'."

j

And away she flew, as merry and as light-hearted as a bird.

I

“ Sophy," said I, “ I'm glad to have an opportunity to beg pardon

;

for my rudeness. The excitement of the mornin', and the thought

I of partin' this evenin,' upsot me, and I hardly knew what I said or

! did."

!

“ Mr. Slick, I will not be prudish," said she. “ I really did mis-

: understand the nature of your complaint," and she smiled, “that

i
caused you to say what you did. Now I comprehend it all. The

i struggle you was undergoin' did great credit to your feelins'."

“We are friends again, I hope— good friends— warm friends.

And—" sais I.

“And," said she, looking me steadily in the face, “attached

friends.’’

Thinks I to myself : Take what you can get, Sam. If you go in

for more, you may lose all. “ Now for the visit."
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^^Mr. Slick, knowin^ what I do know, there’s a delicacy that

makes the difficulty almost insurmountable.”

I’ll remove that,” sais I, at once. I will never mention, or so

much as allude to, what has taken place to-day, durin’ your whole
visit to Slickville. It would have been unkind, and unfair, and -

inhospitable.”
j

‘^That’s very handsome, Sir,” she said. ^‘I’ll answer for my
father. We shall have great pleasure in goin’. Fix the time with
him. Here’s Mary.”

Mary !” sais I, lookin’ at Sophy. Don’t she look more beau- i

tiful than ever, now she has done a gracious thing. She has con-
1

sented to come to Slickville.”
. |

^^Ah!” she said, ^‘that’s fly-fishin’. There’s nothin’ like fly-

flshin’, is there, Sophy ?”
|

There loas nothin’ like fly-fishin’, I can assure you.”
I

Oh ! of course not. He don’t know how, and you are too 1

prudish to show him. I never was so happy in all my life. I
;

shan’t sleep a wink to-night for thinkin’ of Slickville. Will you,
|

Sophy ?”
j

‘‘1 hope so, dear. I know of nothin’ to keep me awake.” ’

Nor I either,” said I, ‘‘ except the mortification that Mary
refused me before she was asked.”

In this way, we entered the house.

Mr. Slick,” said Mary, bringin’ me a sheet of paper, ‘‘ give me
some idea of the kind of lookin’ place yours is at Slickville, for it

will often be the subject of my thoughts and dreams.”

I have my sketch-book with me up-stairs, and everythin’ that

interests me is there. I will go and get it.”

When I returned, I found my old friend. Aunt Thankful, the

eldest sister of Mr. Collingwood, had joined the party. I had not

seen her since my arrival at the house, but she seemed to me the

only unaltered person in it. Younger she couldn’t be in the natur’

of things, but she was not a day older, and was dressed in the same
antiquated style as when I last saw her. She asked me the same
questions as of old. She inquired how poor father and mother, and
dear old Minister was. Well, they were all dead, and I didn’t like

to shock her, and I told her they were quite well when I last saw
them. It distressed me dreadful, and the poor girls hung their

heads and were distressed, too. Well, I sheered off as soon as I

could, and opened the portfolio.

Oh, Sophy, look here !” said Mary, isn’t this a beautiful place ?

What lovely grounds you have !— they are so extensive ! How
much money they must have cost I”

I learned the value of time, dear, b}'’ measurin’ hours and minutes

so accurately. I worked for it, and the bread of industry is sweet.”

Let me look at it,” said Aunt Thankful, and she put on her
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spectacles and examined it. Dear me/' she said, how much that

looks like Prince Edward’s Lodge, on Bedford Basin. The last time

I was at Halifax, I was at a hall there. Little did I think, then, I

was talkin’ to the father of a future Queen of England

!

^ Miss Collingwood,’ he said, ‘ you don’t appear in your usual

spirits to-night.’

^ Please your Koyal Highness,’ sais I, ^ it’s the awful execution

to-day
!”

“ ^ I assure you. Miss Collingwood,’ said the Prince, ‘ there has

been no execution done to-day,’ and he lowered his voice, ‘ but by

your beautiful eyes.’
‘‘ That was a very flatterin’ speech, wasn’t it, from a King’s son ?

For there are more eyes on them than on other folks, which makes

them better judges.

^ What do you allude to ?” said his Boyal Highness.
‘ Two men shot for not bein’ shaved, three for havin’ a button

off their coats, and the drum-major for havin’ lost his queue.’

The Prince said I was deceived
;
and my father stormed and

raved like a mad-man when he heard it, and said, if Mrs. Findlay,

who told me the story, was a man, he’d shoot her.”

Aunt,” said Mary, to get rid of a story that mortified them,

‘^do send Jemmy off to bed; see how^sleepy he is, he has just fallen

off his chair.”

Poor girls ! I pitied them. People have no right to maize fools

of themselves, unless they ha ve no relations to blush for them.

‘^But what is this?” said Mary, when she was relieved of her

aunt; ‘‘what a dear little church !”

“ It was the church of my poor old friend, Mr. Hopewell. After

the shepherd died, the flock dispersed. It’s mine now.”

She looked at me for a minute or two in most eloquent silence.

I knew what was passin’ thro’ her mind
;
but she said nothin’. I

read her little innocent heart as plain as a book — and a beautiful

book it was too. She continued to regard it with deep interest for

awhile, and then returned it to its place, without another word; but

I saw a tear in her eye, as she passed on to the others.

“ But what is this ?” said she. “ Look here, Sophy !” as she took

up a daguerrotype-case and opened it.

‘- Mary, dear,” said Aunt Thankful, who had returned, ‘‘ Mary,
dear,” and she pressed the forefinger and thumb of both hands on
her shoulders, “ do sit up straight, dear. I can’t bear to see young
ladies stoop so, do you, Mr. Maxwell?”

“ Perhaps ‘ she stoops to conquer,’ ” said he.

“ said Aunt Thankful, “ don’t know what stoopin’ is, unless

his Boyal—

”

“Well, aunt,” said Mary, “I’ll sit as straight as an arrow, a bul-

rush, a drill-sergeant, a pike-staff, flag-staff, or anything you like, to
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please you. Maxwell/^ said she, in an under tone, do for good-

ness gracious sake take aunty off, and ask her about presarvin’ plums,

whether the stones are taken out, or the seed from raspberries. Or
whether it’s true a peach-tree growd out of Major Andre’s nose

when he was dead.”

^^Mary,” said he, ‘Ohat’s too bad; don’t talk so, my love.”

Well I won’t ask you to eat of the fruit,” said she, ^Mor that

must be too bad; but the story is true nevertheless. Now take

yourself off, and aunty too. What a beautiful girl,” said Mary,

takin’ up again her conversation about the daguerrotype !
‘‘ I never

in my life saw anythin’ so handsome. Oh ! Mr. Slick, who is that ?

Well you are a man of taste. Who is that?”

You’ve been too quick,” said I, pretendin’ to look confused;

“ guess.”

Your lady-love.”

Sophy, who do you say ?”

^^Some fine lady of your acquaintance in England,” said she,

slowly.

You are both out,” said I; ^Ot’s only valuable as a specimen

of the art. It is a beautiful impression. I have another of the

same kind here
;

if you will do me the favour to accept them, you
will confer a great pleasure on me, for I did them both.”

Turnin’ over several sketches in the portfolio, I found it; and
presentin’ the first to Sophy, I gave the other to Mary, who said she

would keep it as long as she lived—for she dealt in strong terms—
to cure her vanity when she looked at it, and to remember me by
also.

When she opened it, she uttered somethin’ like a scream of

delight.

^^Oh ! this is worth a dozen of the other; this is just what I do
want. Oh I Sophy, look at this

;
aint that a grand likeness ?”

It was one of myself. There was somethin’ in the little shuffle

of the cases, and in the beauty of the one given to Sophy, that

kinder rubbed her agin the grain. After contemplatin’ it awhile,

she said

:

‘‘ Mr. Slick, to have a specimen there must be a face
;
do you set

so little value on this lovely one, as to part with it so lightly ?”

“1 can afford to part with it,” said I, ^Mor the original of it is

engraved on my heart, where it will remain imprinted for ever; for

she is as pure-minded, and as good and affectionate as she is lovely.”

Engravings wear out or get defaced,” she said. I will not let

you deprive yourself of this exquisite miniature in a moment of

thoughtless kindness,” and she handed it back to me.

^^Mary,” said I, ^Mon’t let it be said that this went a-beggin’;

do you keep it. You will love the original when you know it. That
lovely woman, though you would scarcely believe it, is the sister of
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the man yon called to-day a bewhiskered, bebearded Yankee doodle-

dandy. That is sister Sally.^^

Sophy looked hurt, and I don^t wonder at it. It aint right to

play with people’s feelin’s that way. So, sais I, to save myself from

gettin’ the mitten I desarved

:

You are quite right, Sophy; if that had been a likeness of any

i one but a sister, a man who would part with it in that way would

1 betray a sacred trust. I honour your feelin’s more than my own
; behaviour m this matter. We can’t look at all those sketches now.

' I will leave the portfolio with you till you come to Slick ville
;

if

• there is. any you would like to keep, select them. There is one,” I

said, lowerin’ my voice, can’t ask you to select, or accept; but

if it shall be left out by accident like, when you leave home, I shall

be delighted.”

We had a charmin’ evenin’. What the Captain and Maxwell
• said and did, their journals will show

;
mine is runnin’ over already.

We had some very good singin’ and the Captin appeared, to make
such rapid progress in Sophy’s regards, that on one occasion, to teaze

^
her, I pretended to look grave, and asked her plainly, which she

\ preferred
;

a question that didn’t please her at all, for said she

:

Mr. Slick, how can you be so absurd? Neither.”

‘^One of them,” said I, ^^must be selected, for he’s doomed;
I overboard he goes to a dead sartainty, or he’s cut up for mackerel

i bait.”

She couldn’t help laughin,’ to save her life.

What an odd man,” she said, ^^you are.”

At another time I suggested the propriety, if he complained of an

affection of the heart, to prescribe cold water for him
;
which she

said was a very unfair and unkind remark.

I don’t know,” sais I, ‘‘ why he should be exempted. Captain

Tyrrell and I had to swallow it.” The look of astonishment she

gave me, was beyond all words to describe. She was utterly con-

founded, and could scarcely speak, Sophy,” sais I, ^^it’s witch-

craft.”

I believe it is,” said she
;

though I hardly know what I am
saying.”

I

Sophy,” and I spoke low, ‘‘ we are unobserved now, the Captin

j

is takin’ leave, shake hands with me.” I gave her’s a slight squeeze,

j

and the pressure was returned. I whispered to her, ‘‘A thousand
thanks for that,” sais I. ‘^I’ll see you again, before I return to the

States.”

At last, the move became general, and the Captain rose to go on
board, and invited Maxwell to accompany him. Collingwood, how-
ever, would not consent to such an early separation.

^Mt is not often,” he said, ^‘1 have the pleasure of seein’ any one
here, and you must gratify me by stayin’ a while longer. I have
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not seen Slick for some years
;
and, Captin, I have not had time yet

to make your acquaintance. Come, sit down, and let’s have a little

more chat before you go. Sophy, order up some supper.”

The young ladies were fairly fixed. Their father’s invitation

didn’t extend to them. Aunt Hetty, too, was in a hurry, and they

couldn’t help themselves; so they exchanged adieus with me, which,

considerin’ the onwelcome presence of their father and the guests,

was as cordial and affectionate as they well could be.

As they reached the door, Mary said, Mr. Slick, must you really

go to-morrow ? Can’t you spend one day more with us ?”

I knew and felt that I ought to go, and said, I feared it was on-

possible to detain the vessel any longer

Where do you go next?” she said.

What is the name of the nearest harbour?” sais I. I knew as

well as she did that it was Port Jolly
;
but jist axed for somethin’

to say.

Jericho,” she replied. Don’t you know that this is Jordan?

and don’t you know the next is Jericho? Now, if you won’t stay,

you may just go to Jericho heyond Jordan 1 So, good-night
!”

CH APTEK XIX.

THREE TRUTHS EOR ONE LIE.

The evenings are cool on the southern coast of the province until

late in the spring, and although the day had been fine, it was found

if not necessary, at all events agreeable, to have a fire.

like a fire,” said Collingwood, ^^it’s a sociable thing; and

now the ladies have retired, suppose we draw up round it and have

a chat.”

Slick,” said Cutler, what a droll fellow you are
;
you never

go anywhere you don’t meet with an adventure. What a singular

incident that was of Miss Collingwood falling into the river, and her

instantaneous rescue. Now, though I should be very sorry to wit-

ness such an accident, I am not the man to have the good fortune to

plunge in after a lady, and save her life. All these things fall to

your lot, but none of them ever occur to me. You only did what

any man of spirit would have done
;
but the young lady took it as

easy as a common bath. I never knew an instance of better spirit.

I only hope she may not feel the effects of it, in the shape of a cold.”

Ah ! my dear friend,” said I, ^^you don’t understand the natur

of women as well as I do. Although they are not endowed by natur

with the same strength as men, they aint deficient in rael courage,
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wben tliere is need of it. A woman that would scream and faint if

a mouse was to run over the keys of her piano, could face fire, ship-

wreck, and death in any shape, with a calmness and coolness that

nothin’ but faith in Providence can give. I recollect a curious cir-

cumstance that occurred down to Kennebec, during the revolutionary

war. I had it from one of the family. Old Captain Eldridge and

his son had to leave home one day to attend a meetin’ of the king’s

friends, and there was nobody left in the house but his daughter

Mary and a hired gall, both on ’em about eighteen years of age.

Well, things went on as usual pretty much till about sundown, when
there was an awful uproar in the yard. Such a yellin’ and screamin’,

and squeelin’ and gruntin’, and scamperin’ never was heard.

‘‘ AVhat in natur’ is all that, Sally?” said Miss Eldridge.

;

^ Lord only knows. Miss,’ said she, ^ unless it’s the rebels a-seizin’

of the captin’s swine for the fort. The cowardly villains know that

the men-folks are all away, and I shouldn’t wonder if it’s them taking

the chance to plunder.’

AYell, if the men are all gone the guns aint,’ said Miss; ^and

I’ll treat ’em to a shot at any rate. If I don’t hit ’em I’ll scare

’em, for cowards don’t like the smell of powder, it’s pyson to them.

Let me take a look from the back door. Lord a’ mercy on us,’ said

she, ^it’s a monstrous great big black bear, a-carryiu’ off the old sow

in his arms. Why he stands seven feet high a-most on his hind

i legs. Let’s drive him off—follow me,’ and she took a brand of

;
burnin’ wood from the kitchen fire and ran after the bear, wavin’ it

round and round to keep the blaze bright, and screamin’ and shoutin’

at the tip of her voice, for wild varmints are awfully scared at fire.

1

“ But the bear warn’t so easily darnted
;
he stopt, turned round

I

his head, and showed an awful row of harrow teeth, enough to

' frighten any one. But on she went, came up to him, and fetched

; him a blow of the hot, sparkling, hard-wood stick, full of live coals,

r. right across his eyes and nose. It did the business for him. Bruin

j
dropt the pig (that scampered off to the sty roarin’ as if clawin’

warn’t just quite as pleasant as ticklin’), and then he made for the

il fence, which was built of long ranging stuff, not trees nor poles, but

betwixt and between like, such as the rafters they use for scaffolds.

Well, the bear, who was half blinded by the hot brand, tried to get

I between the logs, and just as he put his head through, Miss lifts off

:i the upper one and springs it on his neck, and had him fast in a
" -minute. It just made a trap like what the Cuba fellers call a garotte,

for stranglin’ of prisoners.

^
The way he gave lip until the woods rang again, and tore up the

I chips and grass and gravel with his hind feet, and set them a-flyin’

I
in all directions, was a caution to sinners.

‘ Sally,’ sais she, ^ come here, and sit on the eend of this spring
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pole, keep it down with all your might, he can^t get out, he is pro-

perly noosed/
‘ Oh ! I am afeerd, Miss,* said the gall, ^ Fm sheered to death/

j,

‘ Sheered, are you F sais she. ^Nowdotell. Well, I want to

know. Why? How you talk? Well, just give me your hand l

then, that I may take a good jump, and wedl let him go; but it’s a
|

pity too.’

Well, she creeped up and creeped up ever so cautious, keepin’

one eye on the beast, and the other on the young lady, and gave her ii

her hand. And what does Miss do, but gives her a pull that nearly
j

fetched her a top of Bruin. •
^

“ ^ Now’, sais she, sittin’ of her down on the log, ^ do you hold
'

fast, till I go for the carvin’-knife and do for him.’ !

^ Oh ! dear Miss Eldridge,’ sais she, ^ I can’t. Oh ! don’t leave ;

me in the jaws of this roarin’ lion, that’s a dear lady—oh! don’t.
^ It aint a lion, Sally I’ said she

;
^ it’s nothin’ but a bear. Don’t

be skeered; but don’t stir for your life, or the crittur will give you ;

such a hug. Bill Edwards will be jealous.’ *

“ ^ Oh I be quick. Miss Mary, then
;

he’s strugglin’ dreadful now.’
j

‘‘ Well, she flew to the house and back agin with the knife as

quick as wink, and passin’ through the gate, got the other side of i

the villain, and stood ready for action.
;

‘ Now, Sally,’ sais she, ‘ hold on for dear life. When he feels !

the knife, he will make a desperate splunge, and kirwollop like any- •

thin’. Are you ready ?’ •

^ Yes.’

^ Then here goes,’ and she drew the knife right across his
|

throat. Well, his tongue was stuck out ever so far, his eyes flashed

fire enough to light up the fence amost, and he fairly roared agin ;

with pain. He braced up against the fence with his hind feet, and
;

managed to get a small purchase for his paws, and made a desperate :

pull backward with all his might. The more he pulled, the more
he opened the wound, and she got another clear sweep of the knife

|

across the gash, and cut it through. In the last struggle, he threw
;

his hind parts almost on to Sally, and she screamed, ‘ Let go 1’ and :

he pulled out his head, and arter her quick stick. But it was no :

go. Arter a jump or two, he fell, and then he rose, and fell again,
,

and then he got up, and staggered about with his head bangin’, and
|

fell heavy, and bled to death. He was the largest bear ever seen
i

on the Kenebec river. Well, some of th,e neighbours skinned it

for her
;
and v/hat do you think she did with the fur ?”

Made a muff of it,” said Collingwood. i

^^No.” i

Trimmed a sleigh ?” '

^^No.” !

“ Made a counterpane ?”
!
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“ A mat for the bed-side V’

Why, what ou airth did she do with it then

Why, she had the skin shaved close, and took the far and spun

it into yarn, and vowed, if she married an officer in the king’s ser-

vice, she would knit a battle-shirt for him, that he might be re-

minded of the courage of his wife
;
and if she married a civilian,

and ever had sons, the first shirt they should ever put on should be

one made of the hair of that bear, that they might be brave and

victorious
!”

^AVell, did she ever marry?” said the Captain.

Yes, she did, one of the mildest and meekest of men, a clergy-

man of the Church of England, that was settled arterwards in Nova
Scotia— as good and as peaceable a missionary as the society ever

employed. Now, that’s human natur agin.”

“Well, it aint my idea of what’s nateral,” said Collingwood, “for

like seeks like, the brave like the brave— birds of a feather flock

together. You know who people are by their associates.”

“Excuse me,” sais I, “you’ve got it wrong. The natur of mat-

rimony is one thing, and the natur of friendship is another. A tall

man likes a short wife; a great talker likes a silent woman, for both

can’t talk at once. A gay man likes a domestic gall, for he can

leave her to home to nuss children and make pap, while he is en-

joyin’ of himself to parties. A man that hante any music in him,

likes it in his spouse, and so on. It chimes beautiful, for they aint

in each other’s way. Now, friendship is the other way, you must
like the same things to like each other and be friends. A similarity

of tastes, studies, pursuits, and recreations (what they call congenial

souls)
;
a toper for a toper, a smoker for a smoker, a horse-racer for

a. horse-racer, a prize-fighter for a prize-fighter, and so on. Matri-

mony likes contrasts ; frienclsliiio seeks its own counterparts.

“ Well, the lady had three sons, and as soon as they were born,

they had the bear’s shirt put on
;
and one thing is sartin, they were

all three men of undoubted courage. One was killed in battle in

Canada, a captin in the British army. The other two were civilians,

men that nobody would think of takin’ a liberty with. The hair

shirt is in existence still. I seed it myself, and have a small bit of

the yarn to home now.”
“ Well done. Slick,” said Collingwood, “that’s not a bad yarn.”
“ It’s a fact, though, I assure you. I know the family as well as

I do yourn.”

Here there was a knock at the door, and an inquiry made for the

Captin. The voice was that of Mr. Eldad Nickerson, who had
come up for orders.

“ Come in,” said Collingwood. “ Come in, Mr. Nickerson. The
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1

ladies have retired, and we are goin^ to spin yarns. Come in, and

help us. You have just missed a capital one.^^

After a little mock modesty on the part of the Pilot, he allowed

himself to be persuaded, and joined the circle.

Well,^^ sais I, pilot, how have you got on to-day

Grand, Sir,^’ he said
;

better than I expected. Arter you left

us a light breeze sprung up, and took us in a very few minntes tc

the anchorin’-ground, and everythin’ was made snug and safe.”

Payin’ out the cable,” said Cutler, who took up the conversation

here, operated as a signal to the Indians, who soon came on board

to sell their beautiful bark-work, consistin’ of slippers, ornamented

with porcupine’s quills, died of various colours, and beads fancifully

arranged, nests of circular boxes and chair-bottoms finished in the

same manner, and baskets of every shape and size made of birchin

strips, not unlike the English willow manufacture. All these found

a ready sale for presents to friends on our return, and the men were

desired to come back immediately to traffic for oil and fish. The In-

dians of New England have long since disappeared from that part
|

of the continent in which I was born, and the first I ever saw were
|

those of Nova Scotia. What a noble race they still are, though
|

European vices and diseases, and above all, ardent spirits, have done
|

so much to demoralize them. What an interesting people they are !”
|

Well, I don’t think so,” said Eldad. They are a dirty, idle,
;j

lazy, vagabond crew. Swaller like a crane, and sleep like a hog.
|

When they have nothin’ to eat, they hunt, or fish, and if they fail
|

at that, beg. It’s a common phrase with us white folks, that a feller !

is as mean as an Indgin, or begs like an Indgin
;
and when they I

can’t eat no more, and can’t sleep no more, they squat down and i

play checkers. If that’s interestin’, then I want to know ?, How .

the plague can people be interestin’ that take no interest in anythin’

onder the sun ? that’s my logic. Why if they were to see a rail-car \

or a balloon for the first time, they wouldn’t as much as stop to look
j

at it, but just pass on, as if it was an old story. They hante got no

curiosity, and they hante got no ambition
;
and what’s the use of a

critter that hante got them two senses. When I was to Pictou for

a load of coal last year, I met an Indgin at the pit waitin’ for the

foreman, to beg, I suppose. This officer was an Englishman
;
but

old moose-meat didn’t know that them folks in a general way are i

most as silent as a savage— would sooner give money anytime than i

stop and jaw.

‘‘Mndgin,’ sais I, ^how do they raise the coals out of that ere

everlastin’, almighty dark hole V
;

u ( Why,’ sais he (for they always have an answer, right or wrong),

^ why,’ sais he, ‘ lightem up fire, make tea-kittle boil, and up comes
i

coal.’
I

^ Great invention that, Indgin, aint it ?’ sais I.
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‘•‘No/ sais he, ‘white man fool. If wood is scarce, instead of

makin’ forest come as you do, Indgin goes to it. Indgin no fool

;

he builds his wigwam where wood, water, fish, and huntin' all meet.

He has nothin' to do but stretchem out hand, help himself, and go

to sleep. White men work all the time; work for drink, work for

eat, work for coat, work for horse, work for ox, work for everythin'.

Indgin never works.'

“ What do you think of such a feller as that, eh ? Mighty inter-

estin', aint it?"

“It's his logic, and that's all," said the skipper. “Fact is they

didn't understand each other. One was a scholar, and the other a

practical man. One looked at the past and future, and was filled

with wonder and awe at the mysterious decrees of Providence; the

other at the use and fitness of things before his eyes. I understood

them both. Is there nothin' interesting," said Cutler, “in the fact

of a noble race that peopled a whole continent being destined to dis-

appear from the face of the earth, and leave no trace behind them ?

Whence came they ? Who are they ? And for what wise purpose

is it, that they arc to cease to exist ? In workin' out their extinc-

tion—for we are used as the instruments—are we not working out

our own condemnation, and leaving an inheritance of sin and shame
to our posterity ? As Christians and as men this is a solemn ques-

tion, and one which we shall, doubtless, be one day called upon to

answer. Is there nothing interesting in their traditions, their legends,

and above all, their language ?"

“As for their language," said the pilot, “I would as soon learn

the language of the wolf, or the bear. What in natur' is the use of

it, except to trade ? and signs will do for that."

“ Mr. Slick," said Cutler, ‘‘ aint those beautiful pictures that

Cooper has drawn of the Indian chiefs in his novels? Don't they

give you the idea of a splendid race of men ? of nature's nobility ?

In form, models of manly beauty; in qualities of mind ecjual to the

sages and heroes of antiquity."

“Tell you what," sais I, “friend Cooper's trade was fiction, and
fiction aint truth, whatever else it is. I can't write books as well as

he did, but I'm a bit of an artist in my own line, and can draw and
paint a little, too."

“That you can," said Collingwood, “and draw as long a bow as

any Indian or author."
“ Thank you for nothin'," sais I, “ I owe you one for that."

“TV ell," sais he, “you are able to pay it, if any man can, that's

a fact."

“Yfell," sais I, “there are two kinds of pictures, fancy sketches

and sketches from natur.' His are all fancy work. I have been a

great deal among the Indgins, and know them well. There never
were such chiefs as he has drawn, and they never acted or talked
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that way. It^s the fashion with us to make grand speeches for them, i

and make them talk like Ossian^s heroes—half mist, foam, and cat- I

aract, and half sun, moon, and stars, with a touch of insanity, run-
|

nin’ through all. It sounds beautiful, school-galls get ^em by heart,
j

and call ^em sublime; and commencement-day boys spout them out
|

with awful effect
;
while their mothers open their mouths and swal- -

ler all, and their fathers scratch their heads, to feel if their scalps
|

are safe, it sounds so nateral. A feller that can feed off a dead horse, !

that would pyson a crow, and smack his lips after it, and then go
!

and lie down on his belly, and drink green swamp water by the
j

quart, may be a hero; but he cafft, accordiff to the natur’ of things, 1

bo any great shakes of an orator. If he can, we had better shut up
|

shop to Cambridge, and say larnin^ is all buncum. They are a fine ^

race of men, no doubt, and Providence had to make ^ein so, other-
!

wise wild beasts would have made mince-meat of them long before I

the Europeans did
;
but still, they are savages after all, and savage I

vices ever predominate over savage virtues. The questions you have I

broached, are deeply interestin’, I do suppose; but Paul Tomahawk, i

and Peter Scalpin-knife are ugly customers, and not so easily civil-
I

ized as you think. Old maids fancy nobody knows how to bring up i

children but them
;

but children know they are dry-nurses, and
J

laugh at ’em. And Boston and Philadelphia philosophers think i

that they know how to christianize, humanize, and civilize savages;
I

but savages look on ’em as harmless, tame cattle, that live on rich
,

pastures, and like to lie down, chaw the cud, and look wise. ;

Take a wild duck’s eggs (I have often done it), hatch ’em out ’

under a tame one, and as soon as their wings are strong enough, off
j

they go, it’s their natur’. Or rob a hawk’s nest, and hatch one of
j

its eggs under a pea-hen, with her own, as soon as the young gentle-
j

man begins to feel his helm, he sups on his foster-brothers and sis- ! i

ters, and soars away with his nurse in his claws for dinner. That’s; ..

the gratitude of savage life. You can’t do it; no how you can fix it.j

They have an old proverb here, and I like proverbs, there is so;

much truth in ’em, in a small compass. An Indian, a partridge,
|

and a spruce tree can’t be tamed.”
“ Do you think they can’t be civilized ?” he said.

;

^^No,” sais I, ^‘1 don’t think no such thing. But we go the;

wrong way to work. The voluntary principle won’t do, you must ..

constrain ’em. Children are constrained, and so are school-boys, i

and so are students at universities, to say nothin’ of apprentices iindi

servants. Well, sodgers arc disciplined by constraint, and so are!

sailors, the most diffiicultest people in the world to deal with. Well.! ,

society is constrained by laws, police-officers, jails, penitentiaries, and

gallowses. What in natur’ is the use of talkin’ to savages. The)

have nothin’ in common with you. They don’t think like you, value;

what you do, or have the same springs of action. It’s all moonl
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shine, it’s beginnin’ at the wrong eend. See what fools the British

made of themselves in the Caffre wars, from not knowin’ this

!

Treatin’ them naked savages like gentlemen, and takin’ their word

for peace. What the plague do English generals know about bush-

fightin’ ? or the uatur’ of them heathen, ontamed, rampaginous imps

of darkness ? And what security will they ever have of them crit-

ters keepin’ the peace longer than when their stock of cattle is

renewed, and a fresh supply of arms and ammunition laid in ? But
that’s their look out, and not mine; and this I will say, some of our

Peace Society folks haven’t much reason to larf at them either.

These wise men of G-oshen sent a missionary onct to the Bur-

mese. Well, one day he built a bamboo tent near one of their tem-

ples, and as the heathens were goin’ to idolotrize, he stood at the

door to preach to them, and convart them. He took for his text

that passage that refers to livin’ water that quenches thirst for ever.

Well, it was a capital text, if they could have understood it; but

they didn’t
;
and off they ran as hard as they could lick, and what

was his horror when he saw them all return with cans, cups, gourds,

calabashes, and what not for the fluid; and when they found he

hadn’t it, they pulled down his bamboo camp, and took the sticks

and thrashed him amost to death. In fact, he never did get over it.

He died from that are beaten. They called him a Yankee cheat,

and it lowered our great nation amazinly— fact, I assure you. The
right way is—but you and I aint a-goin’ to be missionaries, so we
wont enter into details

;
at least, I aint. I don’t want to be grilled

and eat for supper, that’s a fact. I’d like to see them convarted into

Christians
;
but I don t want to be converted into a curried clock-

maker
^
I can tell you. They are far above niggers though, that I

will say; and they despise those woolly-headed, thick-sculled, long-

heeled, monkey-faced gentleman as much as you or I. In that

particular, they have more pride than we have. White women do

sometimes marry niggers, but an Indgin gall never. She’d die first.

The Indgins here in this country are no fools, I tell you. Though
they do eat like a boa-constrictor, swallow enough at one meal to last

for two days, and that muddifies the brain, still they know what’s

good, and aint above lookin’ a gift horse in the mouth. Lord ! I

shall never forget an evenin’ onct that I was goin’ down La Haive
river, in a canoe with two Indgins. Well, dark come on, and it

began to blow like statiee, and I saw a light in a house in the woods,

and I told them to run ashore for the night.

^^‘Now,” sais I, ^strike up a light here, and take a streteh for it

in the bush, and hold on till mornin’. Well, we hauled up the

canoe, and knocked up a shelter in no time, and as I was a-goin’

towards the cottage of a highlander that lived there, to get a night’s

lodging, a little wrinkled man in an old homespun dress that was
onct blue, but had grown grey in the sarvice, and wearin’ a sealskin
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cap, came towards me. I thought by his look he was one of the

laird’s helps, or, as they call it, a joint of his tail, that had small

wages and poor fare.

“ Hallo, friend,’ sais I, ^ do you belong to this house?’

^^^Nae, she don’t belong to the hoose,’ said he, ‘but the hoose

belongs to herself. It’s Squire Hory M’Tavish you have the honour

to speak to.’

“ Well, thinks I to myself, considerin’ you havn’t so much as a

pair of breeches to wear, that piece of pride aint bad, that’s a fact

;

the pattern of the kilt is big enough, in the hands of a good tailor to

make you a pair
;
but who on airth gave you the name of Rory ?

What a devil of a fellow you’d be at roarin’, wouldn’t you frighten

the grasshoppers a’most? I thought I should have roared out

myself. Well, you are a riproarious fellow, Rory, and no mistake;

but I wanted a bed and a supper, sol soft-sawdered him, and smoothed

the laird down, and by the time we reached the house, we were as

thick as two thieves. The little feller was a good-hearted critter too,

as all Highlanders are, and out came a hearty welcome, and then

out came the whiskey, and then out came his wife—a better feller

than he was, and far better-lookin’ too—a rael jolly nice little

woman.
“ ‘ How did you come ?’ said she.

“Well, I told her about the canoe, and the Indgins, and all that.

“What I’ she said, ‘the poor Indians sleepin’ in the heather!

Murdoch,’ sais she, addressin’ a little bare-footed chieftain, that had

a head of red hair that would have stuffed a gall’s side-saddle a’most,

‘ go and bring them up here, they must have a supper, and sleep hy

the fire.’

Well, everythin’ went on swimmingly.* They gave me a capital

supper, and we told capital stories. I know hisn must have been

capital, though I didn’t understand a word of them, for he larfed so

in tellin’ them, they nearly choked him; and I roared in tellin’

mine, for I knew he could not make out what I was talkin’ about

either. I haw-hawed so loud, that I actilly waked up the cock that

was roostin’ in the porch, and sot him off a crowin’ too. We kicked

up a great bobbery, that’s a fact. In the midst of it, in comes Mrs.

McTavish, lookin’ as red as a turkey-cock, and struttin’ like a ban-

tam-hen, head up stiff and strait, wings extended angry-like, till the}/

scraped the floor. She was in a riproarious passion, if she didn’t

talk quick, it’s a pity. First she talked G-aelic, and then she trans-

lated it. She made a long yarn of it; but the short of it was this,

she gave the Indians a pot of burgoo—oatmeal and water—for their

supper, and they refused to eat it, sayin’ : ‘May be very good for

Scotchmen and pigs, but Indian no eat it,’ and walked out of the

house in high dudgeon.
“ Oh I didn’t little Rory roar, and Mrs. Rory rave, and didn’t I
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go into convulsions ? I thought I should have died on the spot for

want of breath. I joined in berating the Indians though of course,

or I should have been obliged to cut stick too; but it was almost

too much for my ribs. Well done, hairy scalps, sais I to myself,

, well done, hairy scalps, your pride has outdone hairy legs this time at

. any rate. Oh dear ! how Ambassador laughed, when he heard that

story.

r
“ It was the first time I ever heerd him laugh, for, in a general

way, he only smiles, and gives a twinkle out of the corner of his eye

But that time he laughed right out, and sais he :

^
^ Sam,^^ and he took out his handkerchief and wiped his eyes

;

^ Sam, don^t tell that story here to London. There are a great many
' chieftains here in the season, and you wouldn’t know they weren’t

i lowlanders, for they conform to the fashion, wear trousers, and dress

f:-
quite decent. I like them myself, they are a fine, manly, good-

hearted race, but they are very national and very touchy, and you’ll

get called out as sure as you are born.’

‘ Well,’ sais I, Met them call; but they must call louder than

, little Kory, if they want a man to listen to them. If a feller thinks

I to stop my talk, he’s mistaken
;

for if I don’t make a hole in his

cheek big enough to hold the tube of his unchristian bagpipe in, my
r name isn’t Sam Slick. Ambassador,’ sais I, ‘Latin and Greek is your
' forte. If a feller held a pistol to you, and told you not to speak them

languages, or if you did you must go out with him, would that stop

you? I kinder guess not. Well, I wouldn’t swap my stories for

your Latin and Greek, nor the embassy to boot; and no Highlander,

from Ben Lomond to John O’Groat’s, shall stop me.’

“I saw he was bothered. He didn’t know what to say. He
didn’t approve of duellin’, but still he was a Yankee, and wouldn’t

like to have one of the embassy called a coward.

“‘Sam,’ sais he, ‘it’s- a serious matter here; if it eends fatally

it’s murder. What would you do under the circumstances ?’ said he,

lookin’ very grave.
“ ‘ Act like a man, Sir,’ sais I. “ Accept his invite at once, and

be gallus polite
;
give him his choice of weapons, rifles or pistols, or

sitten’ straddle-legs across a keg of gunpowder, but resarve the

choice of ground to myself. Well, as soon as he makes his selection,

which would be pistols of course, he’d say, now name your ground.

Well, I’d say, I take it for granted I shall let daylight through you,

for I’m a dead shot
;
but perhaps you think you are a deader one,

and make sartin you’ll fix my flint. Now, in order to spare the

survivor’s life, and have no arrests or trials about it, and save judges

from talkin’- hippocritical, say the right bank of the Mississippi.

Name your day. But I hope you won’t be otfended with me, as 1

know the country better than you do, for advisin’ you to wear trou-

sers there instead of kilts, or as sure as you’re born, you will never
17*
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reach the ground alive^ for the galley-nippers. I wish you a good
morninh^

^Sam/ sais he^ ^what a way you have of makin^ fools of people.*

^lYs a knack, Sir,^ sais I, ‘we Connecticut people have, and it*s

useful in important things as well as in trifles, as the nigger says in

the song

:

“ Oh, hahbent I de knack,

Ob suckin’ sugar-candy and drinkin’ apple-jack.”

There is some fun in Indians, too, Captin,^^ sais I, to go on with

my story about ^em. I was once to Liverpool Falls, when I was
;

in this country last, and there was a feller called Tony, took a very
|

good rise out of a settler near there, called Bednigo Latty. Bednigo
i

met him one day in the road, in winter, and as soon as Tony saw
|

him, he began to limp and make faces.
!

^^^What^s the matter, Tony?^ sais the other; ^have you hurt
j

yourself?* f

‘ Oh \” said Tony, stoppin* short, puttin* down his gun, and I

restin* over the muzzle, ^me most dead, me tired out; me no drag j

my legs along scarcely. Mister Latty; me chase moose, very big
|

moose, two whole days; and when I kill him at last, me so tired, me
not able to skin him, or bring any meat home to my squaw. I give

him to you
;

if you go for him you shall have him. Only give poor

squaw one small piece for her dinner.* '

^ Yes,* said Bednigo, ^and thank you, too; but how shall I find

moose ?*

^ Oh ! I tell you so you find him, sartin sure. You know
G-rand Lake ?*

^ Yes.*

^ You know where neck of land runs way out ever so far, into ^

lake?*
I

^^^Yes.*
I

^ You know where large birch tree grows out of the end of that
j

neck ?*

' Yes.*
i

^ Y^ell, moose just under that birch tree there
;
very big moose.

You get him, you have him?
Well, next mornin* Bednigo makes up a huntin*-party, and off )

they starts through the woods, eight miles as the crow flies, in a

straight line for Grand Lake
;
and at the upper end of it, four miles

j

further, they found the neck of land, and the big birch tree, but no
j

moose, and no signs of one, or tracks either.
[

Well, they returned home as savage as bears, for they knowed
they would be larfed at by the whole settlement, for bein* took in so

j

by an Indian. But they sarched all round the lake first, in hopes

of havin* somethin* to bring home, and detarmined if they did, not
j

I
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to tell the story
;
but they had no luck that day, and they camped

out, and hunted the best part of next day, but saw nothin^, and
returned as tired, in fact, as Tony pretended to be, and awful hungry,

for they intended to feed on the fresh steaks.

“The next time Bednigo saw the Indian, ^ Hullo sais he, ^what

did you mean by tellin^ me that lie about the moose, and sendin’ me -

away out there, to make a fool of me, you Indgian rascal ? I have

a great mind to thrash you, you villain V
“ ^ What lie said Tony, very gravely.
“ ^ Why that lie about the moose.^
“ ^ Ah said he, ‘ you no gettum moose
“No I of course I did’nt; there was none there, and you knowd

it well enough.^

“<Yery strange,^ said Tony, ^you no gettum moose,
^
quite un-

moved by the threat. ^ Did you find grand lake V
“ ^ Yes.^
“ ^ Well, that’s one. Did you find neck of land runnin’ away out

into water V
“ ^ Yes.’
“ ^ Well, that’s two. Did you find big birch tree V
“ ^ Yes.’

“^W^ell, that’s three, and you no findem moose?’

“'No.’
“ ' Well, that’s three truths for one lie. Pretty well for Indian

—

aint it ? When I sold you my furs last spring, you cheated me, and

what you said was all one grand big lie. You no pay me yet—
cheatera Indian— cheatem devil,’ and he drew back a step or two,

and began lookin’ to the primin’ of his gun, which Bednigo thought,

as they was alone in the woods, was a hint Congress was broke up,

and members had better cut off for home, so he hung his head, and

made tracks. I guess humour is in ’em, for they understand a joke,

and enjoy it. Many a time I’ve made ’em laugh, by givin’ them a

droll idea dressed in Indian phrases, and familiar words. The fact

is, natur’ is natur’ all the world over, and the plainer talk is, and the

' simpler written it is, the nearer to life is it, and the longer it is re-

5 membered— or lives.

“I have often heard old Minister say, the 'Vicar of Wakefield’

I
is more nor a hundred years old, and is a common book now, because

J

it’s written in common language
;
and will be a popular work a hun-

I dred years hence, on that account, altho’ it’s no great shakes arter

all. It don’t require a scholar to enjoy it. Why is it if you read

a book to a man you set him to sleep? Just because it is a book,

, and the language aint common. Why is it if you talk to him he

will sit up all night with you, and say, ' Oh ! don’t go to bed yet,

i stay a little longer?’—Just because it’s talk, the language of natur’.

. “It’s only lawyers that read law books, and doctors that read
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doctor’s bookS; and college folks tliat read Latin and Glreek. Why?
Because nobody else understands ’em. They are out of their way.
Well, some books are read in the parlour, and some in the kitchen;

but the test of a rael genuine good book is, that it is read in both.

Why ? Because it shows it’s nateral
;

for natur’ is the same in

both. It only differs in the dress; it’s more transparent in the kit-

chen, it’s only covered with gauze there, just for decency’s sake.

It’s dressed in silk in the other, and aint iust quite as easy seen

through.

Anythin’ to please must be nateral, I don’t care what it is. Now
talk nateral to an Indgian, in iai.^guage such as he uses in common,
and use ideas that he uses, and put humour into them, and see if

he don’t larf. A little thing makes a man larf, and next to nothin’

makes a crowd roar. IFe are full of chords, from the deepest-toned

silver string, lihe that of the harp, vp to the little short upp)er sharp
one that is only tioo inches long. Strike one of your oion that is in

tune loith that of another person, and see if they don’t harmonize.

It vibrates through him. Anybody can be made to larf, unless it is

one of those sour chaps in North Britain; and I believe in my soul

nothin’ but takin’ him to see a bishop hanged or burned would make
him larf.

My idea is, that the want of humour in Indgians comes from
not talkin’ to their women. Women are naterally sharp, quick-

witted, and lively : if they can’t reason like men, a nateral gumption
takes ’em to a right conclusion long afore a man has got half way
through his argument. Now men without women’s society are like

bodies without souls, heavy lumps of mortality; it’s that domestic

degradation of the v/ife among savages that beastifies the mind of

the man.
He is thoughtful, but not playful; knowin’ but silent; ’cute,

but not humorous. It’s a great pity the misfortunate critters are so

fond of rum, it’s the ruin of them; they will sell anythin’ a’most

to buy it.

Joe Nogood made a capital answer to an innkeeper onct, when
he was purchasin’ a bottle of spirits from him. He was very angry
at the price, which was just double what it ought to be. He oN
jected a long time, but could get no abatement. The innkeeper

tried to make him onderstand the loss of keepin’ a cask of rum on
hand for any length of lime, and explained to him about the interest

of money that he was losin’ on the principal spent in the purchase.

(A pretty hard thing I guess to make an Indgian comprehend what
interest of money is— who never received or paid any, and never

had any capital all his life.) Joe pretended that ail ho knew was it

used to cost three shillings a bottle
;
and now he was asked six

;
and

he gave him to understand he didn’t think much of his principle to

extort arter that fashion, and didn’t think it was for his interest
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either, for lie would never bu}^ any more of him again, But the

barman argued away, and at last wound up by assertin’ that between

wastage, l^kage, bad debts, and interest, it cost as much to keep a

hogshead of rum on hand as to keep a cow. Joe mused a while

and knowiu’ how the feller was in the habit of adulteratin’ the rum,

by the aid of the pump, brought him up all short.

^ Ah,’ said he, ^ maybe cask drinkum as much water as cow, but

sartain no eatum as much hay.’

‘‘And havin’ given him that poke he paid the price, took up his

bottle, and walked. And as he got to the door he turned and shook

his fist at the extortioner, and said, almost speechless with rage, ‘Now
man, I say damn.’

“An Indian is a child of natur’, eyes like a lynx, heart like a

lion, nose like a pointer, cunnin’ like a fox, constructive like a beaver,

destructive like a tiger, appetite like a beast of prey, and the propen-

sities of the devil, and yet he has an instinct runnin’ into strong

reasonin’ faculties. What then is the difference between him and

us ? Christianity. Ah ! that is a great thing, if we only knew how
to teach it to them, and let them sec our example was equal to our

precepts. They have lots of lamp ile, what a pity it is they can’t

read. It’s the fashion among casy-chair Christians to England to

undervalue the labours of bishops in foreign parts. It’s a great pri-

vilege to abuse a bishop and praise a savage—aint it? It’s Christian

charity too, for as this mitered gentleman has to bear all things, he

has to put up with your sarce. Well, he has to have his food cooked

in course, for he is used to it. The dear child of natur’ eats it raw.

“A bishop’s task is no easy one at any rate, and it is made more
difficult by other sects underminin’ him in his labours, and sayin’ he

has no Scriptural authority. How in the world is lawn sleeves\goin’

to convart a critter whose appetite is stronger than a pig’s, who
drinks dog-fish oil, thickened with blubber, the most awful pisonous

stuff in the world, and dines off of whale-steaks, cut out of a fish that

died afore the flood, and has been presarved ever since in natur’s ice-

house at the North Pole. If bishop is goin’ to do the civil, and
take pot luck with him, and wants to soft-sawder him, he must go

lower down still than that, so that savage may say :
‘ This Christian

chap is a very sociable feller, arter all, but I guess he aint used to

such delicacies to home as dead foxes, and shipwracked seals.’ Still

the question is : what is the difference between us Christians and
savages ? The great thing is to settle what that term Christianity

means. We ought to onderstand it, you know, for we expound it at

our tea-parties, and teach our parsons.

“A savage looks at us and our doin’s, and says, Christians is no
great shakes arter all. Aint that shockin’ now ? You must double

your subscriptions, old ladies. He says we don’t onderstand our-

selves, and asks what in the world is -the meanin’ of that word Chris-



202 THREE TRUTHS FOR ONE LIE.

tianity ? One is nicknamed an idolater, and has a fisherman^s ring,

when it’s well known fishermen never wore rings. And t’other is

branded a heretic, who wears long bands to look wise, which were

never invented until long beards were cut off. And the third is a

free livin’ and free thinkin’ gentleman. He says : they preach good

will to all men and hate each other like the devil. They fight

among themselves, and use us as tools. One has a book called a

Bible, and t’other burns it. One tolerates, and t’other intolerates.

They hate each other like pyson, and use words which we call im-

pious. They fight even in death, for they won’t sleep side by side

in the same grave-yard. Oh ! it’s no use talkin’, Captin Colingwood,

Christianity should be intrusted to the church to teach savages, and

not to Tom, Dick and Harry. False teachin’ and bad examples

hring rum, ruin, disease, treachery, and death to the Indians. I don’t

wonder Johny Nogood, who knew our favorite oath, said: ^Now
man, I say damn.’ ”

Slick,” said Cutler, I never heard you talk so well afore.

There is a great deal of truth, in that, although you have put it in

a way to make my flesh crawl.”

Says I, Cutler, I haven’t put it half strong enough; but I actilly

thought Sophy (Oh Lord ! I thought I should have died, for it came
out afore old Colingwood so sudden

;
but I went right ahead, for if

you get into a slough or honey pot, you can’t stop, you must whip
up, yielk, talk slang, and bully the team, and put them through, for

if you hold on one minute, the cattle can’t or won’t start the load

agin, and you are in a pretty frizzle of a fix, so I went right ahead)

or dear little Mary, (as if Sophy wasn’t twice as dear) and Aunt
Thankful, and all were present, for in course we talk more resarved

afore Indies, than by ourselves. But still,” sais I, a lightin’ of my
candle, and risin’ to go to bed (for I wanted to think of Sophy and
not of savages), depend upon it, Colingwood—man to man, face to

face, and without bunkum, I don’t wonder when an Indian looks at

us and says, ^Now man, I say damn.’ ”*

* Two hundred and fifty years ago, very similar remarks were made by
a French gentleman, who has left us an interesting account of his visit to.

Nova Scotia: “Etnefaut point m’all^guer ici le pr^texte de la religion.

Car(comme nous avons dit ailleurs) ils ont tout tuez les originaires du pais
avec des supplices les plus inhumains que le diable'a peu excogiter. Et
par leurs cruautes ont rendu le nom de.Dieu un nom de scandale a ces
pauvres peuples, et Font blaspheme continuellement par chacun jour au
milieu des Gentils, ainsi que le Proph^te le reproche au peuple d’Israel.'

Temoin celui qui aima mieux estrc damne que d’aller au paradis des Hes-
Uagnols.”

—

Lescarbot's Hist, de La Nouvdie France, p. 483.
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CHAPTER XX.

AUNT thankful' AND HER ROOM.

The first thing I did when I went to my bed-room was to pack

up my things. I never draw on to-morrow. It is lihe anticipatin’

one’s income and maldn’ the future hear the expenses of the past.

When a thing is donej it is off your mind. To carry care to bed is

to sleep icith a pack on your hack. That’s my logic, as the pilot

sais. Well, when that was done, I hops into bed, and now, sais I to

myself, Sam, s’posin’ as we are alone here, and it aint overly late,

we have a little quiet talk together.

What do you think of to-day’s work ?

Well, I think it is about as pleasant a day as I ever passed in my
life. xVs for Sophy, she is splendiferous, and no mistake. I guess

I’m in for it this hitch.

Well, sais I agin, aint she prudish, or cold, or calculatin’ or some-

thin’ or another of that sort
;
aint there a little grain of Aunt Thank-

ful’s starch in her. S’posin’ we run over the events as they occurred,

and consider them separate, and then put the parts all together, and
see how they work.

Well, I goes over all in my mind, till I throws the line over the

brook, to give little Jemmy his first lesson, and gets the first trout,

and the pull he gave jerked my hand off’ my eyes, and I was asleep

in a minute as fast as a pine-stump. •

A little afore day I wakes up, and rubs my eyes, and I thought I

heered some one a movin’, so says I, steward, how is her head ? But
steward didn’t answer, so I answered for him : Pretty well I thank

you. Sir. How is yourn ? And that made me laugh
;
but still I

was a little bewildered. I thought I was on board the ^ Black
Hawk ;’ but I stretched out my leg first on one side and then on the

other, and found I was in bed.

Yes, sais I, a-bed, that’s sartain
;
but where ? Oh, I have it ! at

Squire Collingwood’s. Why, Sam, sais I, it aint possible you are in

love, when even the thought of dear Sophy couldn’t keep you awake
for half an hour. But I am tho’, that’s a fact. Oh dear, what
nonsense people talk about love, don’t they? Sleepless nights

—

broken dreams—beatin’ hearts—pale faees—a pinin’ away to shaders—
^fits of absence—loss of appetite—narvous fiutterin’s, and all that.

I haven’t got the symptoms, but I’ll swear to the disease.

Folks take this talk, I guess, from poets
;
and they are miserable,

mooney sort of critters, half mad and whole lazy, who would rather
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take a day^s dream than a day’s work any time, and catch rhymes as

niggers catch flies, to pass time—hearts and darts, cupid and stupid,

purlin’ streams and pulin’ dreams, and so on. It’s all bunkum !

Spooney looks and spooney words may do for schoolboys and semi-

nary galls; but for a man like me, and an angeliferons critter like

Sophy, love must be like electricity— eye for eye, and heart for

heart, telegraphed backwards and forwards like ’iled lightnin’.

Well, sais I to myself, confound the thing, Sam, you didn’t make
no great headvvay nuther, did you, tho’ you did go it pretty strong ?

Thinks I again, you haven’t had no great experience in these matters,

Sam, and that’s just where you made the mistake. You went at it

too strong. Courtin’ a gall, I guess, is like catchin’ a young horse

in the pastur’. You put the oats in a pan, hide the halter, and soft-

sawder the critter, and it comes up softly and shyly at first, and puts

its nose to the grain, and get’s a taste, stands off and munches a

little, looks round to see that the coast is clear, and advances cautious

again, ready for a go if you are rough. Well, you soft-sawder it all

the time :—so-so, pet
!
gently, pet ! that’s a pretty doll ! and it gets

to kind a like it, and comes closer, and you think you have it, make
a grab at its mane, and it ups head and tail, snorts, wheels short

round, lets go both hind-feet at you, and off like a shot.

That comes of being in a hurry. Now, if you had put your hand
up slowly towards its shoulder, and felt along the neck for the mane,

it might perhaps have drawed away, as much as to say, hands off, if

you please; I like your oats, but I don’t want you, the chance is you
would have caught it. Well, what’s your play now you have missed

it'/ Why, you don’t give chase, for that only scares a critter; but

you stand still, shake the oats in the pan, and say, cope, cope, cope !

and it s4ops, looks at you, and comes up again, but awful skittish,

stretches its neck out ever so far, steals a few grains, and then keeps

a respectful distance. Now what do you do then? Why, shake

the pan, and move slowly, as if you were goin’ to leave the pastur

and make for hum
;
when it repents of bein’ so distrustful, comes

up, and you slips the halter on.

Now more nor half of all that work is lost by bein’ in too big a

hurry. That’s just the case with Sophy. You showed her the hal-

ter too soon, and it skeered her. I see it all now, as plain as a new
floor-board, sais I. It stands to natur. Put one strange horse in a

pastur, and another in the next one, and arter a while they will go

to the fence, and like as not, when they look over at each other, ^

snap and bite as cross as anything, as much as to say, you keep your

side and I’ll keep mine. in:ievcr saw you before, and I don’t like

your looks. Arter an hour" or so, they will go and look at each other

agin
;
and that time they won’t bite, but they breathe together, and

rub their heads together, and at last do the friendly by brushin’ the

flies from each other’s neck. Arter that, there is a treaty of peace
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signed, and they turn to and knock the fence down, (for it is very

lonely to feed in a field by oneself), and go wanderin’ about showin’

each other the best grass. Yes, Sophy, I see where I missed a

figure
;
and if I remain of the same mind as I am now, see if I

don’t slip the halter round your neck before you know where you

be. Or say I can’t catch a boss or a gall, that’s all.

But I must be a movin’ now, so as not to disturb folks. So I

lights the candle, and goes down softly to the front entry, and puts

down my traps to be sent for; and just as I was a goin’ to open the

door, the black house-help, Bose, comes from the other end of the

buildin’, and says, ‘‘This way, please, Master Slick. Marm Thank-
ful will be here in a few minutes, and hopes you will sit down in

this room till she comes;” and closin’ the door on me, vanished.

There was a small wood-fire burnin’ in the chimney, and two lighted

candles stood on one of the tables, so that everything was as clear

as noonday. Oh, Jerusalem! sais I, what in creation is all this?

Here is a room, that looks as if it must have been cut out of the old

family house in New York State, and fetched down, holus bolus, as

it stood; for there aint anything hardly in it as new as herself, and
she is seventy years old, if she is a day. Note it all down for your

journal, for sister Sal; for though you have seen most of these

things as odds and ends, you never saw them all brought together

before, and never will again. So I up and at it.

I paced the floor; it was twenty-two by twenty. The carpet was
a square of dark cloth, not so large as the whole floor, and instead

of a pattern, had ditferent colored pieces on it, cut out in the shape

of birds and beasts, and secured and edged with variegated worsted

in chain-stitch. In one corner stood an old-fashioned eight-day

clock, in a black oak case, with enormous gilt hinges. In the oppo-

site one was a closet, made angular to fit the shape of the wall, with

a glass front, to preserve and exhibit large silver tankards; Dutch
wine-glasses, very high in the stem, made of blue glass, with mugs
to match, richly gilt, though showin’ marks of wear, as well as age;

a very old China bowl, and so on.

In one of the deep recesses formed by the chirably stood an old

spinet, the voice of which probably was cracked before that of its

mistress, and, like her, had forgot its music. In the other was a

mahogany bureau, with numerous drawers, growin’ gradually less

and less in depth and size, till it nearly reached the ceilin’, and ter-

minatin’ in a cone, surmounted by a gilt parrot; not a bad emblem
for a chatty old lady-bird, v/ho is apt to repeat over and over the

same thing.

The jambs of the fire-place, which was very capacious, were orna-

mented with bright glazed tiles, havin’ landscapes, representin’ wind-

mills, summer-houses in swamps, canal boats, in which you could see

nothin’ but tobacco-pipes for the smoke, and other Dutch opulent

18
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luxuries painted on them. On one side of these were suspended a

very long toasting-fork and a pair of bellows
;
and on the other a

worked kettle-holder, an almanac, and a duster made of the wing of

a bird.

The mantel-piece, which was high, was set off with a cocoa-nut

bowl, carved, polished, and supported by three silver feet
;
an ostrich

egg, and a little antique China tea-pot, about as large as a sizable

cup. Two large high brass dog-irons, surmounted by hollow balls,

supported the fire. The chairs were of mahogany, high and rather

straight in the back, which had open cross bar-work. Two of these

were arm-chairs, on one of which (Aunt ThankfuFs own) hung a

patch-work bag, from which long knitting-needles and a substantial

yarn-stockin^ protruded. All had cushions of crimson cloth, worked

with various patterns, and edged with chain-stitch, and intended to

match the curtains, which were similar. There was no table in the

centre of the room, and but two in it, which were much higher than

modern ones, with several little spindly legs to each, makin’ up in

number what they wanted in size. On the largest stood two old-

fashioned cases, with the covers thrown back to exhibit the silver-

handled knives, which rose tier above tier, like powdered heads in a

theatre, that all might be seen. Beside them was a silver filigree

tea-caddy.

On the smaller table, stood a little hand-bell and a large family

Bible with enormous clasps, a Prayer-book, and the Whole Duty
of Man.'’^ It was a funny idea that too. I took it for granted it

was a receipt-book, or a family medicine-book, or a cookery-book, or

a female book of some sort or another
;
but no—it was the Whole

Duty of Man I”

Ah, Aunt Thankful ! confess now, warn’t there a little curiosity

in you to find out what the Whole Duty of Man’^ was? Well,

they don’t do their duty, or one of them would a gone down on his

marrow-bones, and begged the honor of your hand, long and long

ago
;
and they never will do their duty. But you will be here be-

fore I have half-finished my inventory
;
and Sally will scold if I

don’t tell her about the walls, and say I haven’t done my diU^.

Well, between the winders was a very large lookin’ -glass, in an

old dark, carved mahogany frame
;
a yellow sampler, with the letters

of the alphabet; a moral lesson, ‘^Bemember thy Creator in the

days of thy youth,” and the name of the artist, Thankful Colling-

wood, 1790, aged ten years,” worked on it; and a similar one, con-

tainin’ a family coat-of-arms, executed on the same material, and by
the same hand, though at a later date, were substantially framed,

and protected by glass. Two portraits of military men, in oils, re-

markably well painted, completed the collection
;
each of which was

decorated with long peacock’s feathers.

Now, Sally, that’s Aunt Thankful’s room
;
and I am thankful I
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have finished it. But, stop— what the plague does she want with

me ? Is she an envoy extraordinary, as we say, to the Court of St.

James’s, from Sophy to declare non-intercourse ? I guess not. She

has spunk enough to do that herself, if she wanted
;

or from Mary,

about Mr. Hopewell’s church ? She knows she has only to ask me
for it herself to get it, or anythin’ I have. From herself? Oh, the

devil ! said I : no, that can’t be. I am sure the Whole Duty of

Man” is agin’ marryin’ your grandmother. I know Mr. Hopewell
told me it was agin the law; but whether he said canon law, civil

law, ecclesiastical law, Levitical law, law of England, or the United

States’ law, hang me, if I don’t disremember; for I never intended

to do it, so I forget where he said to look for it. I have got it, said

I : she thinks it aint suitable for the young ladies to go to Slickville

without her. Well, prhaps it is agin the whole duty of woman,”
and I’ll ask the good old soul too.

Poor Aunt Thankful ! it’s others ought to be thankful to you,

that’s a fact, for your post aint easy. We uncles and aunts have

enough to do. Uncle pays for all, and aunt works for all. The
children don’t mind you like a mother, and the servants don’t obey

you like the rael head of the house nother. Is there one of the

party to stay to home ? it’s aunt. Is there any one to get up early,

and to be the last to lock doors, and to look to fires ? it’s aunty. Is

there company to home, who takes charge of the house? Why
aunty to be sure. If you haven’t got money enough for what you
want, there is some doubloons still left in the eend of Aunt Thank-
ful’s stockin’. You didn’t return the last three you borrowed; but

coax her, she is so good-natured and so kind. Get her to tell that

story about Prince Edward, Duke of Kent, and her eyes, and say,

well, aunt, they must have been beautiful, for they are still so hand-

some; how near you came being the Duchess of Kent (that’s the

soft spot, with three tender places in it, first to be married, second

to be a duchess, and third to be the mother of a queen)
;
go right

on without stoppin’. Aunty, if you would lend me just one doub-

loon ? you shall have it again soon. Ah
!
you rogue, you didn’t

pay the last three you got. I’ll trust you this once though, but
mind, I never will again. There now, mind it’s the last time.

Then aunty dear, if you have some disagreeable things to do and
to bear— who hasn’t? Oh! you have some such pleasant duties,

that I envy you. The family hospital is under your sole command,
scarlet-fever, hoopin’-cough, measles, chilblains, sore throats, and
consumption— not all at once, and then ever so much of it that you
get tired, but one at a time, with spaces between to keep up the in-

terest— and the blisters, no one can handle like you, and you do
make such lovely poultices, and sweet salves, and are such a grand

hand at a scald, a burn, a cut, or a shot-wound.
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there’s no use a talkin’ about it/’ sais I, speakin’ aloud,

I do love her !”

The door opened, and there stood Aunt Thankful. She paused a

nioinent coiifusod-like. That avowal of mine puzzled her. My !' if

she wasn’t a pictur’ ! She was tall, thin, and fair. Tier forehead,

which made up in height what it was deficient in breadth, was some-

what disfigured, by havin’ the hair cut across the middle. The rest,

rather grizzled than grey, was parted, and partly concealed by a mob-
cap of stiffened muslin, high in the crown, with lappets extendin’ to

the shoulder, and secured by a black-silk fillet, round the head.

The only ornaments I could see were a pair of short ear-rings, and a

necklace or string of gold beads round the throat.

She had on a white dimity, high-bodied, short gown, extendin’ a

little below the hips, and enclosin’ a beautifully-starched, clear,

white handkerchief, and fastened by a girdle of white-cotton cord,

terminatin’ in two tassels pendant in front. To this was attached,

on the right side, a large steel bunch of snap-rings; the uppermost

supported a thick, clumsy-lookin’ gold watch, of antique manufac-

ture, the face, for security, restin’ agin her person, and the wrought

back exhibitin’ no design, but much labour and skill, resembling

somewhat brain-stone tracery. From another was suspended, by a

long ribbon, a pair of scissors in a steel-case, and a red cloth pin-

cushion, and from the rest, keys of various sizes.

The sleeves of the gown were loose, reached a little below the

elbow, and terminated in long, gray, kid mitts, coverin’ half the

hand, the lower part bein’ so fashioned as to turn backwards towards

the wrist in a point. The petticoat was made of shiny black shal-

loon, rather short, and exhibitin’ to advantage a small foot in a high-

heeled shoe of the same material, and a neat ancle incased in a white

cotton stockin’, with open clocks.

Such was Aunt Thankful. She looked round puzzled-like, to see

if I was a talkin’ to any one in the room, or was addressin’ her, and

at last courtseyin’ advanced, and shook hands with me.

I could not think, Mr. Slick,” she said, of lettin’ you go

away without a cup of tea, and as I am an early riser, I thought you
wouldn’t object to takin’ it with an old woman like me, even if

the young ladies were not present ?”

Takin’ one of the candles, and proceedin’ to the closet, she took up
one of the gilt glasses, and unfoldin’ a napkin, and carefully wipin’

it, she poured out a glass of pale yaller liquor.

‘^Take this, Mr. Slick,” she said, “it is some bitters I made
myself. It is a wholesome thing on this foggy coast before break-

fast, and promotes appetite.”

Well, ill a gineral way ray twist is considerable. Pharaoh’s lean

kinc are a caution to sinners in the eatin’ line, and my appetite don’t

wan’t provokin’
;
but anythin’ a lady makes herself you must take

;
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fact is, I never could swaller physic unless a woman gave it to me.

It aint civil to refuse, so I took the glass, held it up to the light,

and it was as clear as racked cider.

“Well,^^ said I, with a very admirin’ smile, ^^you do look beau-

tiful, and your complexion is as clear a^ a bell.”

Oh Mr. Slick I” said she.

I thought I should have busted; I was a takin’ of the liquor,

and she was a-thinkin’ of herself. I wonder what is the age a fem-

inine gives over vanity, or gives up hopes. I’ll ask Professor Stll//-

man, who is a great nateral philosopher, to tell me this fact about

silly women
;
and if he can’t, perhaps Cardinal TT7se-man can, for

old galls have to confess their weaknesses as well as young ones.

Madam,” says I my sarvice to you,” and I made her a low

bow, and tossed it oif. Lord, if it warnt bitter, then there are no

snakes in A^irginny. It was strong enough to pucker the mouth of

an aligator; so he couldn’t open it without usin’ cod-liver oil. Oh
that is grand !” said I.

I am glad you like it,” said she, and I’ll give you a receipt.”

How strange it is, no created critter icants to learn, hut every one

'ivants to instruct. The grand secret of life is to hear lessons, and
not to teach them. AYho the plague ever liked a schoolmaster ?

A^anity, vanity! all is vanity, says the preacher! AA’ell, that text

aint read right in general. Ministers discourse on it as if all worldly

things were of no use. The rael meanin’ of it is the vanity of
fools is the luisdom of the ivise .” Poor thing ! she didn’t know
that, but I did. Says she. I’ll give you a receipt.

Thank you. Madam,” said I, and when I come here on my
return, I shall be most grateful

;
but I am afeard I must be a movin’.

I am skeered, lest I should wake the folks up.”

She rang her little silver bell, and in came Rose with the break-

fast-tray, containin’ the teapot—the tiniest I ever seen—it wouldn’t

hold a good-sizeable glass pf grog, sugar-bowl and cream-jug of the

same dimensions, a plate of buttered toast cut into squares 'two inch-

es long, and piled up like a high chimney, and two little dishes of

presarves. Thinks I, old lady, it was worth while to make a feller

swaller bitters to get an appetite for all this, warnt it ?

Will you try a little quince. Sir ? it is some I preserved

myself.”

Quince, is it ?” said I, the best flavour to my mind of any
that is made. Pear me,” sais I, ‘^how tender, it’s delicious, that’s

a fact. It’s easy to see who prepared it.”

I am glad you like it. Sir. The great secret is to pulverize the

loaf-sugar complete before it is put on the fruit, or the scum won’t

rise well, and to cover the quinces when bilin’, if you want them to

have a beautiful colour.”

So I’ve heard mother say,” sais I, ^^and she was a grand hand

18^
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at all kinds of presarving. Tve lieerd her say, when she wanted
anythin’ super-superior, she clarified the syrups first, and actilly

filtered the water.”

Why, Mr. Slick,” said she, ‘‘ how on airth do you pick up all

them things ? If I was a young lady, I should be amost afeard you
knew too much, so as to make you too particular. Know how to

preserve quinces? Well, I want to know !”

Yes,” sais I, and how to eat them too, when they are prepared

by Madame Thankful. Mother couldn’t hold a candle to you.”

Well, I must say,” she said, ‘^1 do rather pride myself on my
quinces. I’ll tell you how I learned the secret of it. You didn’t

|

know Prince Edward, who was made Duke of Kent, tho’ why I
;

never could understand
;
for Princes always seemed bigger than dukes :

to me? No, no! you couldn’t have know’d him. Well, he was
|

very fond of presarved quinces, and Mrs Finley, a friend of Lady
;

Wentworth’s (that was the Governor’s lady) used to prepare them !

with her own hands, in the way she learned to New Hampshire— !

for she, as well as Sir John, came from that colony to Nova Scotia.
j

I was on a visit to Government House then, and Mrs. Finley said,

^ Thankful I am goin’ to preserve some New York quinces to-day for

his Koyal Highness, come and help me, and I will let you into the

mysteries of confections.’
‘ What I do king’s sons like quinces ?’ said I.

Wes, and kisses too, dear !’

‘ Oh, Mrs. Finley,’ said I, ^ how you do talk.’

Well, that’s the way I lamed how to do them so nice.”

Thinks I to myself, Old lady, which do you mean ?” but I

didn’t say so, all I said was, Quinces and kisses will always go
;

together in my mind hereafter I”

‘^Oh, Mr. Slick !” said she, ^^how you do go on. You talk just

as Mrs. Finley did. Ah me ! that was the last time I ever was in

Halifax. The evenin’ of that very day we was all at the Prince’s

Lodge, to a ball there. Little did I think I was a-talkin’ to the i

father of the future Queen of England I ^ Miss. Collingwood,’ sais
j

he, ^you don’t seem in your usual spirits to-night.’ 1

It was evidently a stereotyped story, all ready to bind up in any
j

work, and as there was somethin’ in it the young ladies didn’t want
|

me to hear (for the night afore she got on the same subject, and they r

drew her off from it), I cut in, Is either of those pictures a portrait
|

of him ?” said I.
j

i

Yes,” said she, takin’ up a candle, and pointin’ to one of them,
jj

“that is his Koyal Highness Prince Edward. Aint he a noble- ji

lookin’ man ? He presented it to papa, who was very fond of him,

and always said he was an excellent officer.” And then, turnin’ to jii

the window, which had a deep recess that formed a seat, she touched {k

“ ^ Please your Koyal—’ ”
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a spring, and opened the lid, or cover, and took out a brass-mounted

desk, or rather small trunk, and said, — That, Mr. Slick, con-

tains all the Prince’s correspondence vith my father, and all the

letters of his to others that could be collected
;
also, his Eojal High-

ness’s orderly-books, thirteen of them
;
and also my poor father’s

journal, while the Prince was here and at Gibraltar, and all my
father’s campains in the rebellion in the States.”

Kevolution we call it now. Madam,” sais I.

Yes, I know you do
;
but father always said rebellion was the

right name, and the gallows the right remedy.”

Back your cart, Sam,” said I, or you’ll stick in that soft spot,

I know. That box you must have by hook or by crook, so put your

best foot foremost.’^

^^Mr. Slick,” said she, and she took off her spectacles and wiped

her eyes, that box contains- everythin’ valuable that I possess in

the world.”

“Now,” sais I, “make a desperate throw for that box, and then

be off. Except one,” said I.

“ And what is that, pray ?”

“ The kindest heart,” said I, “ that ever woman had. If his

Royal Highness had added praises to that, also, w^hen he admired

the eyes, he would have done you no more than justice.”

“ Oh, Mr. Slick !” she said, “ don’t talk in that way I”

“ Madam,” said I, “ I feel hurt. Do you suppose I would say

what I didn’t mean ? Your brother says so; your beautiful nieces

say so; the whole neighbourhood say so; and why shouldn’t I say

so? I shall never forget this visit; but above all, this mornin’, this

room— yourself— that invaluable box. I admire this room—it’s

feminine. It’s a lady’s oion room— nothin’ male in it: no guns,

fishin’-rods, bows, arrows, moose-horns, whips, spurs and so on. I

like it, it’s unique and antique, as they siiy to the Court of St.

Jimes’, Victoria. After the check you gave me jist now, I won’t

say anythin’ 'about how much I admire but in two hours, I

shall hope to be the owner of a perfect sketch of you.”

“ Oh no, Mr. Slick ! not in this dress. If you do take me, let it

be in my ^lendid brocade—the ball-dress I had on when his Royal
Highness said, ^ Miss Collingwood, you are not in your usual spirits

to-night. I assure you there has been no execution to-day, but what
has "been effected by your beautiful eyes.’ This is more the costume

of the housekeeper.”
“ It shall be so,” I said. “ I return this way, and will execute

it for you in a way that I hope will meet your approbation.”

Confound that box ! said I to myself. I shall never enveigle her

out of it
;
and yet have it I must and will, for I have a work of that

kind all outlined in my head. I have it, Sam, said I
;
throw all the
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obligation on her
;
condescend to be so kind as to take the musty,

fusty old box on her ac-count.

“ Madam/ ^ said I, will you allow me to show my gratitude in

another shape ? It’s a pity such a distinguished oflScer as your

father shouldn’t have had justice done to him or the Prince’s memory
either. You know I write books?”

“ I do, Sir
;
and have often said to my brother :

‘ Frederick,’ sais

I, ^ where in the world did Mr. Slick pick up so many curious stories,

and so many odd things and odd subjects, I wonder ?
’

‘ From odd people,’ said he, ^ like himself.’
”

^^"Well,” said I, nothin’ would give me greater pleasure than to

arrange them papers for publication for you, and to have them
printed free of expense, for I know all the publishers.”

I

^‘Why, Mr. Slick,” said she, would you, indeed?”
|

Only too happy,” said I.

And you will give me back the originals afterwards ?
”

Certainly, and as many copies of the book as you desire.”

’Tis yours. Sir, and here is the key; and I am greatly indebted

to you. But Mr. Slick,” she added, “ if there be anythin’ in them
tha! his Boyal Flighness the Prince, or my father wouldn’t approve

of, if livin’, or that don’t convene to me— you understand.”

Exactly,” sais I. Wide awake— up to snuff. Talkin’ of
:

snuff, could you favor me with a pinch ? I think I saw a box on

the mantel-piece ? ”
|

I did this to see if she took any on the sly
;
and findin’ she did,

thought of a present to send to her. Good-bye, Madam,” said I. !

I thank you kindly for all your polite attentions, and must now
!

say adieu
;

for,” and I opened the curtain, there is the first gray >

streak of dawn;” and takin’ her hand in both mine, bent down
respectfully over it, and touched it with my lips. Then puttin’ the '

box under my arm, proceeded to the door, where I gave it to Bose, i

takin’ the gun and fishin’-rod instead, and proceeded to the beach.

When I got out on the lawn, I could not help thinkin’ how many
onexpected events had taken place in this short visit I What little

|

accidental circumstances sometimes change the whole current of a
|

man’s life ! Was it an ill wind, or a lucky chance that to^ok me to
j

Jordan Kiver? What course shall I take? Adopt dear Sd Minis-
|

ter’s rule in similar cases, jSam, think well before you decide; act i

on your own calm, deliheratejudgment, and not your impidses ; and i

leave the issue ivith Him loho can alone direct itP
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CHAPTER XXL

A SINGLE IDEA.

Poor Aunt Thankful had lived on a single idea for nearly half a

century. Sixteen thousand five hundred successive days appeared

to her but as one day, and sixteen thousand five hundred successive

nights but as one long night. It was but yesterday she assisted in

preserving C|uinces for the Prince, and only last evenin^ that he

promenaded with her on his arm, and complimented her on her

beautiful e}"es.

That one idea was ever uppermost in her mind, that charmin^

scene ever before her eyes.
.
Often as she sat in her arm-chair, alone

by the fire knittin^, would she wander in imagination over the beau-

tiful grounds of the Lodge, rest in one of the pretty little Pagoda

summer-houses, listen to the tinklin’ of. the tiny bells as they waved

in the wind, or look out on the wide-spread basin, dotted here and

there with pleasure-boats, from which rose the merry peal of laughter,

or in the lone hour of night — for it aint every one that makes one

solid nap of it as I do— wake to the recollection of that fine manly

figure, and hear that clear commandin’ voice say, I assure you.

Miss Collingwood, there has been no execution to-day, but what has

been effected by your beautiful eyes.” Sweeter far than quince

syrup to the palate was that flatterin’ unction to the mind.

If you could but see her face then
;
but you aint an owl, and

can’t see in the dark; but supposin’ you could, wouldn’t you see a

dreamy smile come, over it, for Aunty feels good all over. One
little long-drawn sigh,, not much louder than a baby’s, and she is off

to sleep agin; and then comes a dream of speculation^^ that she don’t

indulge in when awake—she has too much sense for that. “ Sposin’,”

sais the dreamer, ‘‘ papa had left me a little longer at Gfovernment

House, and his Royal Highness had got his papa’s consent for the

American^beauty, as they called me. A Duchess is such a pretty

title—the mother of a queen, perhaps a king—wouldn’t I be thankful

then ? I wonder if the Duchess’s eyes are as handsome as mine are.

I don’t believe it.” Nor I either. Aunty, or any Duchess in the

queendom. Oh I that horrid cock ! I wish it wouldn’t crow so

loud under my window. If he hasn’t waked me up I declare, and

now it is time to get up, and call up Sophy and Mary.”
If that aint bein’ happy, it’s plaguy near it. But it aint an

overly sage thing to have only one idea in life. Polks want two

ideas in a general way, like two eyes, two hands, and two feet, so
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that if you lose one, you can fall baek on the other. Many a young
lady has but one idea—a sort of trade wind one, that always blows

one way—that a man of rank, or her lookin’-glass, or her foolish old

mother, or her own vanity, has put into her head that she is an

amazin' handsome gall. And she aint a bad-lookin' heifer neither,

that's a fact. Well, she flirts with this one and that one, plays one

ofi" agin another, keeps 'em on hand like till a better one comes, and

cracks hearts like hickory nuts.

Well, the men get tired of flirtin', drop off one by one, and get

married, and the better one that she has been waitin' for so long,

don't come; and she opens her eyes some fine day, and says:
|

Hullo ! what irf natur is all this ? As I'm a livin' sinner, here
j

are grey hairs in my head ! and I haven't so much as I used to have;
j

it's actilly gettin' thin ! See how the comb fetches it out too ! I
j

must see to this. I'll use neat's foot oil. Phew I the very idea i

makes me sick. I can't bear the smell of it even. Well, bear's i

grease. Oh I I couldn't stand my own joke about that. I fairly i

plagued old Miss Bantam out of her wits, by telling her it would
bring out fur instead of hair,, and she would have a bear-skin. I

wish now I hadn't made that foolish speech, for bear's grease aint i

bad, that's a fact. Well, there is tricopherus, how will that do?
j

It's a very hard word to pronounce, and there is no rememberin' it;
j

but them things aint to be talked of. But oh ! my gracious ! I
j

never had my glass arranged this way before. I did it to examin'
j

my hair. But what on airth are them little squares on the fore-

head? Wrinkles! Nonsense, they can't be. You. are only—let's !

see how old you are. Take twenty from fifty-two, and that leaves ‘

thirty-two, and two years I stood still at twenty-five, makes thirty-
(

four. People oughtn't to count that way after twenty-five, for the

years run twice as quick then as before. I'll try to cipher it that I

way. Twenty-five from thirty-four, leaves nine— half of nine is
j

four and a half—twenty-five and four and a half makes twenty-nine
|

and a half—that is my age exactly. I thought there must be some
mistake.

Now let's examine them little squares agin—wrinkles sproutin'

up as sure as dog days. How strange, and me only twenW-nine and

a half years old ! I must take care how I sit in the light. Self-

examination that the parsons recommends so strongly may be a very t

good thing, but it aint a very pleasant one. But go through with it

now you are at it. How are the teeth ? Why what has come over
j

me ? I never noticed them little specks before I Shockin' bad \

state 1—some must come out and others go in. I declare my heart's
j

broke 1 i

So she rings tlie bell, orders breakfast in bed, and don’t get up
j

again that day, and sends word to her mother she has a slight head-
j

ache, and will darken her room, and try to go to sleep. All that
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comes of havin’ only one idea, and wearin’ that till it begins to give

out from long use. And I have an idea that gall will either die a

sour old maid, or have to take a crooked stick for a husband at last.

I’ll bet six cents I can tell the name of the wine she’ll take to

drinkin’. It will be Trymanner and Strumph wine. Trymanner is

so awful sour, it takes three people to get it down. One is laid flat

on the table, a second holds the hands down, and the third pours it

into the mouth. Strumph is stockin’ wine, for it is so astringent,

if you pour it into a stockin’ that has a hole in it, it will pucker up
so, it won’t require no darnin’ or mendin’. Yes, that will be her

fate. Now there was a great difference between her and Aunt
Thankful, Aunty had but one idea, but she knew the consequence,

and wouldn’t give it up but with her life. The other critter had but

one also, and didn’t know the consequence of havin’ such an artful

domestic about her toilet-table as vanity, till she missed the roses on

her cheek.

Well, that one idea aint confined to women. Many a man has it,

and fancies he is a very killin’ feller, and never doubts it in the

least, tho’ he gets pretty broad hints, now and then, to get another

idea into his head. The galls are absent when he talks to them
(that he puts down to bad manners, and he don’t think they are as

well bred as they used to be), and the old ladies take to patronizin’

him strangely, but they are of the old school, and always was
perlite.

AYell, one night at a ball, a stoutish woman, remarkably good-

lookin’ for her age, and with a face beamin’ with delight and eyes

sparklin’ with joy, leanin’ on the arm of an active, athletic young
man— a leftenant in the navy—who, in spite of the ugly navy uni-

form, looks better than any one else there, slowly promenades up the

room as if proud of her escort, and looks up into his face as if she

had no eyes for any one but him. Says single-idead bachelor:

don’t like such a public exhibition of flirtin’. Such admiration in

public aint hardly decent.” The sooner you leave this station, young
man, the better for that silly woman, and you too.

.
Perhaps you

don’t know her husband is livin’, and a dead shot, too—snuff a can-

dle at twenty paces with a ball without so much as flickerin’ the

light.

Well, it will make promotion, at any rate. AYhen the lady stops,

and calls the one-idead, but many-wrinkled bachelor to her, who
bows like an old monkey, his chin stickin’ out in front, and his coat-

tails behind.

Mr. Bachelor, allow me to introduce my son to you—Lieutenant

Tiller, of the navy. He has just returned from Bangoon, where, I
am happy to say, he distinguished himself, and has been appointed

flag-lieutenant to Admiral Sir John Growler, on board the ^Bull
Dog.’ ”
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Bachelor bows, makes civil speeches to both, hopes he shall see a

good deal of him, aod returns to a corner and reflects.

^‘Fd as soon see the devil as that sea sarpent,^^ he sais to himself.

He makes me feel old. Flag-lieutenant to the admiral ! I am
glad of it; you will lead the life of a dog. They shouldnT have

sent you to sea. You have outgrown your strength, and are too tall

for between-decks. Is it possible, this memento-mori is the son of

little Mary Dawson, or that little Mary Dawson, that was more like

a gazelle than anythin^ else, is fat Mrs. Tiller. She don’t take care

of herself. They married her too early, and that plays the devil

with women; and she looks as if she drank brown stout at lunch.

She can’t be so old either. It is only the other day I was called to

the bar, and I recollect that year I lifted her into a cherry-tree to

gather fruit, when she show’d such a foot and ankle, and perhaps a

few inches more, as never mortal man beheld. Poor thing ! she has

fed coarsely since then, and vealed her calf, I suppose ! What a

pity it is women don’t take care of themselves, for they don’t wear

as well as we men do in a general way. Still, confound it ! it does

make me feel old, too I”

Well, so you are old ! The crows’ feet at the corners of your

eyes are as large as the prints they leave in the sand, when, like you,

they are a feedin’ on what the tide has left of the wracks of the dead.

You are too old to marry now. Adopt that handsome leftenant, and

leave him your money.
What! me?”

^^Yes, you.”

What I him?”
Yes, him.”

He springs right up on eend, and says

:

I’ll see him d—d first ?”

And cuts out of the room, and makes tracks for home.

Oh I my one-idead lawyer, that blow over the pate of your vanity

has let a new light into it, I guess, and made a crack big enough for

a new idea to enter it. Put that doiun on your brief, that life itself

is too brief by half to be fooled aicay on one idea only.

One idea aint confined to looks neither. Mr. and Mrs. and the

Misses and the young gentlemen Nobodies are very apt, especially in

a country like this, where it is all small beer, to have one grand idea

that haunts them day and night, starches their cravats or muslins,

stifiens the upper lip, and keeps their chins up—and that is that

they are somebodies. There is some excuse for the idea about looks

—it is a nateral one, and only hurts oneself; but the other, the

grand idea, makes folks a nuisance, and causes other people to have

an idea that they hate them.

To claim superiority is to attempt to pass another on the road,

and compel him to take the dust. In a gineral way that aint genteel,
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onless there is a lady in the case. Pride and upstaoPsm don’t con-

vene. Tlio’ the oil floats, the tumhler is nearly fidl of water, and

the glass shows it—the oil is icasted, and the icater spoilt. There

aim enough of the one for a lamp, hut there is enough of the other

to make the light sputter, andput it out.

G-randpapa was a commodore in the British navy/^ says Miss

Nobody.
The devil he was ! And what was he before he was a commo-

dore?^'

Why an officer, to be sure."

“ And who was his father ?"

A tinman."

Well, that will do to tinker up a pedigree. Died poor, didn't

he?"
Well, he didn't lay up anythin'. Exactly, he begun life and

ended it without money."

It is a pity he didn't stick to his trade, if he had, his tin would

have stuck to him." ^

Well, grandma was a great beauty."
“ Yes, and her face now looks as wrinkled as a cabbage-leaf. I

recollect her well, when the music-master gave up her daughter, your

mother, because she had no capacity. She said she would send to

London and buy her one."

Well, grandpa on the other side
—

"

^^Do you mean the other side of the water?"

How provokin' you are ! no, on the maternal side."

Oh ! now I understand, the matronly side. Yes, yes, now I

have it ! matron of a hospital, and married the doctor, who became a

P.M.O., and used to call her his diacolon-plaster, she used to stick

so close to him. Poor thing ! she thought him very killin', and she

wasn't far out of the way. Doctors excel in killin'. But don't cry,

dear, you brought it on yourself by a bit of brag. I should have

forgot it all if you hadn't called my attention to it. That comes of

the grand idea of being somebody. Let the dead he
,
loe don’t often

inherit their talents or their money ; and if we did, why should ice

he answerable for their follies f”

If you boast your claim to be a bigger bug than others, if your

claim is disputed and you get wounded in the conflict, it's your own
fault. Modesty is brought forward and made way for. Assump-
tion has the door shut in its face. If you really have an old name,

and belong to an old family, do somethin' to show the value of it.

Brag is a dog that everybody hates, hut nobody fears, for he only

how-iDoiDS ; hut he wakes up detraction, and he is a dangerous

critter, for he bites without harkin’

.

In society one-idead men are awful bores. London is chock full

of them, as my fruit-trees to Slickville used to be of an insect of

19



that name, till I lamed how to get rid of them. You will get near ^

a ninny at table who can^t talk about anythin^ but iWwevah, till you
think he must have been dug up there.

Another fellow is mad after mummies; if he was only dummy or

mummy himself, it wouldn^t be so bad, but his tongue runs like a

mill race, his hair smells of the horrid embalmin’ stuff which he

has been analyzin’, and at first you think spontaneous combustion

has commenced. The only way is to make fun of him, and shut

him up.

Great prize to-day, Mr. Slick
;
I got one of Pharer’s darters.”

What’s the colour I”

Deep claret.”

She wasn’t a Pair-cr’s darter then, but a darhie^s gall ?”

He don’t take at first, for the pun aint so plain as a hyrogriphic,

so on he goes.

A beautiful specimen. Sir.”
|

'^Thin?”

Rather so.”

^^Then she was one of Pharaoh’s lean\m&V’
He stares at that.

Aint you afraid of infection,” sais I, a handlin’ the gall that

way?” '
!

No, not at all.” I

wouldn’t touch her on no account,” sais I; ^‘for she must i

have been one of the plagues, of Egypt. I guess she must be wuss
than the canister meat government sent to the North Pole, and that

was so bad it poisoned the foxes. I have an idea the Egyptians were
j

cannibals, and these bodies were those of their captives, who were •

killed, spiced, baked, and put away for feasts. Did you ever taste
|

one to see if it had been cooked ?”
i

That shuts him up. He turns to his next neighbour, and earwigs
j

him by tlie hour. Another critter is mad on church architecture, i

I had no idea of being crammed myself, so I turn to and crams him.

He squares round to you, his eye lights up, and he is all animation.

Are you fond of church architecter, Mr. Slick ? It is a beau-

tiful study.”

I look all aghast.

‘^Cant’t bear to think of it,” sais I, ^^much less to speak of it,

since a dreadful accident happened to a friend of mine to Michigan.

He thought of nothin’ else but buildin’ a new church, mornin’, noon,

and night; and after years of study and savin’, and beggin’, he i

finished a’most a beautiful one. \Yell, he no sooner got it out of his

head than he got it into his stomach. He fiincied he had swallered

it; all the doctors told him he was a fool, and left him, and he re-

turned the compliment and called them fools. My brother, the

doctor and I was travellin’ there at the time, and when he heard it,
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* Sam/ said he, ^ everybody a’most is mad in some respect or another,

as you are on human natur’ and soft sawder’
“‘I’ll cure him, but I must humour him. Mr. Sternhold,’ sais

he, ‘this is a curious complaint, but I knew a case just like it.

Fulton once swallowed a steamboat, and I knew several who swal-

lowed a sea-serpent. I can cure you. Fortunately the church is of

wood. I’ll knock the pins out of the frame, take it to pieces, and

have it put up again
;
but the tenants fit into the mortises so tight,

I must use plenty of ile to make them separate easy.’ And he dark-

ened the room, and gave him awful doses of castor ile.

“ Next week, sais he, ‘ I have got the doors and windows off safe

and sound, and lowered the steeple to the floor.’

“ Next week one side and one end were off, and the next it was
all took to pieces safe and put up again.

‘ Says he, ‘ Sternhold, some wicked profane person has wished that

church in your stomach, and the devil, who is full of tricks, helped

him to his wish out of mischief. Now you must pray that it may
remain where it is, but take more ile, for that church has tore you a

considerable sum. When you are better, come and see me to Charles-

town.’
*

“ It cured him, but it nearly killed me to see him in that state.

I can’t bear to hear of church architecture since then.”

It choked him off.

“What a strange story !” said he.

Thinks I to myself^ “ It’s quite as strange you too should swaller

that identical church yourself.”

It’s different now in business— one grand idea of makin’ money
— and when you have made it, savin’ it commonly succeeds in the

long run. If a rich man, that has got his fortin all himself, was to

divide his money into two heaps before he died, and put into one

what he had made, and into the other what he had saved, in nine

cases out of ten the saved heap would be the biggest. It is easier

to make money than to save it ; one is exertion, the other self-denial.

It is harder to refuse others than yourself, for the shin is nearer than
the shirt. A critter that saves, therefor’, as well as makes money,
must in the natur’ of things eend by bein’ as rich as a Jew. The
one idea takes in everythin’ needful for riches. Money is a thing

people know by sight
;
but there aint any body but your single-idea

men that know its nater; and it is lucky they don’t, for there woxdd
he no fortius to he made if there weren’t fools to spend’em. I knew
an awful rich man to London of the name of Zimenes, the richest

man there, or any where I suppose a’most : well he made it all him-
self. He wanted some information from me about the States, and
he asked me to dine with him.

“ Mr. Slick,” sais he, “ could you dine as early as two ? that is

my hour, when I dine alone in the city.”
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^^Dine at any time/^ sais I. am used to travellin’. Hours
was made for man, and not man for hours. A critter ivho is a
slave to his oivn rides is his oiun nicjger. I am a free citizen

;
I

don’t calculate to let other folks fetter me, and I aint such a fool as

to fetter myself. 'When fools make society
,
its rides can't always he

wise. When a custom can and ought to he followed^ foller it.

When it can'tj set your own compass^ and steer your own course.

That’s my way of thankin’
;
hut still in a general way, if you want

the world to be with you, you must be with the world. Yes, I’ll

dine with you with pleasure.”

He eyed me all over, as a man does a highly-priced ring, to see

whether it’s paste or a diamond. I knew what was passin’ in his

mind. It was this : by the beard of Moses ! but that is pretty well

for a Clockmaker. I wonder if there is one of the craft in London
could talk in that way. But he said nothing.

Well at five minutes to two I rings, for it takes five minutes to

get into a house, uncase, and slick the hair up
;
and a servant showed

me through a narrowish entry into a small sittin’-room. As I

entered one door, he came through another
;

for a one-idead man
knows time is money, and you have no more right to rob him of one

than of the other. If you take a shillin’ from a feller, you are had
up for it and punished. If you take half an hour of his time, which
p’raps is worth more pounds than minutes, you aint even repri-

manded. It is a pity kickin’ is gone out of fashion, for a feller that

keeps you waitin’ richly desarves one.

You’re punctuality itself, Mr. Slick,” said he, smilin’, for it

pleased him.

^^The same time,” sais I, ^^is given to all men— twenty-four

hours a-day. It was ordained so on purpose for appointments, that

all might know and govern themselves accordingly, as proclamations

say.”

When I looked round the room, I saw it was plain furnished,

nothin’ to be remarked but two or three old -paintins. Thinks I,

when I am showed into dinner, he is agoin’ to astonish my weak
narves with his splendour

;
but I am not easily scared, even if I do

see my own mug in a silver-plate
;
but he is rich enough, I do sup-

pose, to have fairies wait upon him. Just then the servant announced
dinner; and touchin’ a secret spring on the oak wall, a door opened,

and we entered another room of the same size, furnished much in

the same way, only there was a small sideboard, a celeret under it,

and some dinner fixins on it. It was a plain dinner for two, sup-

posin’ one of them to have no great appetite
;

the desert and the

wine was the only costly things about it.

He only played with his dinner, but he was death on fruit, and

the way he pitched into that was a caution to schoolboys. In

fiict ho dined off of it. After takin’ a glass or two of wine, I cried

quits.
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You have drank nothin’/^ he said.

That^s the advantage of early dinin^/^ I replied. You must

nuilc/^

Mule ! said he, vhat’s that ?

Stick out your fore feet,^^ sais I, lay back in the britchen, and

look as if all the coaxin^ and beatin^ in the world wouldn^t make
you alter your mind/^

Ho smiled. I don’t think that man ever laughed, unless when
he was bit, and then it must be like a hyena, one wouldn’t want to

see it again.

You must be temperate if you dine early; there is too much to

do arterwards, to sit drinkin’, and you oughtn’t, and can’t do it.

You can ‘ drinky for dry,’ as the niggers say, but you can’t ^drinky

for drink.’
”

He sat back in his chair and mused, and said half aloud, So
saith the Prophet, ^ woe unto them that rise up early, that they

may follow strong drink, and continue until night till wine inflames

them.’
”

I hate extremes,” sais I, good liquor is like good singin’, few

have the right taste, some you can’t get a-goin’, and some you can’t

stop. Use but not ahusej that’s my rule. Now, Sir, your time is

precious, don’t stand on ceremony with me.”.

Well, he put a number of questions to me about the rael value,

and the bottom and good faith of most of the American stock.

I don’t want to know what their prices are,” said he, that I

have got
;
I want to know whore dishonesty lies hid, and repudiation

is in ambush, where speculation has been reckless, and where it is

based on solid data.”

He warmed, and as he warmed he showed to advantage I tell you.

I answered him short up to the pint, gave him all he wanted on
each, and no more nor no loss. When he had done, he thanked me,
and said he had got more information in five minutes from me, than

he could in a general way get in a whole day out of any of my
countrymen, who, he said, never answered direct, and so on.

Is there anythin’ I can do for you, Mr. Slick ? you ought to be
a rich man, for you have a business head and business habits.”

Well,” sais I, won’t say I aint well off for the likes of me,
but I made my money in a small way, and I haven’t the knowledge
or the courage to risk it. If I might be so bold, if it aint an impe-

dent question, what is the secret of your great success in the world ?”

Certainly,” said he, I’ll answer it with pleasure. It’s a tho-

rough knowledge of the natur’, uses, and properties of money. It

is the most prolific thing in the world. I deal in money, and not

in merchandize, and its growth almost defies figures.”

He then touched a bell, and a tall, thin, thoughtful-lookin’ clerk

came in, when Zimenes, takin’ out his pencil, wrote down somethin’,

19 *
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and said : Copy that from Gregory’s Dictionary, and bring it here |
with an envelope and a pen and ink.” In a moment almost he l

returned, handed him a slip of paper and the other things, and
vanished.

Perhaps you have never,” said he, fully considered the enor-

mous increase of money. Here is a short calculation which will

surprise you, I think. A penny at five per cent simple interest, for

eighteen hundred years, amounts to seven shillings and sevenpence

halfpenny
;
but at compound interest, it would be a larger sum than

could be contained in six hundred millions of globes, each equal to

the earth in magnitude, and all of solid gold.”

We was standin’ then, and it made me feel as if I must let off

steam or bust with astonishment.

Heavens and airth,” sais I.

^‘No, no, my friend,” said he, ‘Ht is written ^Not by Heaverijiox

it is Ills throne, nor the Earth, for it is His footstool.’
”

It almost took away my breath that remark, for it astonished me
more than the other.

^AYhat a pity it is,” said I, ^^you were not
—

” but I stopped.

A Christian,” said he. Finish the sentence, and we will let

it rest there, if you please.”

Foldin’ the calculation up, he put it into the envelope, and ad-
|

dressed it with his own hands : For the Hon. Sam Slick, with Mr.
;

Zimenes’ compliments,” and handed it to me.

Mr. Zimenes,,’ said I, if there are any of my answers unsatis-

factory, I have means of the most accurate information here which i

none but an American can get. Send for me, and I am at your !

sarvice.”
i

Thank you, thank you,” said he
;
and we shook hands. I

|

shall mot fail to do so if I require it
;
and you on your part, if you i

want capital, let me know the object and the amount.”, :

Creation, said I, as I got into the street, if Solomon knew only '

half as much as that man does about money, he’d a built his temple ;

all of solid gold. There is one idea fully carried out at any rate. A
man that has many ideas may be a clever man, but a clever man
never makes money— he has too much genius. Well how many
ideas ought a man to have then ? Why a man ought to have one

great idea, and some small ones to rub against it, so that they may
all be kept bright. The grand one is to be taken care of and never

lost sight of, the little ones will do for daily use, and serve as small
|

change. The more ideas you have beyond them, like the more wild i

land or self-righteousness you possess, the poorer you be.

AT LEAST that’s MY IDEA.



CHAPTER XXII.

AN EXTENSIVE PLAN OF REFORM.

From Jordan we proceeded to Sable River, but nearly all the in-

habitants were absent at Port Jolly, where a great political meetin’

was to he held, and thither we directed our course immediately.

Mr. Slick,^^ said Eldad, ^^did you ever see such a beautiful schoal

of mackerel in your life, as we are now passin^ through ? the water

is actually alive with them. Instead of reformin’ the provincial

government, ,what a pity it is these folks wouldn’t reform their

habits; and, instead of makin’ speeches, and wastin’ their time,

turn to and make seins, and catch the fish that Providence has sent

in such immense numbers up to their very doors, leapin’ out of the

water to show themselves, as much as to say, come and catch us be-

fore the Yankees do, for you have the best right to us, seein’ the coast

is yours. Were you ever up to Labrador, Mr. Slick?”

‘^No,” sais I, never.”

Oh ! well, you can’t form no notion of the fisheries, all the way

up along that shore. Nothin’ but seein’ could give you any idea of

the salmon, the cod, the mackerel, and the herrin’. My eyes ! what

millions upon millions of herrin’s there are there, when the spring

opens.”

Yes,” said the Captin, ^4t defies the power of language almost

to convey an idea of them. They remain durin’ the winter up in

those icy regions, and when the weather moderates they take a tour

south, as far as Carolina. The drove or herd gives them their name,

for Heer signifies an army. As soon as they start, you can trace

them by the grampus, the whale, the shark, black backs, dog-fish,

and porpoises, that follow in hot pursuit, while sea-fowl of all kinds

hover over them, and charge on them continually. This keeps them

in a compact body for safety
;

for how it is I can’t say, but a whale

never was known to ventur’ into the main army, though he will cut

.off detachments, and takes hundreds and hundreds of them down at

. a gulp. Their numbers positively alter the appearance of the water

sometimes, which actilly sparkles with different colours, as the rays

of the sun are reflected by their scales and fins. If I was to tell

you in miles how long and broad this host is, you could scarcely

credit it. After a while they divide into smaller armies, and seek

their own haunts, and the quality varies accordin’ to the food. The
Bay of Fundy detachment is of splendid quality. They are smoked,

as you know, and sold in small boxes.”
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Know/^ sais I, be sure I do. Why there aint nothin^ like

a ^ Bigby chicken/ hardly anywhere. Further up the bay they are

still fatter, but they don’t know how to cure them as the Bigby boys

do.”

What they feed on/’ said Cutler, I never could discover, for I

have opened them again and again, and never could perceive either

animal or vegetable matter in them. And yet I know, for I have

tried them, they will actually rise sometimes to a fly. Blowhard
says it’s a sea-flea, and spawn-like substance, that the eye can’t dis-

cover in water without a magnifier, that they subsist on. But oh !

Mr. Slick, the Bay of Fundy shad, aint they a glorious fish ! They
are superior to what they have on the Atlantic shore, either here or

in the States.”

I guess they be,” said I, and far before those of the Severn to

England, they brag so much of. To my mind, they^ire preferable

to salmon, only the everlastin’ little bones are so tormentin’, aint

they ? Lord, I never shall forget a grand party I was at to Canada
once, in the shad season. The ball-room was got up in a hurry, and
the plaister warn’t quite dry; the evenin’ was hot and the winders

were open, and in come a cloud of shad-flies from the St. Lawrence,

that the Lord always sends before them to feed on. They stuck to

the walls, and filled the ladies’ dresses, choked the lights out, and
then went down your nose and mouth by the hundreds. If it warn’t

fun, it’s a pity. When we went in to supper, the floor of the dancin’-

room looked like a battle-field, strewn with the dead, wounded, and
dying.

“ Oh ! in the way of nateral wealth and actual poverty, Nova
Scotia beats all natur’. The land is chock full of coal, iron, copper,

freestone, asphalte, slate, gypsum, grindstones, and the Lord knows
what. And the coast chock full of harbours, and the waters chock

full of fish. I say. Cutler, if we only had it, lick ! wouldn’t we
make a great country of it, that’s all. But here we are at Port

Jolly.”

^^This is a shoal harbour. Captain,” said the pilot; ^‘we mustn’t

go any further in, I guess we must anchor where we be.”

Mr. Slick,” says one of the Sable Biver folks that came off in a

boat to us, we have had a great mcetin’ to-day, the largest I ever

saw on this coast.”

It was the largest,” said I,
‘‘ I ever saw in my life.”

^^Oh !” said he, ^‘you’re makin’ fun of - us poor folks; in course,

in the States you have seen an assemblage twenty times as large.”

Never,” said I, ^^I give you my honour; and what’s more, it

was the richest meetin’, too.”

^^Ah! there you are again,” he replied, ^^but I don’t see that

])overty is to bo laughed at.”

Nor I either,” said I; but I don’t know what you call poverty.
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I should say that meetin’ was worth, all told, two hundred and fifty

thousand pounds/^

I didn’t mean no offence, Sir,” said ho, and I don’t like to be

rigged that way. Will you just tell me what you arc at?”
“ Yes,” sais I, will. You said you had a great mootin’ to-day.

Of course, at this busy season of the year, I thought, you was talkin’

of the mackerel shoal, which was the largest meetin’ of them i ever

saw. It was a mile and a half long, and more than half a mile

wide, if it was an inch
;
and it’s time you did meet and consart

measures for catchin’ of them.”

^^Well,” said the man, half ashamed of himself, perhaps it

would have been as well if we had adjourned the mootin’ to a more

convenient time
;
but I am glad to hear you say the fish have struck

in, in such numbers.”
‘‘ Yes,” sais I, “it will be a grand time for the gulls and porpoises,

for I suppose nothin’ else will disturb the fish amost, for spring work
is come on, and the ground must be tilled, and public meetin’s are

come on, and representatives must be chose
;
and then the roads are

to be repaired, and it’s the only chance you have of aimin’ a little

ready money. You needn’t hurry though,” sais I “for you know
there is a fall run of fish as well as a spring one, and the fall fish, in

a gineral way, are the best.”

“ You’re severe on us,” said he
;
“ but I don’t know but what wo

desarve it too.”

“ Come and sit down then,” sais I, “ along with mo, and I’ll tell

you a story, and comment on it as I go.”
“ Exactly,” sais he, “ what they call expound.”
“ The very thing,” sais I. “ It’s a way of talkin’ I like amazinly.

The last time I was to Windsor, Nova Scotia, I met Peter Ham, an

inmate of the poor-house, whom I saw crawlin’ along on the ferry

hill there, into the village.

“ ^I wish I was Grovernor of Nova Scotia for one day. Sir,’ sais

Peter; ^just for one day only, and that’s all.’

“ Even Peter was a reformer, and perhaps knew as much of the

subject as most folks do, for it amt every change thais a reform^

that is a fact, and reforms aint alivays improvements. The fact is,

‘ reform’ is a cant word. There is cant in politics as well as in reli-

gion, and hypocrites of either kind are rascals. A good man don’t

talk of his religion for everlastingly, and a good subject finds he

has as much liberty as is good for him or his neighbours. Piety

aint found in pot-houses, nor patriotism in mobs or mass-meetins.

Don’t trade with a man that is over sanctimonious, or you will be

taken in ; or be too thick with a demagogue, or you may be toPen

up. Fermentation throws up scum, and agitation brings rascality to

the top of the pot. For my part, I hate politics. There are cleanei

things to handle, and pleasanter to smell.
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There are two kinds of reform in the world— personal reforms,

and reforms in the State. Now, personal reforms can be made at

any time we like, so we just put them olf until it is convenient; and
sometimes we consait we can do without them at all. At all events,

it’s like takin’ physic; it’s hard to swaller, and causes wry faces.

Eeforms in the State are pretty things, and show wisdom. I never

met a man yet that hadn’t, like Peter, some little pet scheme of

reform for the public. The most disinterested one, too, in the world

—for statesmen are very disinterested cattle.

^‘Lord John had a Reform Bill; it lowered the house, but it

raised him, for it created the liberal party
;
but that was an accident,

of course. The Brummigin’ patriots are all for free trade, a thing

in England that must be cheap, for it stands on one leg, and has no
reciprocity. It will lower real estate, but who cares? It’s the

farmer’s look out, that. But it will lower wages, and enable the

employers to sell more, because they can sell cheaper. That was an

accident again, of course; it was quite unexpected, too, by them;

and besides, Australian gold loill stave off the discovery of that

mistake for a while. The great thing is to get the right meanin’ of

tarms. Liberality in religion now consists in abushd your own
church, and praisin’ every other sect.

A man that does this is certain to go to Parliament, for he is

sure of the votes of all the black, white, grey, and speckled birds;

but then a seat was an onexpected honour
;
he never dreamed of it

;

he didn’t want to go, but he could not refuse so large a constitu-

ency’s request. Liberality in politics means talk as loud as you can

bawl, and as long as you can stand, on the -five points of the people’s

charter
;
and then there is political consistency, which means ham-

merin’ away for everlastinly at one thing, right or wrong. Public

butdens is a good subject to be consistent on. There must be an

army, and a navy, and government estimates must pass, so opposin’

’em does no harm, and is amazin’ popular, tho’ a man don’t know it.

Hume has rode that hobby for thirty years, and it will carry him as

long as he lives
;
and lately it has been found strong enough to let

Cobden jump up behind him, and take a canter too.

^ I say, old boy,’ said Cobden to him, as he sprung up on the

crupper, and clasped the veteran ro'und the ribs; ^I say, old boy,

this is an amazin’ easy steed to ride, aint it ?’

a ^Yery,’ said Hume.
^ Is he safe ?’

^ Safest hack in the kingdom
;
and I’ll tell you what is a better

recommendation.’
‘ Y^hat’s that?’

a c ’Wiiy it costs nothin’ to feed or keep him ;’ and they roared

and laughed so, they came plaguey near tumblin’ off. both on ’em,

safe as the hobby was.
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It’s a great thing for a nation to have such patriots. Thera
-ought to he an institution at Manchester to manufacture ready-made

.politicians arter the same pattern—a coarse, cheap article for expor-

tation to the continent, or the colonies. I make no doubt they could

be afforded low, if there was only a demand for them.

But I sot to work to tell you a story that I picked up durin’ my
last visit to Nova Scotia, and the reflections on it— like old addition

and substruction’s hobby—carried me off, and ran away with me
;

so

that now the story has more hair than head.

‘1 wish I was governor for Nova Scotia,’ said Peter, ^just for

one day.’
‘ Sit down here now, Peter, and tell me what you would do if

you was governor.’
‘ Yes, but if I sit down,’ said Peter, ^ I can’t get up again

without help.’
‘‘ Poor fellow, he was nearly bent double with rheumatism, the

jints of his legs were all but ossified, and refused to obey his orders;

and he had to toil most laboriously with crutches, and advanced

slowly on his road, and but a few inches at a time.
‘ I’ll make a seat for you, Peter,’ and I placed a pole in the angle

of the rail-fence, so that he could rest himself while he developed to

me his grand scheme of reform for the benefit of the country.

^^^You see,’ said Peter, Uhis is a dreadful steep hill. Sir— right

between the poor-honse and the town
;
and it takes me nearly all

day to get thefe and back agin, for it’s the matter of a mile each

way. You haven’ got a piece of tobacky, have you. Sir, you could

give me ? Thank you kindly. Sir
;

I always consait it does me
good ;

and that’s grand, only perhaps it’s a little grain too mild.’

^ But the hill, Peter ?’

^ Oh ! yes, Sir
;

it’s a cruel hill, that. I wish I was governor

of Nova Scotia just for one day.’

^ What would you do, Peter ?’

i Why I’d move the poor-house into the town, and then a rheu-

matized, lame old fellow like me, could get his glass of grog without

toilin’ all day for it.’

^ Peter,’ said I, ^ you are a sensible man
;

I wish you were go-

vernor with all my heart; few governors would be so reasonable.

Here’s some money to pay for the grog.’
”

‘‘ Mr. Slick,” said Bluenose, that is a very good story, and I

shall not forget it; there’s a good moral in it.”

There is,” said I, and I will tell you what the moral is. It

shows you how great the folly and vanity of statesmen is—what a
' diversity of wishes all mankind have, and what a personal application

V ^ almost every man makes of politics to his own individual benefit and
V advantage. It shows, too, how little we really do want of legisla-

tion, and how small a portion of our welfare and comfort is dependent
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on governors orassemblies.** The States, to my 'certain knowledge,

have been totally and entirely ruinated several times in my memory,
and yet things went on much the same after each ruination, and the

country is still left, and so is the constitution, and the people are still

thrivin^ and prosperous. Peter Ham knew what he did want, and
that’s more than most people do

;
for half the time when folks get

their own way, they aint satisfied. I’ll tell you another story to

illustrate that.

^^In course you’ve heard tell of Van Buren; you know he was
made President of our almighty republic. Well, the Irish all went
in up to the handle for him, for in a general way they all go one

way, which gives them great influence at elections. When it was
over, says Peter Mulkahy one day (at New York) to another Irish-

man, one Paddy Blake.

Paddy,’ sais he, ^ we’ve gained the day, and got our man in;

Van Buren is President. Hurrah for ould Ireland ! we’re the boys

that did it.’

^ In is it he is !’ sais Pat
;

^ the devil he is ! then I’m agin him
now, for I’m agin all governments.’

Hullo!” sais I, ‘^what in natur’ is all that cheerin’ ashore

there ?”

Why, sais Bluenose, our party has got the victory, and our

nomination has succeeded. We’ve carried the day.”

^^Well, that’s a great matter,” sais I, ^^aint it? You’ll have

better times now to Nova Scotia, won’t you?” •

^^Well,” sais he, (and he did look ashamed, that’s a fact,) ^‘I

vron’t say, as the Irishman did, that I’m agin him
;
but I’ll tell you

what I’ll do— from this day out I’m agin all politics, and that’s a

fact.”

That’s right,” sais I, ^^give me your hand; stand up to your

lick-log like a man, be they consarvatives or liberals, for they are all

tarred loith the same stick. They differ in name like maize and
corn, but it’s the identical same grain. If you don’t find yourself

better off in the long run, my name aint Sam Slick, that’s all.

Liberty is a very good thing for slaves to work out, but free men
should find somethin’ else to talk about. Talk never put a crop in

the ground, and if that aint tilled, thistles and weeds supply its place.

The loages of idleness is poverty. To find hidden gold is to find

* “Why have I strayed from pleasure and repose,

To seek a good each government bestows ?

* * » -X-

* * -X- » -X-

How small, of all that human licarts endure,

That part which laws or kings can cause or cure.”

Goluswitu’s Travellbb.
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temptation and sin, hut that that’s earned has no alloy in it. These

are natcral truths, Mr. Bluenose, put them into your pipe and smoke

them on your way home to Sable River, and see how you like the

flavour of them.^^

CHAPTER XXIII.

GOOSE VAN DAM.

Whether I really was unwell when I left home, or only con-

saited I was, as I said before, I do not know
;

but it is certain that

these short sea-trips, change of air and scene, and the excitement of

meetin’ old friends agin, has done me a great deal of sarvice. Down
to Lunenburg, the Dutch people use ox-carts, and always travel in

one track, and it cuts up the road so that the I’iits are hob-deep

amost.

The dull straight-forrard course in life, without varyin^ the track,

furrows the mud up the same way. We must leave the highway

sometimes and take to the bye-roads, or lanes, or forest-paths. The
air is different, the scenery devarsified, the parfume of the firs and

pines smell fragrant, and the birds sing more at their ease. The
quiet of the country calms the nervous system, gives us somethin^

new to think of, as well as to see, and the population is different, and

so is their parsuits. Gunnin’ is excitin^, and leads to exercise, and

so does fishin'
;
and huntin’ gives a grand appetite, and puts a feller

in first-rate condition. Well then, talk to new people is pleasant;

you get new ideas from them, and it brings out new ones from you.

I have larnt a good dealfrom my own talk. Often when I have

been advisin’ a man, or funuin’ of him, new reasons or new illustra-

tions have sprung up of their own accord, that I never thought of

before. It has made my opinions stronger, or given me cause to

change them in some particulars. I am not certain whether a man,

if he could be sure not to be overheard, was to think aloud, but what

it would be beneficial to him. It would take off the dreaminess of

thinkin’ and its castle-buildin’, and give reality to his reasons, and

life to his humour. Musin’ s aint profitable in a gineral loay, for

they are like the dews of night— early sunrise dries them right up.

Sayin’ is doin’. Musin’ is dreamin’. What we say, we remem-
ber

;
what we dream, can’t be wrote down and sworn to, that’s a

fact.

Well, arter one of these summer-runs at grass, we return to the

business of life new men, and we are better able to work, and like

it better for the change agin.

20
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Dr. Sobieski, a surgeon to Slickville, who was a Pole— I don^t

mean a poor stick, but a Grerman Polander—a very clever man, only

he warn’t very easy to understand, for he had forgot his own lan-

guage, and hadn’t lamed English right. The boys used to call him
Old Tcllmidger,” because when they teazed him, he always pro-

nounced those four words in one— ‘‘ To h—11 with you !” Some-

times they used to call him Old Sober-isky,” for he was an awful

fellow to drink. When folks talked to him about bein’ such a
'

toper, ^^Ah!” he used to say, my poor country is robbed and

plundered so, we have an old sayin’, ^ Only what I drink is mine,’

and I likes to own as much as I can.” Well, Old Tellmidger”

was the first to open my eyes to the value of change of air.
'

You can’t see the air,” said he, “Mr. Slick; and if you want

to analyze it, you can’t catch it— what you call nab him.”
|

“ It can catch you tho,” sais I, “ when it’s twenty below zero, and
|

shave you in no time, quick as wink.” Oh, how he used to hate a I

joke ! for he didn’t clearly onderstand it, and it used to put him
j

out in his gibberish. He had great spikes of teeth, fit to nail down I

a two-inch plank amost, and he’d show them as spiteful as a bull-dog,
|

and give ’em a grit, as if he was a filin’ of .’em, and say

:

“ What for teyvil you do dat— Tellmidger !”

“Well, go on. Dr. Sober-isky,” I’d say.

“Well, you can’t see the air, nor analyze it, nor taste it.”

“You can smell it tho’ sometimes,” I’d say. And then he’d

stop, stamp on the ground, and grit again awful mad. But I’d say,

“I beg pardon; I won’t interrupt you again, Dr. Sober-esky. Pray
go on.” ,

“ Tellmidger Sober-esky ! he’d say.

Well, if you was to interrupt him a thousand times, he’d always

begin at the beginnin’ agin, if he had to go a hundred yards back.
“ You can’t see de air, or analyze it, or taste it; all you know is,

it is what you call mystery, ignota, wonder, von grand puzzle. You
can’t explain de modus oj^erandi” (for he could talk Latin as easy

as he could drink)
;
“ but you watch it, an’ see the effects, and leave

the causes to be explorated hereafter. Now you will send your

child’” (I was agoin’ to say I hadn’t got none, but I knew how mad
it would make him; so I let him go on.) “You will send your

child into de next street, that has got hoopin’-cough so bad, it coughs

its boots upamost, and he will get well straightway—de air is changed.

What make change of air in two street joinin’ on to each oder, both

on de same hill, and same level, and de same wind blow over both,

we cannot say. De fact is sartain
;

de cause unknown. To be

healthy, you must change air, change diet, and change drink.”

“Aye,” said I, “and change doctors too.” He fixed his eyes on

me, and glared like a tiger; but before he got out that ugly word
of his, “ You are perfectly right. Doctor,” sais I

;
“ there is great
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truth in what you say. You are a close observer/^ and poor Old
Soberesky vas right. Onct when I was to Windsor, I had a dread-

ful cold in my head
;
I could hardly see out of my eyes, and my

two nostrils felt as largo and as ugly as two broken panes of glass

in a winder stopped up with old hats. I fairly felt no how all over.

Well, I just happened to think of ^^Old Tellmidger’s Theory of

Change of Air,^"’ ordered Old Clay into the waggon, streaked it off

over the mountain, and up to Kentville in no time; and the next

mornin’ felt like a new man. Change of air has operated like a

charm on me this time. I sartainly feel as I used to did, when I

kept travelling over Nova Scotia all the time. I actilly consait I am
better lookin^ too, than I was. I never looked in my glass so often

as I have since I left Sophy • but I railly do kinder think it has

improved my daguertype, jist enough, perhaps, to be takin’. A
sickly face is repulsive, a delicate one is interestinh I wish I had
left somethin^ behind me at Collingwood’s, besides my heart, for an

excuse to go back for it. There would be plenty of time, while the

vessel is at Port Midway, wouldnT there ? or I could overtake her

at Petite Eiviere. Is there anythin’ I could invent?
‘‘ By your leave, Mr. Slick,” said the pilot, 1 want to let go the

mainsail, for we are forgin’ too far ahead rather.” (I guess I am,
thinks I to myself.) Let go the anchor. If we make as good a

trade here as we did at Port Jolly, we shall do a considerable busi-

ness, I guess. It’s a pity we couldn’t have stopped at Liverpool

though too, for there are more folks there
;
but they have a custom-

honse, and it wouldn’t be safe to venture there; and besides, coun-

try harbours, for our trade, is better than towns. There, the people

have to go to the marchant; here, we carry the store to them. It

makes all the difference in the world that. Ah ! here come the

boats off. Well, then, I guess I’ll go ashore and see my old friend,

Goose Van Dam. He lives in the white house on the hill. If I

am wanted, you can send for me.”
Speakin’ of Van Dam reminds me of what I have said afore in

my journal, that I don’t believe there is a man or woman in the

world hardly but what has some peg or another for pride to hang his

hat on. Even in the States, folks cock up their chins, and talk of

great folks to England they are connected with. All the rael heirs

of all the grand titles in the kingdom are to be found in the great

cities there. There is many a duke with his arms in a homespun
coat, his coat of arms in a book, and only wants the means to get

justice done and have his title. Father always said he was the rail

undoubted Prince Scblick, and sister Sail will believe to her dyin’

day that, now the old man is gone, I am the rail Simon Pure. Well,

it’s a cheap bit of pride, and costs nothin’ but a stretch of fancy

and when folks say what they actilly believe, why there can’t bo

much of an ontruth in it.



232 GOOSE VAN DAM.

^But pride lias always a sore spot somewhere, that the more you M
cover it, the redder it looks, and the tenderer it gets. Sally is ter- 9
ribly scared to hear of a wooden clock, and nothin^ makes her so 9
mad as for folks to call me Sam Slick, the Clockmaker.^^ She sais

it’s very rude to call a gentleman Sam, for shortness
;
they might 1

as well say Sambo at oncet. And when she writes to me, she 1
always addresses the letter to the ‘‘ Honourable Samuel Slick, late 1 ;

of the Embassy to the Court of St. James’s, but now at Halifax, I
Nova Scotia;” and puts in the corner, ^^care of the United States’ I

Consul.” Poor thing ! it pleases her for the postmaster to Slickville

to see such a letter. She says, she likes to let some folks know -1

who some folks are, and tosses up her pretty little mug, when she |
hands in the letter, with an air as much as to say, that’s my brother

with that handle as long as a corn broom to his name.” j

I do railly believe that if one of them young chaps in the com-
missariat that sarves out soap, coals and candles to Halifax was to go

to Onion county, he’d marry the richest gall in it, for his title beats

all natur’, considerin’ his rank, which is only one notch above a

clerk, and his pay, which don’t afford new clothes till they’re want-

ed—deputy-assistant-commissary-general ! Oh ! Sally, if I had such

a handle as that, it would upset such a little word as Slick after it
''

right off. It couldn’t stand straight and hold it up. Thinkin’ of
|

young commissaries, reminds me agin of what I oncet heard of two '

old coves, heads of that department, for there is an official pride,

and a pride of doin’ things by rule.

When I was to Gibraltar, there was an old commissary-general
j

who was on h-is last legs, for the king’s stores never sarve out new
i

ones, and he had to set about his last accounts, pretty hard accounts

too to pass sometimes, showin’ a balance ginerally agin a man in the i

long run, notwithstandin’ all the credits he can set down. Well,

you can’t put them old coons out of their way, do what you will.
'

Things must be done jist so, have jist so many black lines, and red

lines, and columns, and headings, and totals, and countersigns.

Well, this old man when he was all done, sent for the governor to

see him, and take leave of him.

Governor,” said he, am a very fortunate man.”
^HIow so?” said the General. am delighted to hear it. How

so ?”

I have had a bishop v/ith me in my last illness. It’s a great

comfort to treat with heads of departments, aint it ?”

‘‘ You are sure all’s right then ?”

^^No—mis—mis—take—in—the—vou—vou—vouchers,” and he

opened his eyes and mouth wide, and kicked the bucket right off.

I heard the Governor tell that story himself one day, when he

lunched on board of old Ironsides, as we call the ^Constitution’

frigate. He enjoyed it very much, and said he knew another just
|
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exactly like it. The chaplain called on one of these issuer-generals

of good things, who was travellin’ the last road, faster than he

knowed of himself, and advised him to prepare for a a’iueral give out

of the machinery. He said he hoped he would excise him, but he

really felt it to be his duty to talk seriously to him.

^^Well, Sir,^^ said he, will excuse you upon this one occasion,

as I have no doubt you mean well, and are unacquainted with official

etiquette, altho^ your ignorance greatly surprises me. You can hold

yourself in readiness, Sir, when required. In the meantime you.

must know that my medical man has not reported to me that I am
in danger : when he does. Sir, it will be time enough to hear what
you have to say. Grood mornin’. Sir, I won’t detain you.”

While these things were passin’^in my mind, I reached Van Dam’s
house.

Is Goose to hum ?” said I, addressin’ myself to his handsome
young wife.

“ Pray, Sir, who do you call Goose ?” said she, slightly colourin’,

and bridlin’ up a considerable sum.

Why, Goose Van Dam, to be sure,” sais I. Who else should

I call by that are everlastiii’ handsome name ?”

^ You are very free and easy. Sir,” said she.

It’s a way I have among friends,” sais I, sittin’ down coolly in

a chair.

You had better keep it then,” she replied, ‘‘
till you are among

Ym. What might your business be ?” said she, quite short.

^^Well, don’t you be a goose, then, at any rate,” I replied, “and
fly off the handle for nothin’ that way. You was always skittish,

Kate. Do you recollect the night you held the lantern to me down
to the Five Houses, the time I dug up the French captin, and got

his belt of doubloons off his skeliton, and you got skeerd, and dropt

the light, and left me in the dark, in the grave there? Warnt that

a proper lark ? Lord how often I have larfed over that, when I

have thought of it since. Oh ! them was the times for light heels

and light hearts.”

“ Well, I am a goose, that’s a fact, Mr. Slick,” said she
;
“ for I

ought to have know’d you at once. But, Mr. Slick,” said she,

risin’ and tappin’ me on the shoulder, “don’t mention that are story

to Van, that’s a good soul; for though he is the best-tempered man
agoin’, he is of a very jealous turn, and he mightn’t jist altogether

like it. No one knows it but you and me, and perhaps we might
have been better imployed. But here he is himself.”

Goose was like most of those of Dutch descent on that coast, a

very large powerful man. Fie was tall and bony, though not stout

,

or corpulent, and stooped a little, which might perhaps be occasioned

by the weight of his enormous fists, each of which looked as heavy
to carry as a six-and-thirty-pound shot. His countenance was open

20 ^
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and jolly, but there was that about his mouth that gave you the
|

idea of a man, who if he got a notion in his head onct, would defy i

all the world to get it out. He had an awkward trick, when he
j

spoke to you, o^tuggin’ at his shirt-collar, in a way that caused you
to rejoice he had a coat and waistcoat on, or that garment would
have been in danger of goin’ over his head at last. He had the air ,

of a man who was well to do in the world, and his house and estab i

lishment bespoke thrift, order, and comfort. ^

How are you, old fellow sais I. I was jist a tellin^ your

wife how green she must have been to have married a man with such

an all-fired name as Goose.^^

^^Well,^^ said he, tryin^ tb larf, though it went agin his grain,

she knew I was no fool, if I was a goose. But, Mr. Slick, I have

been so bothered ever since I was a boy, with that name, that I have

had half a mind to quit the country and change it. It was an old

family-name among us, when we lived at Albany, afore the revolu-

tion. There has always been a goose in the family

So I should think,^^ sais I. But seein^ I was distressing the

flock, I added: should like to know what good family in New
York State there aint one in

‘‘1 shouldn’t wonder,” said he. ^^But confound it, it’s enough
^

to drive a feller mad, a’most ! When I was a youngster, other boys

called out,

“
‘ Goosey, goosey gander,

Whither do you wander V

or they would stand on one leg, as if they was a watchin’ of the nest, >

and quarke, and call my little sisters ‘goslinsl’ Many a-time I

have set them a larfin’ the other side of their mouths, I know. If

a father and mother want you to honour them accordin’ to catechism,

they shouldn’t give a child such a name as ‘ Goose I’
”

‘^You mustn’t talk nonsense,” sais I; ^^you might as well drop
|

the ^dam’ at the end of your name, cause it sounds profane.

‘ Goose is good Dutch, and so is ^ dam,’ too. Some of our first chop

folks are connected with that family. The great Yan Horne, of

Albany, was a Goose.”

Why, you don’t say so !” said he.

^^But I do say so,” sais I; ^^and it’s generally allowed the King
of Holland, that give up his crown, was a Goose.’’ ,

‘‘Do you liear that, Kate?” said the pacified man. “I always

told you I came of a good family, and now I hope you believe it.”
j

“Seein’ is believin’,” said she. “Now ask if dinner is ready.

Why, Mr. Slick,” said she, as soon as he was gone, “ what a droll

man you be 1 But mind and keep dark about the doubloons. Oh

!

what a touss folks made about diggin’ up that Frenchman ! They
actilly offered a reward of fifty pounds to find out who it was

;
and I
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never changed the old gold till last summer, when I was in Boston.

Do you think there was any harm in it V’

“Well, I don’t know,” sais I, “for I never thought about the

harm; but there is one thing I’ll promise you—

”

“ What’s that?” said she.

“ Why, if ever you are a widder. I’ll never dig up Gioose, that’s a

fact. Mind, you’re bespoke.”
“ Pooh !” said she, larfin’, “ don’t talk nonsense. Let’s go to

dinner.”

A good, plain, substantial meal it was, too; jist what it ought to

be, and what it is, in every substantial farmer’s house in the country.

“ Mr. Slick,” said the good-natured host, “ there was a droll thing

occurred the other day, down to Five Houses.”
“ There have been a good many droll things happened there,” said

I, a-winkin to his wife.

“I shouldn’t wonder,” said he. “You must tell me some of

them
;

for there is nothin’ I like so much as a good story.” Kate
smiled at that, passed her hand over her face, and managed to let

her fore-finger rest on her lips as a signal. “ Did you know the

Snare galls ?” said he. .

“ A large family, the Snare galls !” said I, laughin’.

“ You may say that, Mr. ^lick !” said his wife, enterin’ into the

joke with spirit.

“I shouldn’t wonder,” said Goose, lookin’ puzzled. “Well,
Kitty Snare married Conrad Shupe. You knew Conrade Shupe;
he was the son of Old Crouse Shupe, that lived down to Bernardi’s

Point. Bernardi was an Italian, and used to sell lookin’-glasses and
pictures to Halifax, and then went and settled to the Point.”

“ Well, }mu will never get to the point,” said his wife.

“I shouldn’t wonder,” said Goose; “for it’s worth two thousand

pounds, and more money,, on account of the sea-weed. I have always

set my heart on the Point.”

“ You’ll get hold of it some o’ these days,” sais I.

“I shouldn’t wonder,” said he; “for Lawyer Lybolt sais it will

come to the hammer yet.”

“Well, you are a ninnyhammer,” said she, roarin’ with laughter.

^‘Let me tell the story, for it will take you all* day.”

“I shouldn’t wonder,” sais he; “for when I gets to the Point, it

puts everythin’ else out of my head. It’s the greatest point on the

coast for sea-weed; there is lashions of it, after a southerly gale.

The sheep
—

”

“Mr. Slick,” she said, “there aint much point in the story; and
what little there is, he has taken off.”

“ All the teams in the township wouldn’t clear off that Point,”

he replied.

“ Shupe,” she went on to say, “ aint like my husband, the best
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tempered man in tlie world, but jist the revarse— a great cross-

grained, crabbit, sour-crout Dutchman; and he don’t use his wife

well at all. He makes her work harder than any hired help, and
won’t allow the men folks to wait on her at all.”

He wants to get to the Point, too, Mr. Slick,” said Goose

;

that’s the reason he saves all so close.”

^^The other day. Van and I went over there to see them,” she

continued, and she asked us to stay to dine
;
and when dinner was

ready, she blew the conch-shell, and up come Conrad and the men
folks, and down we sat. I thought I should have died a larfin’ to

see his face, when he had done sayin’ an overly long grace, opened

his eyes, and looked down at the table. There was a raw fillet of

veal, and a raw codfish, and raw potatoes, and corn, and peas, and
beans, jist as they came from the garden. Didn’t he stare, that’s 1

all?”

I shouldn’t wonder,” said Goose.
:

Do be quiet,” said his wife, impatiently. First he s.tared at
'

the table, and then at his wife, and then at Van, and then at me,
j

and I tee-heed right out; I could’nt hold in no longer; I had a pain
j

in my side for a week arterwards.
^ Pots tauzend !—thousand devils !’ said he, ^ what is the meanin’

of all this ? The Lord sends provisions, but the devil sends cooks.’
I

^‘‘1 wish he would send me one then,’ said hife wife, ‘ for there is
;

neither wood nor water in the house. I can’t cook without them
;

I

and what’s more, never will cook with them either, after this; so
j

there now.’ i

^^It sarved him right, didn’t it?”
-

I

shouldn’t wonder,” said Van Dam. ^^For Pve had a mind i

to sarve him right, too, often and often; for he always calls me
Goose afore folks, because he knows I don’t like it.”

Sais I, My good friend, give over talkin’ nonsense about your

name. Instead of bein’ ashamed, you have reason to be proud of it.

A goose too, so far from being a foolish bird, is a very wise one. A
flock of geese saved Rome onct.”

^‘1 shouldn’t wonder,” said Master Van, ^^for a flock of wild ones

saved La Halve Island onct. They got overloaded with sleet and
wet snow, and lighted on the clearin’ one spring, and was caught

there, and actilly saved the folks from starvation.”

^^Well,” sais I, ^^out of gratitude to these birds, the Italians

erected a college for ’em at Rome, and called it the ^ Proper Gander*

College.”
“ What

!
geese in a college ? Mr. Slick, I shouldn’t wonder now

if that arnt one of your good stories.”

Geese in a college,” sais I
;
^Ho be sure, they have them in

every college in the world. They always call the head Don an old

goose, on account of his red nose and his down bed. Very polite



GOOSE VAN DAM. 237

birds too, are geese. Yon never see a flock yet enter a door, even

if it was eight foot high, but every one on Ym bows his head.’’

^^Well, I shouldn’t wonder if that’s a fact,” said he, for I’ve

observed it myself.”

Oh ! Z'.Ir. Slick,” said his wife, who enjoyed this banter and non-

sense, what a man you be. You havn’t altered a bit.”

What !” said he, suddenly, as if some onpleasant suspicion had

entered into his mind, did you ever see my wife before ?”

shouldn’t wonder,” said I, a-mockin’ of him; ^^for I have

seen everybody amost.” But I recollected her speakin’ of his bein’

jealous. So sais I to her, ‘‘Was your name Oxley, before you was

married ?”

“ No,” sais she.

“Was it Zink ?”

“No.”
“Well, it must have been Wolf, then?”
“ No, it warn’t Wolf or Fox either.”

“Was it Zwicker?”
“No,” said she; “I was a Hawbolt.”
“A Hawbolt,” sais I. “Was you a Hawbolt of Country Har-

bour, to the eastward of Halifax, or a Hawbolt of La Halve?”
“ From La Halve,” said she. “ And when you came in, I actilly

didn’t know you at first from Adam.”
“ Well,” sais I, “I knew I had seen you somewhere this side of

the grave, too.”

“ The grave ! what grave ?” said Van Bam.
Kate looked frightened to death

;
her lips opened, as if for breath,

her colour faded, and she contracted her brows, as she looked at me,

to intreat caution.

“Why, grave, a vessel to be sure,” sais I; “there was one on the

beach when I was there, and they was a-gravin’ of her.”

“I shouldn’t wonder,” said Goose, who now appeared satisfied

with the explanation.

“ But this is dry work talkin’,” sais I, “ Goose, and it’s awful hot

;

j

that’s a good feller, draw a little fresh water from the well.”

“Yes,” said his wife, “and aint there a little brandy in the

closet ?”

“ I shouldn’t wonder,” said he. “ See if there aint.”

As soon as he absented himself, she drew a long breath.
“ Oh ! Mr. Slick,” said she, “ how could you scare me so ? If he

was onct to get hold of that story, I should never hear the last of it,

he is so jealous.”

“I see he is,” sais I, “and I havn’t time now to explain all to

you; but I will to-morrow; in the meantime, turn to, and pretend

to be jealous of him. You’ll cure him in no time. Try him. I

will give you an opportunity when he returns.”
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“ I am afraid/’ she said.

I tell you try him this once, and see how he likes it. It is a
rule in life. If a critter makes a charge agin you, turn the talle

on him ; accuse him, and let him defend himself. It loill give him
'plenty to do. It's a plaguy sight easier to maize a charge than to

explain one away.”
When he returned with the water, I lit a cigar, and went on with

the conversation just where we laid it down.

I wonder you don’t recollect gravin’ that vessel, Groose,” said I,

for I mind you put the mop into the hot tar, and daubed young
Metzler with it for teasing you about Tereza Hebb.”

Tereza, who ?” said his wife.

Tereza Hebb,” sais I, that he was a-courtin’ of at that time.’'

^^Who, me?”
Yes, you.”

What, Tereza Hebb ?”

^^Yes, Tereza Hebb. You had better pretend now you don’t

recollect. Ah, Goose !” said I, you’re a sly fellow.”

Well, upon my word,” said his wife, ^Hhis is a pretty spot of

work ! Why, Goose, aint you ashamed of yourself? Tereza Hebb!
the bold, forrard, impudent hussy 1 She was here no longer ago nor

last week. If ever I catch her inside this house agin I And when
she found Goose was to Halifax, Treza— as he calls her so lovin’ly

—wouldn’t stay with poor me. I’ll give her a piece of my mind.

Goose, why didn’t you tell me, of this before ? Oh dear 1 how deceit-

ful some men are ! Tereza Hebb, eh ? W^hy, I never heard of this

till this blessed moment I”

^^Nor I neither, dear,” said he, ^^so don’t take on that way,

Kate love.”

Oh I love me no loves I” said she. ^^I wish I was in the grave 1”

And seein’ he was a-holdin’ down of his head, she gave me a

wink at that word ^ grave’, as much as to say, there would be a

plaguy sight more fun there, than foolin’ this way.

Why, Kate dear,” said her husband, how can you talk so?

it’s only one of Mr. Slick’s good stories.”

Oh 1 I dare say you think it a good story. I don’t wonder you

call it so. Tereza Hebb; I wish you had married her. Well, I

-svant to know—Mr. Slick, do tell me all about it
;

let me know the

worst.”

^^No”’ said I, ^^I won’t. I am sorry I mentioned it, but I

thought everybody knew it. Come, let us change the conversation.

Now,” sais I, ‘‘Van Dam, I’ll tell you a story about a goose that

happened to Halifax when Prince Edward was there. I had it from

an old gentleman that was in the 7th Eusileers at the time.”

“Tereza Hebb!” said Kate; “why it aint possible.”

“ Pooh !” sais I; “I believe you are jealous ?”
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I shouldn't wonder/^ said Groose.

Wonder said slie^ and I touched her foot under the table to

be quiet.

The worst of advisein^ a woman is, they overdo things, and carry

^em too far, and spoil all
;

so I jist joggled her foot.

‘^The 7th Fusileers,^’ said I, was stationed to Halifax when the

Prince was here
;
and the mess-man kept an everlastin’ large poultry-

yard. He used to buy a whole flock of geese at a time, fat Tm, and

kill ^em as he wanted them. Well in one of these flocks there was

a feller that was onder standard-height, as they call it in the army

;

and when all was killed but him, he was turned over to the next

flock, till he should be fit for the table. But whether he didn't like

these strange birds, or they didn't like him, or he didn't call on the

new-comers and leave his card, and they took offence or what not, I

don't know. At all events, they lived apart, like officers and soldiers,

and he made up to the mess-man, and always followed him about

the yard everywhere, and he fed it himself. At last the man grew
fond of the bird."

‘^Oh! in course," said Kate; ^^he is not the first man that grew
fond of an under-sized bird; but go on, Mr. Hebb—I mean Slick."

^^Do be quiet," sais I; ^^for every word of this story is true.

And he said it shouldn't be killed. It soon became a general pet in

the regiment
;
everybody fed it, and coaxed it, and made much of it.

Well, at last it took up its beat with the sentry at the barrack-gate,

and used to march up and down vuth him, and hundreds of people

used to go to see this extraordinary goose. Well, there came ano-

ther regiment about that time to Halifax, and the Prince ordered

two companies into the south barracks, where the 7th were quartered,

for there warn't room in the north ones
;
and lo and behold ! when

these soldiers were on guard, the goose used to look at their uniforms,

turn round, and* off to the poultry-yard, until some of the men of

the 7th were on duty, when he regularly marched backwards and
forwards with them. Ko money could have bought that bird. All

foreigners and strangers used to go there to see him; and the Prince

took Louis Philippe, who was at Halifax at that time, to see this

great attachment between the bird and the regiment.

Well, one night—a very cold night—the sentry, seein' the coast

was clear, put down his musket in the box, and cut across the street

to a grog-shop, to get a glass of rum
;
but the moment the man quit

his beat, the goose, thinkin' there was somethin' wrong, ran after

him, squeakin' and squealin' like anythin', and kicked up an awful

bobbery. So, to rid himself of it, he seized the goose, and wrung
his neck till he killed him. The noise brought out some of the

neighbours, and the feller was found out, and the way he was flogged

was a caution to sinners, that's a fact."

That was a faithful goose," said Kate; “it wouldn't go after
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strange uniformSj or keep company with them^ but stuck to its

family^ and lost its life in their service. To think that I should ever

take Teresa Hebb’s leavings. Oh^ Mr. Yan Dam V’

“ Kitty, dear/^ said the great loon, almost blubberin’, there aint

a word of truth in it; and Mr. Slick,” said he, sbowin’ me his

great sledge-hammer of a fist,
‘‘ I insist upon knowin’ who told you

that story.”

Sartainly,” sais I
;

and dig it into him, if it’s false, till he

sings out for mercy.”

That’s just what I will do,” said he.

^^Well then,” sais I, givin’ him the name of a dead man, ^^you’ll

have to dig him up first, for he is a gone goose. Tt was Conrad

Ernst, and suppose the whole is buried in the grave with him.

Come, shake hands and make up
;

for jealousy is the meanest, and

lowest, and most despiseable thing in natur’. I scorn a jealous man
or woman as I do a nigger.”

shouldn’t wonder,” said Groose; and they kissed, and were

reconciled.

^^Well,” sais I, ^^Mr. Yan Dam, if you weren’t such an awful

jealous pair, I would like to have that smack passed round; but as

it’s too good for me. I’ll try this instead (takin’ a tumbler of punch).

Here’s your good health ! long life to both of you ! May there

always be a goose in the family
!”

Sophy dear, sais I to myself, when I turned in, you needn’t be

afeerd of me; I aint a goose, and I won’t be jealous. First, I know
I won’t have no cause; and second, I consait I am a man no sensible

gall like you could help lovin’; and third, if any critter came
poachin’ about my presarves, as the English landlords say, I rather

guess he’d larn I can find food for crows, as well as phesants. But
will ^ou be jealous, that’s the question ? I aint so sure about that.

I’m a man that’s fond of talkin’ to women naterany, and I can’t

givq up all the world for you, and more nor that, I won’t. You’ll

be all in all to me, but still there is the world left after all. We
must onderstand this. If I don’t look at other women, I can’t

compare you with them, and say, how much handsomer you are than

this one, or how much more sensible you are than that one, and so

on. We must lay down some rule about jealousy. What shall it

he ? Suppose ive take the rule about the press. Be free, but not

personal; free, but decent; free, but not treasonable to each other

;

free, but not licentious; free niggers, but not freebooters. There
must be some rule, that’s a fact. If you don’t like that one, let’s

take the committee rule, each of us shall have an equal voice. If

we can’t agree we will adjurn, report progress, and ask leave to sit

again; and if we still differ, I will give the castin’ vote as chairman.

Take your choice, dear, of either of these rules, for I wouldn’t

dictate to you for the world. And now that we onderstand each

other, good-night, dear
;
God bless you !
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CHAPTER XXIY.

A HOT DAY.

On the folio-win' mornin' the household were up and movin' at a

very early hour. A hasty breakfast was prepared for Goose, who
was obliged to attend an auction on the other side of the river, and

did not expect to return until the evenin'. I walked down to the

bejich with him, assisted him to push off his punt, and begged him
to return as early as he could, as it was probably the last time I

should ever be in that part of the country again.

There was every indication of a very hot day, and as I pointed to

the mist ascendin' from the high grounds in slow and sluggish

wreaths, I said, Goose, this day is goin' to be a sneezer, I guess."

shouldn't wonder," he said; for not troublin' his head about

matters that didn't immediately consarn him, he was seldom sur-

prised at anythin'.

My prognostications were fully verified
;

it was a day of intense

heat. As far as the eye could reach eastward, the sea lay like an

ocean of melted silver. Not a rimple nor dimple nor motion was
perceptible on it. It was two or three hundred yards from the house,

so that you could see its bosom heave
;

for in a gineral way it undu-

lates even in sleep as a female’s does, and I've an idea that the rote

on the beach is the breathin' that swells it, when restin' in slumber

that way. It shone like a lookin'-glass in the sun, it wasn't easy to

look at it. The beach is fine white sand, what's calledliouse sand, and
that is a brighter, clearer white than the sea, and dazzles and sparkles

more. You could actilly see the heat there, for it seemed as if there

was fire onderneath. Down the little valley, th^ stream seemed as

if it tried not to make a noise as it took the smoothest course to the

sea, and lingered under the spruce boughs, as if it would give any-

thin' to go to sleep there.

Everythin' was still. There was not a breath of air. Even Kate
sat quiet, and didn't talk. The vessels in the offin' were motionless,

and their tall slender yaller masts looked like rays of light, not

descendin', but ascendin'. The cows stood still in the brook, a ru-

minatin' on things in general, and hot days in particular. The birds

hid themselves in the trees, pantin' with the heat, and the very in-

sects thought it was too much trouble to buzz
;
but a nasty senseless

locust set up a monotonous song, the only one it can sing, the chorus

of which sounds amazingly like Aint this a grand day for locusts ?"

If I'd a had my gun there, I would have shot it, for I was listnin'
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to two sounds I do dearly love. It was poor old Minister first taught

me their beauty. He used to say, Sam, there are two sounds I do

dearly love : the ocean^s surfy, slow, deep, mellow voice, full of

mystery and awe, moanin’ over the dead it holds in its bosom, or

lulling them to unbroken slumbers in the chambers of its vasty

depths; and the silvery tone of the windin’ brook, as it rejoic('s on

its way to the parent sea. I love them. I love to be alone with

them, and to listen to them. Thank Grod for all His mercies, the

capacity for enjoyin’ nature, only He that gives can take away. No
bankruptcy reaches that, no fire destroys it, no tempest can make
shipwreck of it. It grows and increases with us till we see beauty

even in abstractions.”

So do I love them too, as well as Minister. And I love Kate for -

not talkin’ just now. Confound that locust I say, there is no mOre
music in him than a boilin’ tea-kettle.

Well, jist opposite, in the work-shed, is a man pretendin’ to work,

but it’s all pretence, for he’s sittin’ down on a pile of shavins, with

a spoke-shave in his hands, a dressin’ of a piece of ash that is held

in a wooden vice. If that aint the perfection of lazy whitlin’, then

I want to know ! for he uses both hands to the knife, and don’t want

to hold the stick. Now and then he gets up, stretches himself

straight, to see that none of him has got unglued with the heat, then

lifts one leg up in the air, and then the other, preparin’ for his patent

foot-bath, and then goes to the well, winds up a bucket of cold water,

and puts half of it in one boot, and half in the other, draws a* long

breath, as if it felt good to have water-tights on, and returns churnin’,

squish-squash, as he goes back to whittle. Underneath the ox-cart

the big black dog is stretched out at full length, and his great red

tongue lollin’ out of his head, almost as long as his tail. He is too

lazy to go to the brook and take a swim, it’s too much exertion in

the middle of the day for a stout gentleman like him, who has no

summer clothes, and has to wear his winter jacket.

Now and then he puts up his paw indolently to brush off the flies

from his naked nose
;
but before the huge foot descends, the flies

are off
;
and as soon as it’s withdrawn, back they light to torment

the unoffendin’ soul again. At last, he loses all patience—and it’s

very hard to be bothered when you, want to go to sleep—opens his

mouth, rips out a short oath, makes a grab at them, and kills a dozen
,

of them right off at one snap. But outside of the black dog—not

in the shade of the ox-cart, nor under the great beech-tree, but in

the full glare of the- sun, with his head uncovered and pillowed in a

mould of sand that fits it beautifully, and face upturned, not only in

full defiance of the sun and flies, but in the enjoyment of both—
lies black Scipio, What a look of placid happiness is on his face !

grateful to the Giver of all good things, especially of hot days, and

at peace with himself and all mankind. He is just what a Chris-
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tian ought to be, particularly a black one. I have often thought of

that landscape at Petite Riviere as it lay stretched out afore me on

that everlastin’ hot day.

Once I tried to sketch it, but it was too extensive. The sea-

board view was- boundless. The vessels, like them in Dutch paint-

ins of calms, tho’ true to life, wanted life. They were straight up
and down—stiff and ongraceful. The valley and the groups I got

detached, but not together. Some things are pretty to look at, but

won’t make a pictur’.

Mr. Slick,” said Kate.

^^What, dear,” said I.

Come and set near me at this window that I may smell your

cigar, for it is so hot that I feel faint.”

No sooner said than done,” said I.
‘‘ Rut hush !” and I put my

hand' on her arm
;

hush ! "What is that ? Did you hear that loud,

clear, shrill scream ?”

Oh, Mr. Slick !” said she, do tell me what that is ! That was
nothing human ! How- piercin’ it was I”

Human !” said I; “I guess not. Seein’ you and me together,

p’raps that are French officer, whose belt of gold we dug up at Five

Houses, has blowed a whistle at us, as much as to say, ‘ Much good

may it do to you.’
”

‘‘ Oh, my sakes !” said she, I wish I had never touched it
!”

“ Or perhaps it is to warn Goose that I have got nearer his pretty

little wife just now than he would approve.”

^M^ooh !” said she.

Well, I shouldn’t wonder,” said I, imitatin’ of him to the life.

Do you believe in ghosts ?” said she.

^^Well, I do,”'sais 1; ^Ghat’s a fact. At least, I can’t say I

don’t. I*try to believe in them.”
a rpj.y V’ u Why, how very odd !”

^Wes,” said I, ^Ot’s the most delightful thing in the world to

believe in them. When I die I hope I may be permitted to bo

one.”

Well I never in all my born days !” said she.

Dancin’ in the sunbeam when it’s cool, or in the shady groves

when it’s warm. No bones to ache, no flesh to pine away, no heart

to grieve—all shadowy form, all calm pleasure. How beautiful the

world must look, and all that’s in it ! and the mysteries of the deep

revealed, and dead French captains with belts of doubloons round

them in the grave I”

Oh, Mr. Slick !” she said, ^^now that spoils all. Oh !
go on as

you did. That’s grand about their being kind of fairies. T like

that. Moonlight must be their holiday time, mustn’t it ?”

Yes,” sais I. But then I’m afeard it must be dull music, foi

there is no love, you know, no hope, no fear, no heat, no cold. A
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kind of sameness is fairy life, too. Put your arm round a neat little

article of a female fairy and there’s nothin’ to squeeze. Look up
into her face, and there is no eyes, only expression—no mouth,
nothin’ but a smile; for if there was, there would be toothache. If

you go to kiss her, your head goes right thro’ her head, and her

head right through yourn. There are no lips. In the long run,

p’raps we had better be contented as we be. A livin’, solid, corn-

fed gall, arter all, may be better than a shadowy, vapory, cold fairy.”
‘‘ Then why is it you try to believe in them, and want to be one ?”

‘‘ Because I want to believe, if I can, that them that loved us in

this world are about us and around us, watchin over us, and guardin’

us, both asleep and awake, and intercedin’ for us.”

Ah, now you talk sense,” said she. That’s a pretty thought.

Oh ! it’s a shame for a man who can talk as well as you can to mix
up so much nonsense with it. Oh ! that’s a beautiful idea of fairies !”

Here again the same shriek was heard louder, because nearer than

before. It was certainly a startlin’ sound—it was so very thrillin’.

“^^Mr. Slick,” said she, ^^I am frightened! What in the world

can it be ?”

But I didn’t know and couldn’t exactly guess. But as I never

allow myself to be non-plussed, sais I

:

It will make you laugh at your own fears when you do know,
and see what it is.”

A man should never say he don’t know if he can cut round a

corner any way in the world. Men who have the greatest reputation

for lamin’ more nor half the time get the name by pretendin’. A
little smatterin’, like a drop or two of essence, goes a great way. It’s

easy to carry, got the right flavour, and no one knows how small a

quantity you’ve got of it. When I was to London, I met a man,

who said he knew thirty languages, and he used to write j^etry, and

pretended they were translations of languages of the dead, or them
that were livin’ the Lord knows where. Old Polyglot I used to call

him. I shall never forget the rise I took out of him onct, and how
I made our Minister stare. He was dinin’ at the Embassy, and

said he

:

Mr. Slick, how strange it is that an American seldom speaks any

language but his own.”

Those Britishers have always some fault to find with us, and think

nobody knows anythin’ but themselves.

^AVell,” sais I, ^Mhat’s a univarsal one amost. Our two great

nations have spread it nearly all over the world. But how man}^ do

you understand ?”

‘M’m ashamed to say,” said he, pretendin’ to look very modest,

and talkin’ confidential like,
“

I only know thirty.”

Thirty I” sais I, “ why that’s a vast number for one little tongue

to manage, and lick into shape too, aint it? What a wonderful
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thing the head is, to hold such a library. It always seems to me to

be like an Indian-rubber bag, however full it is, there is always some

room for a little more. I should be almost scared to stuff mine that

way, for fear it would squeeze some things out of tother eend; and

when you went to look for ^em youM find, as a feller does who has a

thievin’ servant, that they were gone, and all the rest of the ser-

vants would swear they never saw ’em, they must have been lost or

broken afore they came. Thirty languages! why do tell?”

Well, he looked like one of the pyramids, which,^very time you
see it, seem^ to stretch up a little higher.

‘‘ Thirty !” sais I, well you beat me. I’m a man that never

brags or boasts, or sais much, being a silent man, in a general way,

and likin’ to hear better than talkin’
;
but you beat me all holler. I

am willin’ to admit my deficiency, I can only understand twenty-

five.”

Twenty-five !” said he. Mr. Slick, give me your hand. I

believe you and I may justly boast of havin’ made greater progress

than any two men now livin’’.”

Well,” sais I, ^‘1 never boast. The more I larn, the more it

appears to me I have to larn. But between you and me, I can go

from one eend of the continent of America to the other (and so can

anybody that is fool enough to try it, but I didn’t say so). I have

been a great deal among the Indians. Can you speak the Micmac ?”

‘‘No,” said he.

“What not the Micmac?” sais I; “it’s what the Nova Scotia

Indians talk. It’s amost a beautiful language, but they use terrible

long words. You see they have plenty of leisure to talk, as they

don’t work, and are never in a hurry, so they take their time. Now
we call a male fowl a cock, for shortness, they call him keequwee-
quechnabaoo. The only thing that’s short is countin’, for that must
be done quick, as na*ookt, one; tah-boo, two; and so on. Not know

i Micmac,” sais I, “ well, it’s a pity, for it’s the most perfect Indian

language there is. Well, there is the Abenaqui, that is the New
^ Brunswick nation.”

“No.”
f

I

“ Why how singular,” saisJ. “ Nor the Bed Indians ?” (I didn’t

tell him they were extinct).

K “No.”
“Nor the Choctaw? Iroquois? Snakes? Floridas?

: “No,” sais he, “I don’t understand any of them.”
0 “Well, north of the Great Slave Lake is another family, divided

into the Copper Indians, the Hare Indians, and the Bogribs; away
off south is another division of nations, such as the Gallibees, Puel-

,
chees, and Toupees. The Indian languages are the most beautiful

e
;

in the known world. They are Indian-rubber ones, they stretch out.

It’s done by gummification, addin’ on extra syllables.”

21 *
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‘^Agglutination, we call it,^^ said he, correcting me.

“I know you do,’^ sais I, “and most probably it’s the proper

word in your everlastin’ long list of languages, for the folks that

spoke them it’s likely knew what glue was. Our Indians only know -

gums. Indeed there aint any glue made in America, except at

Charleston and New Orleens, and that is the best in the world, for,

instead of the skins of animals, it’s made out of nigger-hides, espe-

cially old niggers, who are biled down for the purpose. That’s the

meanin’ of our old sayin’ ‘ it sticks like grim death to a dead nigger.’

Uncle Tom told me it was a positive fact.”

“ How shockin’,” said he.

“ Oh, yes,” sais I, lookin’ innocent, “it’s shocking good glue. Now
gummin’ on syllables makes one word express a whole sentence, the

only thing is they are shockin’ long, long enough for the stringer of

a bridge a’most.”
“ Ho they write ?” said he.

“ Oh yes, they write, and always have from the earliest ages, but

it’s more marks than letters. Unfortunately they always make them
in blood, as you might suppose, but the colour and meanin’ of that

fades out in time.”

“I never heard that before,” he said, “how singular/’

“ But the most curious inquiry, and most interestin’, far beyond
Polar discoveries, and all that nonsense,” sais I, “ is, what language

|

Adam and Eve spoke. I have a theory on that, I think it is what *

the Carribs speak
;

for they lived like the Carribs, who still wear fig-

leaved aprons, and that word ‘car,’ is dear or sweet, and ‘rib’ is a

woman or wife. It’s a wonderful illustration of Eve’s formation,

and it’s a plausible theory at any rate.”

“No, Sir,” said he, lookin’ as wise as I did, “it was Hebrew, I

think.”

Here Minister rose, and we joined the ladies; and Old Polyglot i

told Embassador I was a man of extraordinary attainments, but of

still greater modesty, for he had actually to draw me out, I was so

silent. xHe remarked that I might be said to speak every language
,

but jmy own, I was so resarved.

Pretend you know, and half the time, if it aint as good as knowin’,

it will sarve the same purpose. Many a feller lool^s fat, ivlio is only

swelled, as the Germans say. But to get back to Mrs. Van Ham.
“ Mr. Slick, do you think that’s a ghost?”
“ I know it aint,” sais I, “ for ghosts are only vapours, and the

sun’s so hot, it would evaporate it right up, make it hiss like a drop

of water on a hot stove. Ghosts never walk by day.”
“ Oh, Mr. Slick !” she said, “don’t talk that way. You don’t know

what you are a sayin’ of”

“Well,” sais I, “sposin’ it was a ghost, it mightn’t frighten you
RO much artcr all. I’ll tell you a story,” sais I.
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Do,” sais she, it^s a great privilege to hear you talk. Come,
what is it ?”

Well,” sais I, “ there was an Irish clergyman to Nova Scotia

some years ago
;
I overhauled him on the Halifax road, at the head

of the basin. He was one of the kindest-hearted old men I ever

knew
;
a real pleasant feller, and no nonsense about him.

Hallo, Slick !” said he, I want to have a trade with you.

Come and stop with me to-night, and Til exchange Irish stories with

you for Yankee ones.”

Only too proud,” sais I, parson.” So we drove on to his quar-

ters, and hauled up for a protracted meetin' that night, for I knowed
when he got a talkin^ he’d run on like my clock for twenty-four

hours on a stretch. When we got comfortably settled down, sais

he

Come, I’ll lead off, and you must follow suit. In my parish in

Ireland there was a broth of a boy, called Paddy McQnade. The
divil a row but he was foremost in, or a fight with the sodgers but

he got his head broke, or did that same friendly act for some one

else. Well, the priest could make no hand of him at all, at all, and

he used to warn him, he would be sure to go, when he died, to a

certain place, that aint fit to be spoke of in genteel company, but it

was all to no use. Every time he came to confession, he had the

same long list to go over. He was drunk, or he took a shot at a

polisheman, or pysoned the landlord’s dogs, or somethin’ or another;

and he seemed to get worse instead of better.

^ Pat,’ said the priest, ^ I warn you for the last time, you’ll cer-

tainly go to the bottomless pit.’

^^^Oh! Father John,’ said he, Mon’t be always arter botherin’

me about the bottomless pit
;
many a place has a worse name than it

, desarves, and it is the case with that self-same one. I’ve been there,

and a dismal-lookin’ place enough it is, too
;
but the entertainment

aint bad, if you have only plenty money in your pockets. How I

got there, or how I got out, is more than I can tell, unless it was

your riverence treated me to a visit to scare me. Well, there was

no day there, no sun, no moon, no stars, but all was as dark and as

black as the haunted bog, where the heretics, that was burned in the

barn, was buried. One fine night I wakes up there, and the black

divils were movin’ about, and the fire burnin’ out of their head like

gas-pipes to light ’em. The top of the mornin’ to you, sais I, to

one of them, that looked like a dacent sort of imp of darkness

There’s no mornin’ here, sais he, only one thunderin’ long night.

Where am I? said I. In the bottomless pit, said he. Ah ! blood

and ounds, sais I, Father John always told me I’d get here, but 1

never believed him, and here I am at last. Bad luck lo it ! I never

thought it would come to this. I thought he was only tryin’ to

frighten me. Says I, have you anythin’ to eat or drink? Lashins
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of it, says he, if you’ve only money in your pocket. Well, I made
a dacent meal enough, considerin’ all things, and took a taste of the

cratur’, and went to sleep to forget my misfortins; and what do you
think. Father John, they found arter all? I warn’t bad enough for

them, for they jest turned me out, and laid me under the fence, for-

nenst Tim Maloney’s; and when I waked up I peeped over the wall

to see if the coast was clear, and off home as fast as my legs could

carry me.’ ”
•

^

^‘Well, the priest thought he had delirium tremen«, and just

turned him out; but when he came to inquire about it, he found

they had picked him up drunk, and let him down into a minin’-shaft

out of a bit of a spree, and when he came to, they intoxicated hi«i

again, and hauled him up in the tub. So, don’t be frightened, dear,

if it is a ghost. I’m not afeard of them.”

What a strange story, Mr. Slick; do you believe it ?”

^^Well,” sais I, I give it to you as the parson told it to me;
but Irish stories can’t all be taken for facts. Some folks tell stories,

as if they happened in their own knowledge, tind tell ’em so often,

they believe them themselves at last. Whether it really took place

in his parish, or he made it out of the whole cloth, or read it, I

don’t know; I give it to you just as I got it. But jist look out

here, Kate
;
look at that are nigger.”

At that moment a young, good-lookin’ black man made his appear-

ance in the road. He had a pair of blue cloth trowsers on, a white

deeply-frilled shirt, with high stiff starched collars, and wore a black

satinet stock. His hat was rakishly placed on the side of his head,

the wool of which was curled, as if it had just come from a carding-

mill. In one hand he carried his coat and waistcoat, and with the

other swung a little yellow rattan, with an air of great self-satisfac-

tion. '

When he came to where the old nigger was asleep, baskin’ in the

sun, he paused a moment, stooped down, and uttered that terrific

scream, which was an imitation of that which the Loon gives when
divin’ from fright. Mrs. Van Dam gave a screech herself almost as

shrill, and springin’ up fell over on my breast and shoulders. Fact

is, I was scared too, not at the black feller’s yell, but at the situation

we two was in; for it wasn’t just the place for another man’s wife,

and that a jealous man too, that’s a fact. So sais I

:

Kate, here’s Goose; be quick.”

It brought her to in a minute.

Oh, dear !” she said
;

how faint I am !” and I got up, and

handed her a glass of water.

Hadn’t you better go and lie down, and compose yourself,

dear ?”

^^No,” said she; ‘^I’m better now. I’m glad I know at last
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whafc that sound was. Your talk about fairies, and that fellow’s

screamin’, nearly set me crazy.” •

‘^"What de debbil do you mean, Cmsar?” said the old man, ^^by

makin’ dat are onmeanin’, misintelligible noise, you ignorant mis-

broughten-up nigger ?”

Oh, Uncle Scipio I I didn’t mean no manner of remaginable

harm, only a little fun, I do ressure you, Sar.”
’ Which way is you goin’, Caesar, boy?” said the old man, appa-

rently satisfied with the apology, all dress out so pitticular fine, so

airly in de day ?”

“ Groin’ to Halifax, uncle, to de great ablution meetin’ ob de people

ob color.”

"^^Much you knows about ablution— don’t you, Caesar? Now
what does ablution mean ?”

“ It means a great tea-party and ball for free colored people, to be

sure,” said the beau, with a disdainful toss of his head. We is

to hab de military band to play for us
;

for de gubbernor is a great

ablutionist.”

Ki,” said Scipio, de gubbernor only tink o’ dat. Yah ! yah !

yah ! Is de gubbernor a colored gentleman, Caesar ?”

Oh ! Uncle Scip, you knows better nor dat, what nonsense I’'

What de debil has massa gubbernor or you eider to do with

- ablution. Better if both on you minded your own business. Neider

k of you knows nuffin of what you is a-talkin’ of. Come, Caesar, tell

i me, boy, is you goin’ to dine with massa gubbernor ?”

Why, Uncle Scip, I believe you is crazy—me ! why no.”

^ Not dine with de gubbernor ! Yah ! yah ! yah ! ^Yell dat do

beat all.”

Why, uncle, I’s only a nigger, you know.”
What o’ dat ? G-ubbernor is ablutionist. Let him mancipate

' hisself fust of his pride; and if you and he is equal, make you
equal in fact. Dat is what I calls ablution in airnest. Didn’t Ad-
miral Warren steal me from my good old massa on de Chesapeake,

and from my dear missus, and my warm house, and fetch me down
here to starve in dis intensible cold country. Is dat ablution ? Yes,

yes, I is an old fool
;
but I knows de British took us from our

’Merican massas, but dey didn’t take us uj? to demselves. Now look

here, Caesar, for you is a smart man, considerin’ how your edication

was so shamefull neglected, nebber havin’ been among gentlemen,

but only Dutch sdur-crouts, up de ribber da, who is most as ignorant

as deir oxen. Yes ! you is an understandin’ man, and good-lookin’

. nigger too, considerin’ de almighty hard work you has to do; and

j’ dat is to carry de ox-whip all day. Yah
!
yah ! yah ! Y^ell, Caesar,

,;boy, I’ll tell you what ablution is. In winter you know da is a foot

>^of snow on de ground.”

In course,” said C^sar, lookin’ very wise, I knoWvS it.”
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Well den massa gubbernor, who is ablutionistj sends for bis boss,

and saisj ^ Yon bin good boss, 1:^ry faithful, bery trusty
;
I gib you

bery good character. Now I mancipate you
;
you free nigga now.^

Well de boss cock up bis ear, bold up bis head, stick up bis tail,

and kick up bis heels like de debil. Well de medder is all covered

wid snow, and dere’s nuffin to eat dere; and off be goes to de

farmer’s barn-yard; and farmer be set de dogs on him. Den be

take to de woods; but he don’t understand brousin’, for be was
brougbten up ’mong gentlemen, and be got no straw for bed,

and no rug to keep off cold, and he wants to be took back agin.

He don’t like ablution in cold country. He rader work for some-

thin’ to eat in winter, dan be free and starve. Dat is all massa gub-

bernor knows ’bout ablution. Help me up now, Cmsar, boy, dat is

a good feller,” and be gave him bis left hand; and claspin’ it fast,

as be rose to bis feet, be knocked the dandy’s bat off with the right

fist, and nearly demolished the crown of it, and then suddenly

wheelin’ him round, give him two or three good, sound, solid kicks.

“Dare,” said h,e, lettin’ him go, “you is emancipated— you is free

nigga now
;
dat is ablution. Clar off, you pork and cabbage nigga

you. Take dat for de onartbly scream you woke me up wid, and
frightened de lady to de winder da. So make tracks now, and go

dine wid massa gubbernor. Yah ! yah ! yah !”

“ Do you feel better now ?” sais I, “ Kate, I told you I bad no

doubt, when you diskivered what that noise was you would laugh at

your own fears.”

“Ob, yes!” she said, “but I must say I was awfully scared at

first. That fellow jist got what be wanted, a good kickin’. I hope

it will cure him of makin’ such unairtbly noises. Those free Yankee
niggers are curses to the country. We should have no poor rates if

it wasn’t for them.”
“ It sarves colonists right,” sais I, “ they talk of emancipatin’ our

slaves, why don’t they emancipate themselves.”
“ Ob,” said Mrs. Van Dam, “ I was awfully scared by the nigger.”

“Well,” said I, “ if you was frightened, you weren’t half so much
as I was when you kinder fainted on my shoulder that way. Oh
dear I Groose flashed across my mind then, and his great big fists,

and I felt a buzzin’ kind of noise in my ears, and the jumpin’ tooth-

ache came, and I saw the sparks flyin’ out of my eyes
;

if he had a

come in, he’d a chawed me right up, I do suppose, afore I’d had time

to explain. What a pity it is, he should be so jealous, for there is

no happiness where that is.”

“ I know it to my sorrow,” she said.

“ Well, then, do you just try the receipt I gave you yesterday,”

said I. “ Put him on the defensive at once. He knows liow little

cause you have, and will soon begin to see how little room there is for
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his fears either. I told him so this mornm\ ‘ Groese/ said ^ don’t

be foolish; I see you are a little jealous.’

shouldn’t wonder/ said he, ^if I was.’

^ Well I’ll tell you how it will eventuate/ sais I; ^you’ve got as

nice a little wife as there is in the provinces, and there’s no harm in

her
;
but if you treat her suspiciously, you will put harm into her

head in no time, and she’ll get jealous of you, and mind what I tell

you, a jealous woman is the devil; and besides,’ sais I, ^ Goose,’
”

and I gave her a wink, ^ when you consider what a handsome feller

you are, you ought' to be ashamed.’
^ Well,’ said he, shouldn’t wonder. It shan’t happen agin,

Mr. Slick.’
”

Well you have done me a rael kindness,” she said, and I never

shall forget you.”

At the same time,” sais I, ^Gt’s nateral for him to be jealous

too.”

“How so?” said she, a colourin’ up.

“Any man,” sais I, “that has such an everlastin’ handsome
wife
—

”

“Phoo,” sais she, risin’ up, “don’t talk nonsense, I must go and
see after dinner,” and she pinched my ear, as she passed, and said,

“ any woman that marries you will have good reason to be jealous, I

know; for I never saw such a flirtin’, gossippin’, flatterin’ sort of a

man coquette in my life. I believe in my heart it’s nothin’ but the

fear of Goose that kept you in order to-day.”
“ I shouldn’t wonder,” said I.

“Nor I either,” said she, “for there’s many a true word said in

jest.”

OHAPTEH XXV.

OUR COLONIES AND SAILORS.

Late in the afternoon, a light sea-breeze sprung up and cooled the
heated air of the narrow valley of Petite Kiviere. Lightin’ a cigar,

I strolled down to the beach to await the return of Van Dam.
There was a large oak tree^a little above the landwash, and under-

neath it was a pile of deals that had been sawed at the mill near the*^

bridge at the main road. Mountin’ this for a seat, I sat down in

the shade, and was oflF in a day-dream about Jordan and Sophy in
little less than half no time.

I was soon so deep in these thoughts, that I did not hear the
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approach of a sailoi’, who now stood before me, and touchin^ his hat,

said

:

^^No offence, Sir, I hope, for I wouldn’t offend you for the world.

Can you tell me the best road to take to St. John, New Brunswick ?

I have had the misfortune to be shipwracked, and want to get back

to England. St John is one of ^ oiir colonies,’ aint it V’

Yes,” sais I, for it would have been a long lockrum to have told

him who I was; “but sit down here, and tell me about your ship-

wrack.” Our colonies. Come, that’s pretty well. Every English-

man, from a member of parliament that addresses you by letter, Hali-

fax, Nova Scotia, Upper Canada, and a governor that has nothin’ to

do now but sign his name to papers, and talks of his measures, who
has no measure but what he left at his tailor’s in London, down to

Jack Tar, says our colonies^’ and thinks he is part owner of these

possessions, and looks down on the poor outlandish provincials with

a condescendin’ air of superiority.

Well, the colonists look upon all these wiseacres with the same
feelins of pity as men who are not only thick-headed and wrong-

headed, but simple people who don’t know what they are talking

about. 8ucli folks with such feelins ain’t likely to benefit each other

much. The organization is wrong. They are two people, but not

one. It shouldn’t he England and her colonies, but they should be

integral 'parts of one great lohole—all counties of Great Britain.

There should be no taxes on colonial produce, and the colonies

should not be allowed to tax British manufactures. All should pass

free, as from one town to another in England
;
the whole of it one

vast home-market, from Hong-Kong to Labrador. .

They should be represented in parliament, help to pass English

laws, and show them what laws they wanted themselves. All dis*

tinctions should be blotted out for ever. It should be no more a

bar to a man’s promotion as it is now that he lived beyond seas, than

livin’ the other side of the channel : it should be our navy, our army,

our nation. That’s a great word
;
but the English keep it to them-

selves, and colonists have no nationality : they are like our free nig-

gers
;
they are emancipated, but they hante the same social position

as the whites. The fetters are off, but the caste, as they call it to

India, still remains. Colonists are the pariahs vf the Empire.
They have no place, no station, no rank. Honours don’t reach

them
;

coronations are blank days to them
;
no brevets go across the

water except to the English officers who are on foreign service in

OUT colonies. No knighthood is known there—no stars, no aristoc-

racy, no nobility. They are a mixed race
;
they have no blood

;
they

are cocktails.

John Bull, you are a fool; you haven’t even the sense of the

Onslow blockhead : he said he knew he was a fool, but his brother

was a plaguey sight bigger one, and he didn’t know it. Blot the
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word colonies out altogether, incorporate ’em all with England, body
and breeches—one people, one country, one Parliament. Strike off

half the Irish Brigade, and give their seats to colonists, who, if they

are “Blue-noses/’ aint potato-headed, at any rate.

Ah, Stanley
!
you are a young man, but they say you’re a chip

of the old block : if so, you are just the boy to go ahead. Now
hoist that flag, make a party to rally round it, and go in up to the

handle on that ticket, and you’ll immortalize yourself. Colonists

won’t stay long as they are : do you lead the way in the right direc-

tion. But all this is their look-out, and not mine. When it’s too

late, they will find out their mistake, or my name ain’t Sam Slick,

that’s all.

Jack was in stature below the Nova Scotian standard. He was a

short, strong-built, but clumsy man, with a thorough English face

—

broad, open and jolly, but not over-wise. He had on a pair of white

canvas trowsers and a check shirt, and carried a wallet on his shoul-

ders. Poor fellow ! sailor-like— the hot day, and the hospitality of

the people, had been too much for him, and he had been imbibin’.

Tell us your story. Jack. Sit down here.”

Thank you kindly. Sir; I hope I don’t intrude; I wouldn’t

offend you for the world. I come from a place called Bristol, Sir.

Perhaps you may have heard of it. Sir: it’s in England, Well, I

was one of the crew on board the new ship ^ Hemerar}',’ and was
hired to.bring her down the river. Well, Sir, what does they do,

but cast her away, afore she ever got down
;

instead of having two

little tugs to her, one bn each side, they ‘puts only one in front to

tow her;, and she swung round, catched right across, and stuck fast.

She was egged in the middle, ogged in the bow, ogged in the starn,

and ogged all over. It’s a fact. Sir, I assure you; not a word of a

lie in it. It’s not likely you ever heard of her. Sir, livin’ out in ^ our

colonies f but you may ax' any one that do know, Sir, and they’ll

tell you it’s a true story, that.”

^‘Bo you smoke. Jack?” sais I; because, if you do, smoke
away. I like to see a man enjoy his pipe.”

“ Thank you kindly. Sir.”

While he was lightin’ his pipe, I couldn’t help thinkin’ that this

country and its farm-houses resemble each other am azinly in one par-

ticular. Every sizeable house has a room in it that aint used
;
not

that it’s a bad room, its often as good as any other, if it aint the

best. It aint that they can’t furnish it, for they could do it easily.

You can’t give any reason for it, but so it is. Well, this is the lum-

ber-room. Odds and ends are shoved in there
;
things that’s good

enough, but aint wanted; things that’s broke, and sot away to be

mended, or that’s broke so bad, they’d only do to mend others with;

things that aint fit for their original use, but will some day answer

22
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capitally for sometliin^ they weren^t intended for; not worth much as

a heap, but a very convenient heap of lumber to have.

Well, now, every county has a nice little harbour, or big harbour,

as the case may be
;
but it is one that aint used, and the village

there don^t grow: nobody can tell why, it’s as good as others, und
better than many that have large thriviu’ towns

;
but so it is. And

here are odds and ends of people stowed away. There don’t appear

to be no place for ’em
;
but they will answer, if opportunity occurs.

Critters not fitted for their original business, but that will do capi-

tally some day or another for somethin’ else. If they aint fit to go

alone, they are just what’s wanted to yoke with one another. Many
of them people you don’t expect to find in such a place, and so on.

Jack is one of these sort of folks : he is an able-bodied seaman, not

fitted for the fisheries, but will do famously on board of a large

ship.

Go on. Jack.”

^AYell then. Sir, I was sent out with a crew to Prince Edward’s

Island, to fetch home a new ship just built there, loaded with deals.

P’raps you may have heard of that place. Sir ? it’s one of ^ our colo-

nies’ Well, Sir, we set sail, and we was caught in an awful gale

near St. Paul’s Island, Sir, on the north end of Cape Breton— I

don’t suppose you ever heard of that place, it’s another of ^ our colo-

nies ’—and we was wracked there. Two men was drowned a-gettin’

on shore—fact. Sir, I assure you
;
not a word of a lie in it—and the

Captain and I was the last to leave, and we landed safe. I only

saved. Sir, what I’ve got on, and what’s in this little pack
;
and all

I have in my pocket is three shillings. No, I haven’t, I tell a lie, I

have only two shillings and sixpence
;

for I stood treat to a Dutch-

man, just as I left the tavern there, of a glass apiece
;
and what do

you think he did. Sir?—I’m blamed if he didn’t call me a donkey,

Sir ! Pact, I assure you. Sir; not a word of a lie in it. Oh, no !

I’m not that sort of a man at all. Sais I, ^ Friend,’ handin’ him
the glass, here’s luck I’

“^Well,’ sais he, ^donkey.’

Sais I, ^ Friend, I hope there’s no offence. I would’nt offend

you for the world;’ and I slipped off my wallet, and laid it down,
and squared off. Sais I, ^ P’raps you’ll make good your words. If

J am a donkey, I’m an English one, at any rate
!’

^^‘Well,’ said the skipper of the house, ^ avast haulin’ there!

donkey, is Dutch for I thank you.’

Oh 1’ sais I, ^ I ax pardon
;

that alters the case. But why didn’t

he speak English ?’

So I took up my pack, and walked on. But they do speak

dreadful lingo in ^ our colonies,’ don’t they. Sir? Did you ever hear

Garlic, Sir 1 Oh, Sir ! when I was wracked at Cape North, they all

spoke Garlic ! I must tell you about that. I hope I don’t intrude,
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Sir, and make too free ? I wouldn^t offend you, Sir, for the world.

Well, Sir, when Captain and me got ashore, sais I, ^ which course

shall we steer. Sir V
“

‘ Any course you like,’ said he. ‘ The voyage is come to an end.’
‘‘‘ ^ Well then,’ said I, ^ ITl steer to our British CouuqW, and he’ll

take care of me, and find me a passage home.’
^ There is no Ch^ncil here,’ said he. ^ You are in one of ^ our

ov:n colonies’ now.’
^ Well,’ sais I, ^ will the authorities do it?’

“ No,’ sais he, ^ you must fish for yourself,’ and he gave me some
money, and we parted. Oh, Sir !” said Jack, seriously, ‘^if you go to

sea, pray the Lord to cast you away anywhere it do seem good to Him,
so long as it tante in ‘ one of our colonies’ Everywhere else a poor

sailor is taken care off, and sent home (they must do it do you see,

for it’s English law)
;
but in ^ our colonies/ they say you’re at home

already, though how they make out Cape North is Bristol, I don’t

know. I was wracked once at Tangiers. Well the CouiiQil be-

haved nandsome to us. He was a fine gentleman, that. He paid

our bills until a vessel offered for England
;
but that is a Christian

country.

Another time I was cast away at Monty Yiddy. We went
ashore in awful weather, and the Council did the s£yne thing. Oh,
Sir, steer clear of ^ our colonies,’ give them a wide berth whatever

you do, as they are the worst places in the world to be wracked in.

‘Well, sais I, ‘if there is no CommW to look out for I, the Lord
will, until He getteth me a passage / so I took the first road I saw,

and follered it, for I knew, in course, Sir, a road must lead some-

where.
“ Well, it was almost dark when I comes to a house, and I knocked

at the door, and I heard a ooman say someut, but I couldn’t make
it outj so I lifts the latch, and walks in. Well, there was seven

women there
;

six of them had spinnin’-wheels, and the old un was
cookingk at the fire.

“ ‘ Mother,’ sais I, ‘ I hope I don’t intrude. I wouldn’t offend

you for the world; but, do you see, T’ve been shipwracked hard by
here. Could you give a poor sailor a mouthful of sumat to eat ?’

“ But she answered me in Garlic, so I was told arterwards, for I

never heard it afore. It warn’t French, or Portuguese, or Spanish,

I knew, for I had heard them folks talk; but it was Garlic. Well,

, the girls all stopt, took a look at me, and then’ they began to jabber

away in Garlic too. Well, the old ooman put a chair for me, and
made signs for me to take off my pack, and then she took a great

long iron bar, and lifted off the cover of a bake-pan that had four or

five fowls in it, and put in a lump of butter as big as my fists, and
shut it up again, and covered it all over with live coals. Oh ! the

smell made me very hungry. Says I, ^ Mother, that smells nice.’
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But she larfed, and shook her head. Well, I turned to the galls,

sais I, ^ Can’t any of you speak English V But they all answered

at onct in Garlic, and what they said I couldn’t tell. So I gets up,

and I does this. I puts up my right hand this way, as if I was
holdin’ of a bottle by the neck, and holds up the other as if it had

a glass in it, and then pretended to pour out slow, put it up to my
mouth, tossed it off, and smacked my lips. Says I, ^ Mother, that’s

English for a glass of rum.’ Oh ! how they all larfed ! They all

knew what I meant, in course, and the old ooman took the hint,

went to a closet, brought out a jug bottle, and a glass, and sat it

down. So I fills it, and offers it to her.

^ After you, Marm,’ sais I, makin’ a bow. ^ I couldn’t think

of takin’ it first.’

Well, she took it off, as if she knowd it better than she did

English
;
and then I filled one, and sais :

‘1 thank you kindly, Marm; and if ever you are cast away, I

hope it won’t be in one of our colonies, where there is no Igiitish

Council. My sarvice to you,’ and I made a scrape of my hind leg,

and tossed off the whisky. Capital stuff it is too, when you’re ship-

wracked, and drenched, and cold.

•‘'Well, as I stood by the chimney, the whisky' within and the fire

without fetched the steam out of my wet clothes like a cloud. ^Look
here, galls,’ says I, a-pointin’ to it, ^how that gets up the steam.’

And they larfed like anythin’. They’d soon larn English if a feller

had time to teach them, don’t you think so. Sir?” and he haw-hawed
as merrily as if his troubles were as light as his pack.

Just then. Sir, in comes a critter that was dressed like a man
about the upper part of its body and arms, and like a woman about

its lower half, havin’ a jacket above and a short petticoat below. But
it had a beard and a pair of yaller hairy legs, it was rigged like a

hemophrodite brig, but it called itself ^ her,’ it spoke a little broken
English, but understood all I said, and it put it into Garlic for them,

and it stopped their laughin’, for they said ^ Oh ! oh ! oh !’ and the

old oonan threw up both hands, and the galls looked as if it would
not take much to make ’em take pity on me and larn me Garlic. I

could see by the way the strange critter went about the house and
ordered things, that he was the old oonan’s fancy man. Trowsers

was scarce there, I suppose, and that’s the reason he wore a petti-

coat, seein’ that there arc no tailors in those woods.

Well, the spinnin’-wheels was set a one side, and the table set

out, and we had a royal meal, and, arterwards I made a motion like

dancin’, and the old boy gets out a fiddle, and we had a merry night

of it.

^^Wcll, at last clothes was brought out, and four of the galls

turned in in one corner of the room. The other two slept with the

old ooman, in a little berth off, and the master mounted guard over
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me, while I took a stretch for it on the hearth. Fact, I assure you,

'Sir, not a word of a lie in it. Oh, no ! Fm not that sort of a man
at all. Sir. Well, in the mornin^ four of the galls mounted their

wheels on their shoulders, and I found from master’s broken English

I was to go with them; so I slung my pack on, and takes up my
hat, and I puts my hand in my pocket and pulls out some silver.

^ Thank you kindly. Sir,’ said I, ‘ but I can afford to pay my way,’

and boldin’ out ray open hand, says I, ^ will you just take whatever

your charge is. Sir?”

^^Well, he got in a dreadful passion. He clapt both his hands

behind him, cocked out his chin, and let go Grarlic like a steam-

engine
;
and his wife got red in the face, and scolded like anythin’.

‘Na-ah, na-ah, na-ah,’ says they.

^MVell, I puts the silver back. Sais I, ‘I beg your pardon, I

didn’t mean to intrude, I wouldn’t offend you for the world.’ And
I bowed and scraped, and then held out my empty fin, and shook

hands with them both
;
and the old ooinan spoke some kind words I

know, for though it was Garlic it sounded soft, as much as to say,

^ Safe home to you, remember me to your mother.’
“ Well, we took up marchin’ order—the galls first in course, then

Morphrodite Brig, then me; but as I got to the door, I turned and

made the motion of the bottle to the old ooraan, and she called back

her husband and brought it out, and he filled a glass, made a speech,

and down with it. Then he poured out one for me, and I just dropt

one knee down, and handed it to the old lady. ^ Couldn’t think of

it, Mann,’ snid I, ‘ afore you,’ and she tossed it off without winkin’,

and looked rael pleased. And then my turn came, and after a volley

of thanks, down it went, when he filled it again.

‘‘Well, thinks I, I ain’t proud, and though you wouldn’t touch

my silver, I won’t go get mad. I’ll just set you a better example,

and that drop followed the other, and I felt good. Sais I, ‘ They
ought to'make you British CounQiX here, for you’re the only one can

talk English, pays all the bill, and shows the road home. If I see

the Governor, I’ll make so bold as to tell him. so.’

“Well, his wife wanted to know what pleased him so much, and

he told her
;
and we shook hands again, and parted. When we got

to the gate, Mophrodite Brig came to an anchor, pointed up the road,

and then pointed off to the right, as if directin’ them
;
and me, and

the four galls, and four spinnin’-wheels, took a fresh departure, and
steered eastward. Yery kind people, them; I shall never forget

them, though they were Garlic. Well, the galls had all the talk to

themselves, and it was dull music. I tried ’em all, but it was no go;

it was all Garlic. Well, in course I convoyed the last of the fleet,

though she could sail as fast as any of ’em, and she began to larn

English fast; she only wanted a little trainin’.
“ ‘Let me carry your wheel for you, dear,’ sais I, and I held out

22 ^
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my Lands for it. ’Pon my word, she understood every word of that,

and gave me the wheel to sling over my shoulder; then she went up
to the others, and pointed to me and the wheel, and they stopt, put
down their wheels, and nearly killed themselves a laiighink

Well, arter awhile I see the galls ready for makin^ sail again,

and I just passed my right arm round the waist of my little Garlic

friend, and lifted her up off the ground, and marched on. She
laughed, and struggled, and kicked out like a haddock that is just

hooked
;
and the other galls enjoyed it first-rate.

Arter awhile I stopt, put out my lips, and bent my head towards
her, and told her that was English for a kiss

;
but she put up her

hands to push my head back
;
she didn’t onderstand it.

Well, arter a little while I stopped and tried it again. It seemed
then as if she had some idea what I meant, but warn’t sure

;
but the

third time she held still, and I gave her an English kiss, and she

gave me one in Garlic in return, and I sot her down. Oh ! that

gall was very quick at lamin’, and she looked as if it was the same
in both languages, only it sounded different in Garlio.

^AVell, Sir, it was pretty much the same traveilin’ next day, only

I hadn’t the galls no longer, and here and there there was a little

more English. At last I came to the great Bras d’Or Lake, and

got a cast in a boat to the other side
;
and, what do you think ?—

upon my honour it’s a fact. Sir— not a word of a lie in it— the

'people were all French ! thick as hops. A great big chapel, with a

cross on it as large as the foretopsai1-yard of a seventy-four. The
first fellow I met had shoes on like a leather mitten, a droll-lookin’

little man with a pipe in his mouth.
^ Hullo I shipmate,’ says I, ^ where does the British Council

live ?
’

He shook his head and walked on, and said nothin’.

‘^^You miserable, yaller-skinned French rascal!’ said I, Gf you

don’t give me a civil answer I’ll horse you up over the first man’s

back I meet, and flog you like a school-boy 1— for it would take six

such fellers as you. to make a man 1

’

^^He understood all I said; for he stopped and swore broken

English at me, and called me everythin’ you can think. Well, I

gave chase out of fun
;
and the way he ran to the house, and yelped

like a dog that is hit with a stone, was as good as a play ! Well, I

roared out a-larfin’, and turned and got into the road again. Well, I

asked two or three, and they spoke very civil, but very broken, and

said they didn’t know what I meant. At last, I met a man travel-

lin’ in a nice phec-a-ton, and axed him.
^ Oh I

’ said he, ^ there is no Consul hero. This is a British

province.’

^ British !
’ says I

;
^ then what the devil are these French fel-
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lows doin^ herOj if it^s one of our colonies? Wby don^t they clear

them out ?
^

‘•‘They are descended from those who were here when we con-

quered it/ says he; ‘ theyh-e British subjects.^

“If they are/ said I, ‘they ought to be made to speak English,

And if I might be so bold^ Sir— I wouldn’t offend you for the

world—but who are them outlandish people up at Cape North ? Em
blowed if it aint worth while to call this one of 02ir colonies, when

you’re the only man in three days journey can speak good English !’

“‘Why/ says he^ ‘those people speak Garlic^ and are High-

landers.’
“ ‘ Highlanders ! Oh yes ! to be sure/ says I, ‘ I ought to have •

known that. But I never knew that they didn’t speak English, and

that their language was Garlic. They are the same as we are—
like as two peas — only they don’t act alike, dress alike, talk alike,

or look alike. I thought tho’ that little spinnin’-wheel kissed just

like one of our English galls do !

’

“‘Jack,’ says he, ‘you’re a merry fellow. Nobody would think

you had only just escaped with your life from a shipwreck ! Here’s

a dollar for you. Work your way on board of some of those vessels

at St. Peter’s to Halifax, and the merchants there will tell you what

to do. Good-bye !

’

“ ‘ Thank you kindly. Sir,’ said I. ‘ But I hope I’ll never be cast

away in one of our colonies agin, where there is no British CouiiqH,

and nothing but Garlic and French.’
“ Well, Sir, the first vessel I saw was ‘ Captain Parks,’ of this

place, and I arrived here last night, and here it’s all Hutch.”

There was no mistakin’ that man for an English sailor— jolly,

thoughtless, and brave. But I couldn’t help thinkin’ how flatterin’

it must be to colonists, when such a feller as that calls their country

“oitrs,” as if he was one of the joint owners ! And yet he has as

much right to talk so, as any member of Parliament has who blathers

in the House of Commons about them, as if he had made them his

study for years, and yet never saw them. There’s many a man
boasts of havin’ known the Duke, who only saw him in the street;

and many a man knows all about the colonies, who has only seen

them on a map. Like a Colonial Secretary, who ordered all Ameri-
can prisoners to be kept for safety at the fortress of Louisburg, which
had been blown up and destroyed fifty years before by English engi-

neers at the national expense.

The British Government always runs to extremes — it either

governs too much or too little, holds too tight a rein or takes the

bridle off altogether. The true superintendin’ duty is like that of

the tame eliphant. When I was to Calcutta, I went up to .Meerat

with a British officer
;
and when we came to a haltin’-station, what

do you think we saw ? An eliphant in charge of the children. The
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family was at work in the fields at some distance, and this great
'

monstrous matron was left to look after their nursery. There was

certain bounds that the youngsters was not to pass. Inside of the

limits, they might amuse themselves fxs they liked, and were not

interfered with. If any of them broke limits, the eliphant took ^em
up with its trunk and sot ’em back

;
and if they played tricks and

tried to go beyond the mark often, they got a shake to remind ’em .

it warn’t safe to attempt it.

England might take an excellent lesson from the eliphant in •

managin’ her refractory children. She is big enough and strong .

enough to do it, and ugly enough to frighten ’em without hurtin’

• them.

‘‘I hope I don’t intrude. Sir,” said Jack, puttin’ on his pack and
preparin’ for a march. Which way did you say I must steer ?

”

‘‘To Annopolis,” said I, “where there is a steamer in which you
can work your way to St. John. From that there are constant oppor-

tunities for England, and sailors are in great request. But you

must inquire your road, or you may have to sleep out all night in

the woods. *

“ Oh, Sir I
” sais he, “ this time of the year, to a man like me,

who has paced the deck at night in all weathers, that’s no great

hardship.”
“ Here’s somethin’ to help you on the way.”
“Thank you kindly. Sir.”

“ But stop,” sais I, “ I am waitin’ for a friend here who lives in

that house yonder. Hold on until he comes, and he will give you
your supper and a night’s lodgin’. It’s too late to take the road

to-night.”

“ Thank you. Sir,” said he, resumin’ his seat. “ Oh, Sir ! a man
who goes to all parts of the world seeth strange things now and agin,

don’t he? Was you ever in New South Wales, Sir?”

“No, never.”

“Well, perhaps you’ve heard tell of it. It’s another of ^ our

colonies^ I have been there in a man of war; though, mind you.

Sir, it warn’t judges sent me there. I’m not that sort of a man at

all. Perhaps you’ve heard we send our convicts to our ^colony

there f and it’s a bounty on breakin’ the law. Sir, for they are better

00" there than at home— fact, I assure you— I have seen it myself.

A block. Sir, at one end of the fore-yard-arm, with a hemp neckcloth

and a clear run aft. Sir, would save a deal of trouble. No, Sir, I

didn’t go out that way, but in Her Majesty’s ship the ‘ Billyruffian’

(Bellerophon). She was christened Billy, Sir, after King William

—

G-od bless him !— who was a sailor to the back-bone like me, and a

rufiian to frighten the Frenchmen and Yankees.”

“Easy scared the Yankees, aint they? ” said I.

“ Well, Sir, they fight well, but they are like the Irish.”
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How is sais I; for there is nothin^ like bearin’ what
folks have to say. It's only your friends and your enemies that

tell you of your faults.

“Well^ Sir^ if three Irishmen get hold of you they fight like

devils, one to box you, and two to see fair play, by joinin’ him and

knockin’ you down. And when the Yankees have a ship of heavier

metal, and more guns than you, there’s no denyin’ of it, they do

fight like men.”
I drew a long puff, took out my cigar, and spit out on the grass.

Thinks I, 3^ou’re a bigger fool than I took you to be
;
but arter all

you aint a bit bigger one than your countrymen generally are.

You see. Sir, the ‘ Constitution’ frigate— p’raps you may have

heard of her? lYell, she was a sixty-four in disguise of a frigate.

She was like a razee, Sir. P’raps you may have heard of a razee,

though I don’t suppose, living in ^ our colonies' you ever see one.

It’s a seventy-four cut down. Sir, as if a razor cut off the upper deck.

They are powerful vessels, Sir, and sail like the wind. Our admirals

do nothin’. Sir, but build vessels, and then alter them. Some they

cuts in two and lengthens, others they razee, and then shifts tho

masts, first here, and then there, alter the rig, and so, on. It amuses

the old gentlemen, and costs nothin’, for there is always plenty of

workmen in the dockj^ards. Some they sell for whalers, becauso

their bulwarks is too thick
]
others because their sterns are too round,

and some because they are too sharp
;
and some they breaks up to

see how much longer they will last, but it’s all good for trade.

Well, Sir, the ^Constitution’ was' like a razee. The ‘ Gerry-arr’

frigate was no match for her. But stop a bit, if the ‘Billy-ruffian’

had a fallen in with her, she’d a handled her pretty, I can tell j'ou.”

“ But 3TOU was talkin’ of your convicts and colonies," sais I,

“ Oh 3’es, Sir,” said he
;

“ there’s a place out there called Swan
Biver, Sir; p’raps you’ve heard of it? There is good anchorage

ground among the islands there. Well, Sir, the captain gave us

leave to have a run ashore, and we had the greatest fun you ever

see. Sir. We started a kangeroo; p’raps you’ve heard of a kan-

geroo ? It’s a razeed giraffe. Sir. A giraffe is all fore-legs, neck,

and head, and has hardly any hind-legs; it is as steep as the roof

of a house, you can’t ride it at all, 3"ou slip right off over the tail.

Well, Sir, the Lords of the Admiralty in old times there, afore the

flood, razeed them, and invented the kangeroos. They are all hind-

legs, and scarcely any fore ones at all; you' can’t ride them either,

the saddle slips right over their heads. That’s just the way they

botches our ships. Sir, running from one extreme to the other

Well. Sir, we started a kangeroo, and gave chase to it, overhauled

it, and captured it, after a desperate struggle. They have a tail like

a marlin’-spike. Sir, only its blunt at the end, and the way they

strike with that is like a flail. I got a blow from it, Sir, savin’
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your presence, that nearly knocked my dead-lights in. When we
first seed it, Sir, it was sittin^ on a livin^ three-legged stool, fact. Sir,

I assure you, not a word of a lie in it. Sir, I am not that sort of a

man at all, oh no ! Sir. It sat up on its hind-legs, and clapped out

its tail stiff against the ground, and that made a nateral stool, and
then it took its young ones on its knees and kissed them, and opened

a bag it had under its belly, like an India-rubber travellin’-bag, and
stowed them careful away, and then off as hard as it could jump.

For its size, perhaps, there is nothing in the world can jump with it,

except it’s a Portugese flea. Well, we overhauled it. Sir, for them
three passengers stowed away in the hold was too much for it.

^ Well,’ sais Bill Hodgens, who was full of the devil. Sir, savin’

your presence ! says Bill, ^ boys, let’s give it a chance for its life.’

Well, we looked round, and there was a black swan in the river— black as ink, Sir; fact, I assure you; not a word of a lie in it.

I never see one before or since. Well, Sir, we off clothes, and into

the water arter it; and at last, we tired it out, and caught it.”

You ought to have taken that black nigger swan to England,’^

sais I, to preach up the ’mancipation of their white brother swans,

that are held in slavery there.”

What’s that ? ” said he. I don’t understand.”

Nothin’,” sais I. ''Go on.”

^^Well, Sir, what do you think we did? Says Bill Hodgens,
^ Let’s belay the swan on to the kangaroo, with a slack of a fathom
of rope, and let them run for it.’

^^No sooner said than done. Sir. Away went the kangaroo, with
the swan a towin’ of it, like a tug-steamer. When they went down
hill, over went kangaroo, heels over head, ever so often

;
its fore

legs was too short. On the plain, it went like the wind
;
and up-hill

the swan pulled like an engine
;
and that was the last that we saw

of them. ' Fact, I assure you. Sir; not a word of a lie in it. Oh !

no. Sir
;
I’m not that sort of a man at all. Sir.”

Here’s the boat,” I said; and I rose up, and went to the

beach.

Throw us the painter. Captain,” said Jack; and as soon as he

caught it, he said, ^^Hold on. Sir;” and pullin’ it over his shoulder,

he drew the boat up on the beach. Where shall I belay it, Sir ?
”

said he.

Fasten this killock to it,” which he threw to him with as much
ease as a biscuit, and stick it in the sand,” said my friend.

^^How are you. Goose?” said I. ^^I have b»en waitin’ here

some time for you.”

Beg your pardon. Sir,” said Jack
;

but were you ever in Ba-

tavia ?
”

“ No,” said Goose, lookin’ puzzled.
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Because, hearin^ your name Goose, reminds me the Dutch Go-

vernor’s name was Goose Van Dam/’
I shouldn’t Avondcr,” said Goose.

Fact, I assure you. Sir. I saw him come on board our ship, the

^ Billyruffian.’ liis Mightiness Goose Van Dam— p’raps you’ve

heard of him—he was a Dutchman, Sir; though why they call them

Dutchmen, when they come from Holland, I don’t know.”
This was one of those remarkable coincidences in life, that some-

times happen
;
which, if inserted in a book, would be said to be too

improbable to believe. He was rewarded by a hearty welcome.

Jack, was there a Counsul there ? ” said I.

^Hndeed, there was. Sir. I’d a thousand times rather be ship-

wrecked there, than out here in one of ‘ Oicr- Colonies’
”

Early the followin’ mornin’ I was summoned by the pilot to go

on board, as the wind was favourable for La Haive. Almost the

first person I saw was poor Jack. Eecollectin’ that the nearest road

to Annapolis was from that place, aivl not from Petite Biviere, I

gave him a cast there on board the ^ Black Hawk,’ and this saved

him a walk of seven or eight miles.

La Haive is one of the most beautiful rivers in this country,

extendin’ from the Atlantic nearly across the province into the

county of Annapolis, inhabited on either side by a hardy and thrivin’

population.^ At its entrance are several extensive and valuable

islands, formin’ admirable shelters for vessels of the largest class.

Tradition says that in old times they were the resort of pirates, and

dreamers have still visions of buried treasures and hidden caskets of

Spanish gold.

The real riches, however, are in the deep, and the fisheries yield

:
them with less labour and risk. As we rounded the point that

i opens a view of the river, I was glad to observe a very large collec-

tion of persons of both sexes in holiday attire, assembled apparently

for some festive occasion. This part of the harbour had evidently

been selected for the convenience of those who dwelt on the adjacent

shore, as well as on the banks of the river, and the green in front of

; the small cluster of houses was covered with numerous little family

CHAPTEB XXVI.
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It is impossible in minglin’ with the people of this coast, who are

descended from the Germans and loyalists, and have by intermar-

riage founded, as it were, a new stock of the human family, not to

be struck with their personal appearance. The men are the finest

specimens of the Nova Scotian race, and the women are singularly

handsome. This remark is applicable to the whole population of

the southern shore, includin’ Lunenberg and Chester; at the latter

place the females are not to be surpassed in beauty by those of ^any

part of the world that I have ever seen. Even Jack said ^‘We
have handsome galls in our colonies. Sir, their eyes are enough to

make you wink.”
After saunterin’ a little about among the crowd, I entered a small

tavern to light my cigar, and took a seat at the window to regard

this movin’ scene. If there is a thing I like, it is to see folks en-

joyin’ themselves. In all ages there have been feasts as well as

fasts in the world, and we wouldn’t have had so many senses, and so

much relish for pleasure if it was wrong to apply them to their nat-

eral uses. If the duty of life was to call out ^AVoe, woe,” ever-

lastinly, I guess that duty wouldn’t have been rendered so hard by a

critter bein’ endowed with laughin’ faculties. Birds sing, colts race,

fish leap, lambs sport, dogs give up barkin’ and play roley poley on
the grass, and even calves twist up their tails like a slip noose, and
kick up their heels while they can, afore they get too stiff. Why
shouldn’t we do so too ?

If the lily of the field has a beautiful white dress on, though there

is nothin’ in the quiet valley where she lives to admire it but the

bullfrog, why shouldn’t a gall in the lone settlement wear one too,

though there is so few to see it ? And if that ugly old maid, the

sunflower, can hang its head and coquette with its. great black eye

and yellow lashes while it follows the sun, who is so high above it,

and does no more than smile graciously on it, why shouldn’t one of

these handsome galls look up admirin’ to me too, as much as to say

I don’t mind if you ainl^a fancy man, for I have good looks enough
for both of us.” And if the doves bill and coo and are ’happy, why
shouldn’t we fall in love and have mates too ? Oh ! but it is a sin to

dance, and a sin to sing, and a sin to go to concerts, and a sin to

joke, and a sin so wear fine clothes, and there is a sin in everythin’.

Bo you know the reason, you pious old sinner? Well, I’ll tell

you. You see a sin in all these things, because your own heart is

full of sin. . Your conscience squints, it looks two ways at once.

You pretend to see harm one way where it aint, and yell as if you
was a-goin to be stung by a snake

;
but the other eye sees it in air-

nest, in a sly corner, and you don’t say a word, mum’s the order of

the day then. Lookin' the wrong %uay puts people on the wrong
scent. Oh! there is nothin' like a squintin’ conscience, you may
depend What do you lay up money for, if you don’t want none
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of these things ? Are you a-goin’ to buy snares for the devil to

noose your children with, you goney? Well, that is a nice young
man there, his hair is brushed down smooth, his shirt bosom is as

plain as a white board fence. He donH go to balls, nor taverns, nor

tandem clubs, nor to messes, but attends high teas at Dorcas meet-

ings, and gives tracts to starvin’ people with famishin’ children—

a

model young man. Why don’t you let him marry your daughter ?

My daughter, Louisa ?”

^Wes, your Louisa.”

What, that fellow ?”

Oh ! no, not that fellow, but that pious excellent young man.”
^AVhy, he is as mean as Job’s turkey, and as poor as a church-

mouse, that has nothin’ but hymn-books to feed on.”

Oh ! then gold is good ?”

Grood ! to be sure it is ! You can’t get on without it.”
‘‘ Yes ! but all the enjoyment that gold buys is wicked, so where

is the good of it, but to make an image of it to worship ?

You old sinner the devil tempts you to hoard up for the fun

of temptin’ your children to squander
;

for he has a delight in takin’

a rise out of such fellows as you be. I see how the game will eend.

He will bag the whole brood of you some of these fine days, body
and soul. Yes, ijes ! whc7i the fox turns preacher, the geese had’

better not go to night meetins.

Yes, enjoy yourselves, my pretty girls, and when you begin to

dance. I’ll astonish your weak narves with the last Paris touch,

won’t I, Lucy Randall?”
Why, Mr. Slick, is that you ?”

Yes, Miss, what’s left of me, at least.” I always say that to

fish for what I always get.

Why, Mr. Slick, I never saw you look better in my life.”

It sounds good to an old bachelor like me, especially now as I

want to persuade myself I do for Sophy’s sake.

But, Lucy,” sais I, a-whisperin’ to her, and I returned the com-

pliment, for galls like to hear it too. They know how handsome
they be as well as you do, but they aint so sure the men think so.

^^Oh,” said she, ^^Mr. Slick, now you’re a-takin’ me off.”

And away she ran, but not before she had promised to dance the

next set with me. Is there any harm in that, old cock-your-mouth ?

How did you court your wife ? The whites of the eyes, when turned

up the way you do, aint very enticin’. You must have listened to

the insinuation of the devil then, and tried to look killin’, or courted

as cats do, by starlight. But what are all the folks lookin’ at, starin’

down the road that ^ay ? Why, as I’m a livin’ sinner, that fellow

is a show, that’s a fact. He was a tall bony man, with a slight stoop

in his shoulders. He wore a Kossuth hat of the largest kind, orna-

mented with a silver buckle in front as big as a curtain-band, a blue

23
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frock-coat, lined througliout witk fine black silk velvet, a satin waist-

coat, covered with gold chains, and loose white drill trowsers, gathered

in at the waist in largo plaits, and surmounted by a red sash
;
but

the most remarkable thing about him was his beard, which extended

nearly to his waist. He walked slowly through the crowd, accosted

people as familiarly as if he had known them all his life, and flou-

rished a large gold-headed cane. His eyes were small, black, rest-

less, and piercinh I saw as he came near the house, that he was a

Yankee, and I felt streaked enough I tell you, for it is such fellers

as that, that lowers our great nation, and are taken as specimens of

Yankees, and not as exceptions. I drew back from the winder, for

I didnH want him to see me. BlusJiin’ for others is the next thing

to talcin’ a IcicJcin’ for them. It aint pleasant. But there was no

escape— in he came.

‘‘Mr. Slick, I presume said he. “I heerd you was here, Sir,

and I called to pay my respects to you. I am Mr. Phinny,^^ said

he, “ of Springfield, Massachusetts. Perhaps you recollect the trip

we had down the Sound in the steamer, when the sailors, paid off

from the frigate to Bostin harbour, were on board, and wanted to

lynch their officers, who happened to be there. I am in the dauger-

type line,^^ he said, “ here, and was a-showiffi them my advertise-

ment,^^ touching his beard, eyein' his dress, and slyly winkin’ at me.
“ Will you be on board to-night?”

“ Yes,” sais I.

“ Then Pil call and see you there. I must return now, and go to

work. I shall make a good thing of it here to-day. Simple people

these. Critters that can eat sourcrout can swaller anythin’. Grood

mornin’.”

And he returned as he came, followed by every eye.

.

“ Who is that ?” was the general inquiry.
“ The man who takes your pictur,” was the ready answer.

His object was gained. He was notorious. His fame was spread

far and near. I was glad to be released from him.

How strange it is, as sure as you aint shaved the ladies get in to

see you. If you have a poor dinner, a critter that is dainty says,

“I don’t mind if I go and take pot-luck with you to-day.” If you
are among grand people, a poor relation dressed in his poorest, that

has nothin’ to brag of but you, shoves right in, and sais, “ Sam, how
are you ? How is Sail ? Are you in the clock line yet ?” Or if

you are among foreigners, actin’ up to the character of our great

nation, a critter from down east, half-trapper, half-logger, with a

touch of the river-rat, dressed like an ourang-outang, whose mother
made his clothes to save a tailor’s bill, cuts in and takes a hand in

the conversation, so as to make you feel as smaH as the little end of

nothin’ whittled down to a point, while all the rest of the company
are splittin’ with laughter ready to bust. And shows his wit by
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pattin^ a pet Spaniel dog of some gentleman on the head, and sud-

denly, when he has coaxed him to look up, puttin’ his eyes out, and

half-chokin’ him with a shower of tobacco-juice. Why don’t you

chaw, doggy? ^Vell, I want to know;” and then brays out a laugh

as loud as a donkey’s.

Phinny was one of them onexpected drift-logs, that was floatin’

about in the eddy here, just where you didn’t want to see him. It

disconsarted me
;

so I strolled up stream, and stretched out in the

grass under the shade of some spruces, and fell into a musin’ flt.

How is it that we are so like England as a whole, and differ so in parts,

sais I to myself. Jack is a sailor, such as }mu see in England, but

not in the States. Blackbeard Phinny is a travellin’ black-leg, such

as you see in the States, but not in England
;
but so it is, and it

aint confined to those two specimens. Brag in its way is common
to both.

Jack talks of our colonies^’ as if he owned them all, and Dauger-

type talks of our great nation” as if he was the biggest and best

part of it. Now we are two great nations, that’s a fact— the great-

est, by a long chalk, of any in the world—speak the same language,

have the same religion, and our constitution don’t differ no great.

We ought to draw closer than we do. We are big enough, equal

enough, and strong enough not to be jealous of each other. United

we are more nor a match for all the other nations put together, and
can defy their fleets, armies, and millions. Single, wm couldn’t stand

against all, and if one was to fall, where would the other be ? Mournin’

over the grave that cqvers a relative whose place can never be filled.

It is authors of silly books, editors of silly papers, and demagogues
of silly parties that help to estrange us. I wish there was a gibbet

high enough and strong enough to hang up all these enemies of

mankind on.

I have studied both nations, and love them both
;
and after addin’

all that is to be counted on one side, and subtractin’ all that is to be
deducted on the other, I aint candidly and fairly sartified which is

the greatest of the two nations. But, on the whole, I think we are,

take it altogether. The sum may be stated in this way : England
is great in wealth, in population, in lamin’, in energy, in manufac-
tories, and in her possessions

;
but then her weakness is in her size.

I knew a man onct who was so tall he didn’t know when his feet

was cold, they were so far from his heart. That is the case with

England and her distant colonies. She don’t know the state of

feelin’ there, and sore spots are allowed to mortify until amputation

,

is necessary. Giants aint formidable folks in a general way. Their
joints are loose, their bodies are too heavy, their motions unwieldy
—they knock their heads agin doors, and can’t stow away their legs

in coaches or under tables, their backs aint fit for daily work, and



268 A PICNIC AT LA H A I V E

.

light-built fellers can dance round them^ and insult them, without
danger of bein’ caught.

Now foreign possessions, like full-grown children, are expensive.

In time of peace, colonies help trade y but in time of war, how are

they to be defended ? There must he incorjyoration or separatioji—
united pou stand, divided you fall. Now we have our country, as

father used to say of his farm, all in a ring-fence. Every climate at

home. We raise the northern pine and the southern sugar-cane,

the potato and the pine-apple, the grape and the winter fruit, bear-

skins and cotton. We have two oceans, and the coast on each is

easily defended. Rivers, lakes, canals, railways, and telegraphs

intersect and connect the whole. We can supply ourselves with

everythin’ we want—we have a world of our own. John Bull him-
self wouldn’t deny this. If we aint greater than England, we are

as great; if we don’t grow faster, we grow as fast. -We have nothin’

to envy, and Englishmen are on too good tarrns with themselves to

envy any one. Our duty and our interest is to unite as one, and
humanize. Christianize, and civilize the whole world.

But I forget all about Lucy Randall. I must go and look for

her.

Oh, Lucy !” sais I, how glad I am to see you. When do you
intend to stop growin’ ?”

Me !” said she. “ Why I am twenty-two years old, I have done

growin’ these six years past. Why, what a strange question.”

G-rowin’ handsome,” sais I. Every time I see you the hand-

somer you grow.” *

^^Oh! now, Mr. Slick,” she said, ^^you are takin’ me off.”

No, Lucy,” sais I, I aint the lucky man that is to take you off,

it’s somebody else.”

She coloured up, and said hastily : Who told you that ?”

The fact is her own blushes told me I hadn’t guessed far wrong,

as plain as anythin’.

‘‘ Oh ! never mind,” sais I, can keep a secret; is it so?”

People say so,” she said. Have you been married since you

was here, Mr. Slick ?”

“ Sit down here, and I will tell you,” sais I. The hict is I have

been too busy to think of it, but now I am agoin’ to settle down;

and if I could find a young lady that wouldn’t object to a man who
had been a clockmaker, and is a Yankee-doodle in the bargain, I

think I would knock under, and ask for marcy
;
but they are easier

talked of than found.”

Now what I am goin’ to set down. Squire, is a fact, but I know
you will put it all to the credit of my vanity, and say it’s one of ray

boasts, for you are always a sayin’ that I cousait people admire me
and my books and all that, more nor any one else does

;
but it’s no

such a thing, it’s my knowledge of human natur’ that enables me to
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read folks’ thoiiglits like print. Put me in a court, and Pll tell you

if a witness is lyin’ or not; show me a jury, and I’ll tell you who is

for the plaintiff, and who for the defendant, and Vvho don’t under-

stand a word that’s said. The fice, like a shop-front, was intended

to show the sort of wares that’s inside. It’s a, beautiful study
;
and

the only reason it aint taught in schools is, that boys would find out

what fools their masters be. What I am a goin’ to tell you is a

fact. Lucy just gave me a sort of absent look, her eyes was on me,

but she was a speculatin’ on herself
;
she said nothin’ for a space,

and then drew a long, easy breath, as much as to say, what a grand

chance that would be for me.

I don’t mind tollin’ you Lucy,” sais I, but don’t mention it to

any one. I am safe with you, seein’ you are agoin’ to be married

yourself.”

Me !” said she. Why who onder the sun told you that story ?”

^^AYhy:you said so just now, yourself.”

^^No I didn’t,” said she. I said people said so, and so they do,

for they are always a settin’ down one to somebody or. another. It’s

a pity they wouldn’t mind their own business. There aint no truth

in it— I aint engaged. The way married folks live aint no great

temptation to marry, is it ?”

Well, it aint,” sais I, that’s a fact. I feel kind of skeered

myself when I turn it over in my mind.”

I am only twenty-two,” said she, “ and have plenty of time to

decide on it yet, don’t you think so? What in the world is Eunice
Snare coming over here for?” she said, with evident annoyance.

Come let us go where the dancers are, I can’t abide that girl. I

never could discover what folks see in her to call her handsome. But
who is that gentleman, Mr. Slick ?”

That is our captain,” sais I. He is as fine a feller as ever

lived
;

let me introduce him to you.”

Lucy was puzzled. She didn’t want to leave a man that was in

sarch of a wife, and still less less to leave him with Eunice Snare.

But she was pleased with her new acquaintance, and accepted him
as a partner for the dance. Oh, Lucy ! sais I to myself, you are a

little bit of a jilt, you know you are. And Sam, sais I, did you ever

see a miller a hoverin’ round a candle ? he is apt to get his wings

singed afore he is done, aint he ? What would Sophy say, if she

was here ?

“ How are you, Mr. Slick ?” said Peter Pink, a goney, who lived

to Bridge-Port, at Upper La Haive. I am glad to see you. You’re

just the man I wanted to see. How is times to California?”

Grand,” sais I.

Well, I’m goin’ there,” sais he.

That’s right. It’s a noble place, lots of gold there
;

all you’ve

23 *
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got to do is to £nd it/' sais I, and you can’t help doin’ that, if you
don’t miss it.”

‘^What sort of a place is San Francisco?”

Grand
;

it’s only been burned down ten times in five years, and

now it’s ten times as large as it was at fust.”

Hot, aint it?”

Well no, not particularly, especially at the diggins. Folks froze

to death there this last winter in the snow-storms, and them that

weren’t froze died of starvation
\
but it was their own fault, they

forgot that gold wouldn’t buy food where there aint none to sell. A
sensible man like you would make your fortin there.”

What shairi take out?”
Oh, a small kit will do. A rifle, a brace of Colt’s revolver pis-

tols, and a bowie-knife, is all you want for arms. A pair of heavy
water-proof boots to keep your feet dry, a broad-bx'immed hat to keep
your head cool, a set of light fingers, and a pair of scales of the

right sort to weigh gold
;

for sixteen ounces of that only weighs ten

of lead at the diggins. The only objection is, there is no security

where there is a Committee of Safety. A feller is hanged on sus-

picion there sometimes, but then it’s only brazen-faced fellows that

suffer. Golden locks—- and your hair is as yaller as a carrot— will

save your life anywhere.”

Well,” sais he, after all its better nor farmin’, aint it? It’s

sickly tho’, they tell me.”
Oh, no ! nothin’ to speak of. There is the bullet-fever, to be

sure
;
but if you keep out of its way it won’t hurt you.”

^^But what do you think of Australia?”

‘^No go,” sais I; ^^a man can make a fortune of a million or two

there in no time
;
but when he comes back, if he goes to England

(which he would in course, for no man with such a lot of money as

that woflld come back to La Halve), folks button up their pockets

and edge off. Judges give him a knowin’ wink, as if they had seen

him afore, and policemen swear they knew him of old about town

;

and as like as not he will be took up for some one else, for many a

handsomer fellow than you be has been strung up before now. It’s

no great credit to be a colonist at any time
;
but Botany Bay ! Oh !

it’s the devil ! It aint much to say you are a bishop there, for folks

laugh and say the greater the sinner the greater the saint. You
can’t even boast of your acquaintance— no matter if they are great

people. You won’t raise yourself by sayin’ you played cards with

Smith O’Brien
;
and by turnin’ up the Knave of Clubs, won a nug-

get of ore that was as heavy as himself, and he hadn’t weight enough

to stretch a rope
;
but still it is a great thing if you arc invited

among grand people, and dine off of silvei’, to be able to say my
gridiron and my tea-kettle arc gold— real pure gold— yellow as saf-

fron, and no alloy.”
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I see,” said Blue-nose, you don’t think much of either of

them. What locality do you recommend, for this is no place for a

smart man
;

it was made of a Saturday night when it was late, and

the job was only half done
^
and it appears to me all the ballast of

the ark was throwed out here,” and he looked pleased, as if he said

somethin’ clever.

Bockyfornia,” sais I, is the country for me.”
Rockyfornia !” sais he; I never heerd of it.”

You wouldn’t know it,” sais I, ^^if I was to tell you, for you
don’t onderstand geography

;
it aint taught in the school to Bridge-

Port; and if I was to show you the map, you wouldn’t be a bit the

wiser. That’s the place for rich deposits; it beats Melburn and
Pacific murder fields of gold all holler.”

‘^Do tell,” sais he, where is it?”

knew,” said I, party of men go there onct, and afore

twelve o’clock one day clear two thousand pounds, and in the evenin’

two thousand more. What do you think of that, my old boy ?”

sais I, clappin’ of him on the shoulder.

Where was that ? Do, for goodness gracious sake, tell me ?”

Well,” sais I, I will if you can keep a secret, for there aint

but few people as knows it. Will you promise me ?”

‘‘ I’ll swear to it,” sais he.

^^Oh! then I won’t believe you at all,” sais I. Voluntary

oaths aint bindin’. I’ll affarm; well, that’s an equivocatin’ oath.

Father used to say that no man affarms, but a critter that likes to

lie his own way
;
he lifts up his hand, and sais, ^ Take that for an

oath
;

it’s an oath to you, but it aint to me, for I shut down three

fingers, and who cares for the minority?’ But, accordin’ to my
opinion, and I have no prejudices, affarmin’ is just as good as

swearin’ when the truth aint a-goin’ to be told.”

^‘Well, I’ll kiss the book.”

What in natur’ is the use in you kissin’ a book you can’t read?”

Well, on my honour.”

Honour ! what’s that ? An honourable man pays his grog debts,

and cheats his tradesman.”

Well, I hope I may die, if I do.”

^^Well, you’ll die at any rate, whether you do, or whether you
don’t. Even old Mathusalem had to die at last; and it’s my opinion

he must have been blind, and deaf, and stupid, like an old dog,

many a day afore he did go, and was in every one’s way.”
Well, what security can I give you?”

^H’ll trust you like a man,” sais I; ^^I’ll take you at your word.”

Thank you, Sir. Your confidence aint misplaced, I do assure

you.”

Where is this wonderful country ? a poor despiseable one,” said

1, called Nova Scotia. I saw a thousand barrels of macarel drawn
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in one seine, and they were worth two pounds a barrel. Now go to

school, and learn multiplication-table, and sec how much that haul

was worth.^^

Oh, yes,’^ said he, but you have to catch them, clean them,

and barrel them, and then take them to market, before you touch

your pay. But strike the pickaxe into the ground, and out with a

nugget worth twenty or thirty pounds—aint that what we call short

metre, to singing-school

^^Well, it aint a much shorter sum than t’other one,” said I.

First, you have got to dig, and then you have to bale out the hole,

and then it caves in, and buries the pick-axe, shovel, and basket

;

and then you go and buy others, and at it agin
;
and arter a while,

ague comes, that shakes the bedstead down, like dyin’ convulsions;

first, it most roasts you, then it most freezes yoii, and at last you hit

the nugget, as big as a piece of chalk, and you put it into your pack,

buy a pair of pistols, powder and ball, and a long knife, to defend it,

and tramp down to town, walkin’ all night, and winkin’ all day, and

faintin’ almost all the time
;
and when you go to sell it, one-third is

quartz, one-third dirt, and one-third the real auriferous deposit, scat-

tered about in little particles of gold, as big as currant-seeds, in a

substance called matrix. Instead of a farm, it will only purchase a

night’s lodgin’, and a new pair of shoes to walk back in. Oh
!
go

to the diggins, by all means. It is a lottery, to be sure
;
but you

may draw a prize. The only thing is, that when you come to count

the cost, you are apt to look blank yourself
;
but one blank to a prize

aint much out of the way, as lotteries go.”

^^Mr. Slick,” said he, ^^do you think me a fool, to talk to me
that way ?”

*^No,” sais I; ^^I don’t think so at all; I know it.”

^^Well, then,” sais he, ‘^I’ll teach you better manners;” and

really, them fellers that have Dutch blood in them like fightin’

rather better than arguin’
;
and Master Pete Fink was in rael airnest,

so he began to square off.

Thinks I, Sam, you have pushed this a little too far
;
and if you

don’t mind your stops, you’ll have to lick him, which will do neither

of you any good, and will lower your position in society. So I stept

back a little, and just then saw old Sojrow, the black cook and

fiddler. Ki !” sais I, and the nigger saw at once what I wanted,

and came double quick. Mr. Pete,” sais I, I warn’t brought up
to fightin’ and wranglin’

;
as mother used to say,

“ ‘ Little cliildren, never let

Your angry passions rise,

Your little hands were never meant
To tear eacli other’s eyes.’ ”

Oh ! how ravin’ mad that made him ! He fairly hopped agin.

Pokin’ is loorsc than hittin’
,
any time ; no one can stand it, hardly.
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^^Here is a Emancipated nigger/E sais I, which you poor des-

pisable Colonists aint. Yv'e look down upon you, and so do the

British : and you donEt respect yourselves. You are neither chalk

nor cheese
;
but this coloured gentleman will butt, goudge, fight, or

kick shins with you, whichever you please. Sorrow, make this man
sing, ^ Oh ! be joyful V

” and I strolled on, and left them.

Lucy was fiirtinE with my friend, the Captin
;
and Eunice Snare

said that he had put Captain Hooft HoogstratenEs nose out of joint,

and wondered when he returned from the West Indies what he

would think of the way she was behaviuE.

^‘HavenEt we had a pleasant day?E^ said she. ^^Who do you
think is the prettiest girl here; come tell me now. I aint fishiuE

for compliments, so donEt say me for perliteness, for Upraise to the

face is open disgrace
,

e

but just say now any other. Which do you
think is the handsomest young lady

There is nobody handsome, ee
sais I, where you are, Eunice.EE

^^PhooIEE said she, ^^how stupid you are; are you as active as

you used to be, Mr. Slick, when you could jump over three horses

standinE

Suppose we have a race.EE

And off we went as hard as we could clip. I noticed we was be-

hind a screen of spruces that concealed us from view, and therefore

didnEf mind
;
and away we went up the windinE road like wink. ' At

last she gave in, and sat down on a windfall-log fairly beat out. Oh,
she panted like a hunted hare. Well, in course I sat down along

side of her, and had to support her with my arm, and her voice was
almost entirely gone, and we had to talk in signs with our lips in-

stead of our voices. It was a long time afore she came to, and she

had to rest her head on my shoulder, when Eunice, Eunice,EE was
shouted out as clear as a whistle. It gave her a convulsive fit amost.

She pressed me so close,, and then sprang up as short as a steel-trap.

^^That is Lucy Eandairs voice,EE said she, ^“^aint it provokinE ?

Come, let us return, Mr. Slick. Oh, Lucy dear said she, deter-

mined to have the first word. We have been lookinE for you every-

where. Mr. Slick said he was sure he saw you come this way; but

I said, I thought the Captin had rowed you to the island.EE

What that meant I donEt know, but it disconsarted the young
lady, who was no match for her rival. She merely said :

Snares are oftener set in shady places than in public thorough-

fares,
ee

But this little skirmish ended immediately, and the two beautiful

girls were on the best possible terms with each other in less than no
time. ItEs a charminE thing to see how lovinE young ladies are to

each other when men are by. I wonder if they are so when they

are by themselves. After a hand is played out you have to shuffle



274 A PICNIC AT LA HAIVE.

the cards, cut, change places, and take a new deal
;
and Lucy and I

was partners again.

What do you think of Miss Snare V’ said she. Some folks,^^

(layin’ great stress upon the some, as if they were plaguey few)
“ actilly do say she is very handsome.’^

Well, she warn^t behind the door when beauty was given out,

that^s a fact.'”

^^She is not the girl,” said she, ^Ho be behind the door at no

time,” and she looked wicked. ^^The babes in the woods lost their

way, didn’t they?” and she laughed like anythin’.

Well,” sais I, ^^you are apt to lose your way, and go round and
round in the woods when you are too busy, talkin’, to mind turnin’s.

Supposin’ I row you over to the island
;
come let’s see what sort of

a place that is. They say Captain Hooft Hoogstraten is goin’ to

build there.”
‘‘ What story is that,” said she, and she stopt a minit and coloured

up, as she looked inquirinly into my face. What story is that

Eunice has been teliin’ you of me ? I should like to hear it, for I

don’t know what it means.”

“Nor I either,” said I, “ I only heard you a sparrin’ a little, and
that’s the jibe she gave you. You heard as much as I did. When
I walk with young ladies I generally talk to them of themselves and
not of others. I wouldn’t let any one speak agin you, Lucy; if they

did, they would only lower themselves. It’s nateral if she did feel

kinder jealous of you; two splendiferous galls, like you two, are

like two candles.”

“ How is that ?” said she.

“ Why, one will light a whole room as clear as day
;

fetch the

second in, and it takes half the power of the other off and don’t

make things much brighter arter all.”

“ That’s no reason why one should be blowed out,” said she.

“No, dear; but if one should go out of itself, you aint left in

the dark.”
“ Oh I that would scare a body dreadfully, wouldn’t it ?” said she,

and she larfed as if the idea was not so very frightful arter all.

“So you like two strings to your bow, do you?” she said.

“I haven’t one yet,” said I, “I wish I had. Now you have

three; there is Mr. Hooft Hoogstraten, what a thunderin’ hard

hame he has got.”

“Neither he nor his name is anythin’ to me,” and she spoke with

an angry air; but I went on.

“There is Hoogstraten, or whatever it is, and the Captain and

me
;
and you are so hard to please, you want to keep us all.”

“What flirts all you men are,” said she. “But oh, my sakes!

aint that tree lovely ? just one mass of flowers. Hold me up please,
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Mr. Slick, till I get a branch off of that apple-tree. Oh dear ! how
sweet it smells.

Well I took her in my arms and lifted her up, but she was a long

time a choosin’ of a wreath, and that one she put round my hat, and
then she gathered some sprigs for a nosegay.

Don’t hold me so high, please. There smell that, aint it beau-

tiful ? I hope I aint a showin’ of my ankles.’’

Lucy, how my heart beats,” sais I, and it did too, it thundered

like a sledge-hammer : I actilly thought it would have tore my waist-

coat buttons off. Don’t you hear it go bump, bump, bump, Lucy ?

I wonder if it ever busts like a biler
;

for boldin’ such a gall as you
be, Lucy, in one’s arms aint safe, it is as much as one’s

—

”

Don’t be silly,” said she, larfin’, or I’ll get right down this

minit. No,” she said, “ I don’t hear it beat; I don’t believe you’ve

got any heart at all.”

There,” said I, bringin’ her a little farther forward, “ don’t you
hear it now ? Listen.”

“No,” said she, “it’s nothin’ but your watch tickin’,” and she

larfed like anythin’
;
“ I thought so.”

“ You haven’t got no heart at all, have you ?” sais I.

“ It never has been tried yet,” said she. “ I hardly know whether

I have one or not.”

“ Oh ! then you don’t know whether it is in the right place or

not.”

“Yes it is,” said she, a pullin’ of my whiskers; “yes it is just in

the right place, just where it ought to be,” and she put my hand on

it
;
“ where else would you have it, dear, but where it is ? But,

hush !” said she; “I saw Eunice Snare just now; she is a cornin’

round the turn there. Set me down quick, please. Ain’t it pro-

vokin’ ? that gall fairly harnts me. I hope she didn’t see me in

your arms.”
“ I’ll lift her up to the tree too,” sais I, “ if you like

;
and then—

”

“ Oh no I” said she, “ it aint worth while. I don’t care what she

says or thinks one snap of my finger,” and advancin’ rapidly, held

out the nosegay, and presented it to the Captin.

“ Ah I” sais I, gazin’ sadly over her shoulder, “ here comes Sorrow.”
“ Sorrow !” said both the young ladies at onct.

“ Yes, Sorrow,” sais I; “don’t you see him ?” and as they turned

round, they both exclaimed
: ^

“ Why, it’s only a niggar
!”

“ Yes, but his name is Sorrow, and he is the bearer of bad news,

I know.”
“ Captin,” said the darkie messenger, “ Massa Pilot say, please,

come on board, Sar
;

tide is all right fer crossin’ de bar, if der is de

leastest morsel of wind in de world.”
“ Well that is provokin’ I” said Lucy.
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^^Well I do declare, that is too bad I” said Eunice.

Thinks I to myself, Ah, sorrow, as poor old Minister used to

gay, and he was a book of poetry himself, he was full of wise saws.

Ah, sorrow, how close you tread on the heels of enjoyment ! The
rose has its thorn, the peach its worm

;
and decay lies concealed in

the chalice of the flower. All earthly things are doomed to pass

away. The feast ceases; the day expires; the night wears out at

last; joy departs when most enjoyed. The cord snaps in twain,

and is parted for ever. Life is not a dream, Tis but a gleam. The
sunny spot of the morning, is the shady side of the evening. We
have no abidin^ place

;
we must move with the changing scene, or

it leaves and forgets us.^^

How well I remember his very words, poor dear old man.

How mysterious it is, he used to say, that in the midst of gaiety,

serious thoughts like unbidden guests, should intrude where they are

neither expected nor wanted. All however is not afiected alike.

The hearse and the mourner pass unobserved in the crowd, one con-

tains a dead body and the other an aching heart, while all around is

noise, frivolity, or business. Poor old soul, nobody talked like him
I do believe. Yes it is a sudden partin’, but it is better that is so,

Lucy,” thought I, for we haven’t had time to be quite foolish, and
the knowledge of that makes even folly agreeable.”

CHAPTER XXYII.

A NARROW ESCAPE.

The wind came in slight pufls and died away, sportin’ about here

and there, just rufflin’ the surface in places, but not heavy enough to

raise a ripple. The sailors called those spots cat’s-paws. It con-

tinued in this way until the tide had ebbed so far as to obstruct our

passage over the bar, and we were compelled to remain where we
were until the morning. While walkin’ up and down the deck with

the Captin, talkin’ over the events of the day, we observed a boat

put off, and steer for the ^ Black Hawk.’ There was no mistakin’

the man in the stern
;

it was Phinny, the daugertype-man.

Who in the world is that feller ?” said the Captin.

A countryman of ourn,” I said.

^^And no great credit to us either, I should think,” he replied.

‘^It takes a great many strange fellows to make a world; but I wish
ours would stay at home, and not make us ridiculous abroad. No
sensible man ever dressed that way, and no honest man would like

to publish himself a rogue. What does he want ?”

^‘I’ll soon find that out,” said I; ^^for tho’ I wouldn’t care to be
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seen talkin’ to him ashore, I should like to draw him out now we
are alone, for he is a character. Such cStters looh icell in a piciur\

i/Lo’ there is nothin’ to admire in themselves.”

lie handed up a small carpet-bag and his gold-headed cane, and

mounted the deck with surprisin’ agility.

How are you, gentle-mc?i said he. What port do you hail

from, Captin ?” And without waitin’ for a reply went on rapidly

from one question to another. Walked into the Bluenoses to-day,

Mr. Slick, to the tune of four hundred dollars, between sales of

prints and daugertypes. Can you set me ashore bymeby, or shall I

make this Dytcher wait for me ? I’de rather he should go. Felloics

iclio have no tongues are often all eyes and ears.

All right,” said the Captin.

Now, gentle-me?i,” said Phinny, “ suppose we go below ?” The
Captin larfed at his free-and-easy manner, but continued pacin’ the

deck, while Mr. Phinny and myself descended to the cabin.

“ AVhich is your state-room, Mr. Slick ?” said he, and takin’ his

carpet-bag in his hand, he entered and closed the door after him.

I returned to the deck, and advised Cutler to swaller his disgust,

and come and hear the feller talk. What was our astonishment at

findin’ another person there, as onlike the one who came on board

as it Was possible for any two people in the world to be ! The enor-

mous black beard and whiskers were gone
;
the velvet coat was ex-

changed for a common jacket; and the gold chains and satin waist-

coat were superseded by a warm, grey, homespun vest.

Do }mu know me now. Slick ?” said he
;

for a feller that don’t

respect locks, don’t mind handles, in a general way. ^^Do you
mind Jaamin Phinny, or Jawin’ Phinny, as they used to call me ?”

‘^Yes,” said I, with a strong revoltin’ feelin’ of dislike, mixed
up with great curiosity, for he was a noted bird— a bold, darin’, on-

principled feller.

“ Have you got anythin’ to drink ?” he said.

Yes. What will you have ?”

Anythin’ you please,” he said; ‘^for I am a citizen of the

whole univarsal United States world. Drink water in Maine, cham-

paigne in New York, cider in Pennsylvania, and everything in New
Orleens, from whiskey down to red-ink— that they call claret. I

aint no ways partikilar : like ’em all but water, as I do the women

—

all but the old ones. I say, did you See that Snare gall ? aint she a

sneezer—a regelar ring-tailed roarer ? I have half a mind to marry
that heifer, tho’ wives are bothersome critters when you have too

many of them. I have three on hand jist now, and they talk as

savage as meat-axes sometimes, about States prison. You can’t

reform ’em, the only way is to chloriiorm them.”
Oh, Lucy!” thinks I, am glad you are safe, at any rate.

But still I wish Hoogstraten would make haste back from the West
24
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Indies; for the devil is among you^ a-roamin’ about, seekin’ whom
he may devour. As for Eunice, she can take care of herself

:
galls

that romp like her, know how to fend off better than gentler ones

like you, Lucy. And, besides, there are two things Phinny don’t

know— one is, that all natur’ has its instincts for self-preservation,

and iDolves cmi’t allure, they only scare their 'prey ; and another is

an old farm saw we used to have to Slickville, It aint the noisiest

ca,rt that's the easiest npsot always. If he goes to handle Eunice

rough, she’ll clapper-claw his false beard off in no time
;

for she is

as springy as a catamount. The country galls are all vartuous, and
their arts are only what’s common to the sex in general. Innocence

is always unsuspicious, and is apt to he a Utile grain too free and
easy. If Phinny mistakes that for boldness, the Dutch boys will

make La Halve too hot for him, I know.”
I saw Cutler was gittin’ impatient, and I was afraid he would lose

his temper with the feller. He didn’t know what I do— that there

is an hypocracy in vice as well as religion. It’s the pride of some
folks— like Jaamin— to make you think they surpass all in their

line, as it is among others, to make you believe they are saints.

The one tries to frighten you into the road he wants you to travel,

and the other to seduce you into confidence. Both masks are fur-

nished by the devil.

^^I had no notion, Mr. Phinny,” said I, ^Hhat that was a false

beard you wore ! What is your object in wearing it ?”

Object I” said he, why to advertise myself, to be sure. ^ Who
is that man with the beard V ‘ The man that takes daugertypes.’

Polks won’t stop to read yonr handAAW^, but they must look at your

chin-hiW. They can’t help it nohow they can fix it. And then there

is another object : it aint always pleasant to be known, especially if

the police are after you
;
and a disguise may save you a sore throat

some day. I’ll tell you how I got it. Last year I was to New Or-

leens, a sarvin’ of my master as faithful as ever any man did
—

”

Your master,” sais I.

Yes,” said he, ^^my master, the devil. Well, one night I got

in a’most an all-fired row. I never could keep out of them to save

my life
;
they seem kinder nateral to me. I guess there must have

been a row in the house when I was born, for I can’t recollect the

fust I was in, I began so airly. Well, one night I heered an awful

noise in a gamblin’-house there. Everybody was talkin’ at onct,

swearin’ at onct, and hittin’ at onct. It sounded so beautiful and
enticin’ I couldn’t go by, and I just up stairs, and dashed right into

it like wink. They had been playin’ for one of the most angelife-

rous slave-galls I ever seed. She was all but white, a plaguey sight

more near white than any Spanish, or Portuguese, or Eyetalien gall

you ever laid eyes on
;
in fact, there was nothin’ black about her

but her hair. A Frenchman owned her, and now claimed her back
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on his single resarved throw. The gall stood on a chair in full view,

a perfect pictur’ of Southern beauty, dressed to the greatest advan-

tage, well educated, and a prize fit for President Tyler to win. I

worked my way up to where she was, and sais I

:

^^^Are them your sale papers?^
^ Yes,^ sais she

;
^ all prepared, except the blank for the winners

name.’
^ Put them in your pocket,’ sais I, ^ dear. Now is there any way

to escape V
‘ Back door,’ said she, pointin’ to one behind her.

^ All right,’ sais I; ^ don’t be skeered. I’ll die for you, but I’ll

have you.’

The fight was now general, every feller in the room was at it,

for they said the owner was a cheatin’ of them. The French and

furriners were on one side, the City and River boys on the other

;

and as the first was armed, they was gettin’ rather the better of it,

when I ups with a chair, breaks a leg of it ofi*, and lays about right

and left, till I came to the owner of the gall, when I made a pass at

his sword-arm, that brought the blade out of it flyin’. I saw him
feelin’ for a pistol with the -other hand, when I calls out, ^ Quick,

boys, out with the lights for your life, lose no time !’ And as they

went out, away he goes too, neck and crop out of the winder, and
the gall and I slipt through the door, down the back stairs into the

street, drove off home, insarted my name in the blank of the bill of

sale, and she was mine. The knave of clubs is a great card, Slick.

Oh ! she was a doll, and got very fond of me
;
she stuck as close to

me as the bark on a hickory log. She kicked up a horrible row
when I sold her again, most as bad as the one I got her in

;
and I

must say I was sorry to part with her, too, but I wanted the money,
and she fetched a large sum.”

Good Heavens !” said Cutler, “how dreadful !” And springin’

suddenly to his feet, left the cabin instantly.

Phinny looked over his shoulder at him with a most diabolical

expression of countenance.
“ What the devil is the matter with that feller ?” said he. “ Have

you any galley-nippers here. Slick ? That critter reared up as if he

was stung by one.”
“ Perhaps it was a gallus-nipper,” said I, “ that scared him,.”

He turned the same dreadful savage look on me, and stared hard

;

but it would take a better or a wuss chap than him to make me
wink. All he saw was a smile, so at last he repeated the words,
“ Callus nipper I” calm and slowly.

“ It may be so,” said he. “ We are born, but we aint dead
;
and

you and I may be exalted yet above the common herd if we get our

due.” And he poured out a tumbler of raw brandy, and tipt it off

like water, and proceeded :
“ The way that' Frenchman flew out of
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the winder when the lights was put out, was just exactly like the

motion of a bat. He fell on the pavement as a sack of grain does

that slips out of the slings. It’s the way to make vegetable marrow
when you’re in a hurry. Throw a pumpkin up in the air, and it

will come down squash. Well, New Orleens, arter a while, began

to get too hot for me, for I never could keep cool anywhere
;

so one

fine mornin’ I found myself a goin’ up the Mississippi first rate.

When we arrived opposite Yixburg, a gambler came on board with

that very identical beard on you saw me wear, and the way he fleeced

the river people was cautionary. Seein’ me there lookin’ pretty

stupid drunk, for I pretended to be hardly able to stand, he chal-

lenged me to try my luck, and I fairly cleaned him out, broke him
all to smash like a shut-up bank. H bagged three thousand dollars,

and staggered off as if nothin’ above partikelar had happened. As
for him, he looked like a feller who, when it rains mush, has got no
spoon. There was a young cotton-trader on board at the time

whose life I had saved onct in a mass meetin’ row about Cuba,

for party spirit ran high, you know, at New Orleens just then. So
sais I

:

^ Friend, what do you think I had best do to avoid that critter ?

for he he would think no more of dirkin’ me than stickin’ a suckin’

pig
!’

^ Gro to bed,’ said he, ^and I will go with you, and we will con-

coct a plan.’

‘^No sooner said than done. He turned' into the off-side of a

berth, and took charge of my money, and I took out the pocket-

book, and folded up a newspaper and put in it, and stowed it all

away in my pocket, and then emptied out a carpet-bag, and stuffed

some of the bed-clothes in it, and locked it, and sot down, pretendin’

to be too screwy to talk sense. Presently in comes the gambler-

man, but without his beard, but that made no difference. I had

watched his eye too keen to be deceived, and he slipt into the

berth on the other side of the state-room, and pretended to go to

sleep.

‘ Do come to bed, Mr. Starrat,’ said cotton-trader to me (for we
had agreed upon a false name)

;

‘ give me your hand, and I will try

to help you in.’

Can’t,’ sais I; ^I’m too drunk; if I lift my leg up, I shall

fall, as sure as fate. I want three legs to-night— and besides, who
the devil arc you? I won three thousand dollars to-night, and there

it is,’ takin’ out my pocket-book and slappin’ it with my hand, ^ and
a thousand dollars of my own with it to keep it company, like two
in a bed.’

AVell, give it to me,’ said he, ^and I will take care of it for

you.’
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^ Yes/ sais I, ^friend
;
but if I am sewed up, I aint green. The

fact is, I never play in luck when I am sober.^ But after a great

deal of palaver, sais I, ^ I’ll tell you what ITl do
;

I’ll lock it up
in the carpet-bag, and if you get the key out of my trowsers

pocket without wakin’ me, you are a cleverer feller than I take you

to be.’

‘‘ So I opens the bag, rams the pocket-book well down, and then

locks all up safe, and arter many false dodges, gets into bed, and offs

into a fast sleep in no time. About an hour afore day, the bell rang,

there was a movin’ on deck, and we was at a landin’ -place. Gambler
crawls out o’ bed cautiously, and as silent as a cat whips up the

carpet-bag, and offs ashore like a shot
;
and away we went up stream

agin, puffin’ and blowiu’ as if the engine was wrathy. Just at the

first dawn we gets out and goes on deck, and found, sure enough, a

man answerin’ to gambler, only he had no beard, had gone ashore

with a travellin’-bag in his hand. He fell right into the trap.

New Orleens, Slick, is a better College for educatin’ and finishin’

a feller off than Vixburg, arter all. There are more professors and
more science in it. Well, as soon as we touched on the other shore,

I landed, took the stage, and cut across the country to Albany, to

get out of the critter’s beat, for he was a feller that would dog you
like a bloodhound. In his bed I found that beard, which was all

he left in exchange for that are valuable pocket-book. If he was a

good scholar, I guess it wouldn’t take him long to count his money.

Since then, I have been up and down, and all through our great na-

tion • but it’s gettin’ to be too small a lot for me to feed in without

bein’ put into pound as a stray critter. So I changed ground for

new pastures, aud have done first-rate in these provinces.

The daugertype liue'would just suit you. Slick. It’s a grand

business to study human natur’ in. The greatest shine I ever cut

was in Canada. It beat the rise I took out of the gambler all holler.

I sold five hundred bishops and two thousand priests there. It vfas

a first-rate stroke of business. I’ll tell you how it was—(this is super-

superior brandy of yourn. Slick; it’s a sin to spile it with water, and

a man should never sin for nothin’
;

it makes it too cheap
;

it is posi-

tively a cordial.) I couldn’t do nothin’ with the French to Canada
at first. They were too careful of their money. They wouldn’t

come near me, nor even look at me. So what does I do, but go to

the bishop, and asks him to do me the honour to sit to me, that I

might have a likeness of him to present to my honoured and re-

spected frien-d, the Bishop of New Orleens, who was one of the best

men that ever lived, and if his life was spared, would convart the

whole city— which was greatly needed, for it was an awful wicked

place—and begged him to let me duplicate it for himself, as a mark
of my veneration for the head of the only true Church, on the face

of the universal airth.

24 *
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I coaxed him into it, and gave him his copy
;
hut he behaved

handsum, and insisted on payin’ for it. The other I put into the

winder. The people were delighted with it, and I multiplied them,

and sold five hundred at a great advance on the common price— for

the last was in course always the only one left on hand— and wher-

ever I went, I gave one to the priest of the parish, and then he sot

for me, and I sold him in turn by the dozens, and so on all through

the piece. A livin’ bishop is worth a hundred dead saints any time.

There is a way of doin’ everythin’, if you only know how to go

about it.”

Mr. Phinny,” said Sorrow, who just then opened the cabin-door,

Captin sais boat is ready, Sar.”

Slick,” said Phinny, who understood the hint, “ your skipper is

not an overly civil man • for two cents Pd chuck him into the boat,

and wallop him till he rowed me ashore himself. I hate such mealy-

mouthed, no-soul, cantin’ fellers. He puts me in mind of a Captin

I onct sailed with from Charleston to Cuba. He used to call me in

to prayers every night at nine o’clock
\
and when that was over, he’d

say, ^ Come, now, Phinny, let’s have a chat about the galls.’ Broad-

cloth chaps, like your skipper, aint fit for the fisheries, that’s a fact.

He is out of place, and looks ridiculous, like a man with a pair of

canvass trowsers, an old slouched hat, and a bran new, go-to-meetin’

coat on.”

Having delivered himself of this abuse, he turned to and put on

his advertisin’ dress, as he called it. The long beard, velvet-lined

coat, satin waistcoat, and gold chains, were all in their old places;

and takin’ his carpet-bag and heavy cane, he ascended the deck.

^Hs toder gentleman goin’,” said Sorrow, ^Mat was in de cabin?”

Oh, I forgot him,” said Phinny, winkin’ to me. Call him,

that’s a good fellow.”

In a few minutes, the poor nigger came back, dreadfully fright-

ened; his wool standin’ out straight, his teeth chatterin’, and his

body tremblin’ all over. ^^He no dare, Sar. I sarch ebberywhere,

and no see him
;
and call ebberywhere, and he no answer.”

He must be the devil, then,” said Phinny, who sprang into the

boat and pushed off.

Sorrow followed him with his eyes a moment or two in silence,

and then said, By Golly ! I tink you is de debbil yousef
;

for I’ll

take my Bible disposition, I see two people down dare in de cabin.

Oh, dear ! how stupid dis nigger is ! I wish I had de sensibility to

look at his foot. Oh ! he is de debbil, and nufiin’ else.”

You are right. Sorrow,” said I. ^^He is, a devil that.” When
the poor nigger was preparin’ t]\e cabin for supper, he went on talkin’

aloud to himself.

What a damnable ting rum and brandy must be, when debbils

is so amasin’ fond of ’em. By golly, but he ab empteed both boi>-



A NARROW ESCAPE. 283

F

ties. He so used to fire, he no mind dat, no more nor a bucket do

a drop. What ridikilous onhansom disgustin’ tings deni long beards

be 1 How in de world do he eat his soup wid dat great long mop
haugin’ down his front, de way bosses hab de tails on behind. Sar-

tin it is a debblish fashion dat.”

That fellow,” said the Captain, who now came below, may be

called a regular devil.”

Ki,” said Sorrow. Now I is certain of de fac, dis here nigga,

Massa, made de self-same argument to Massa Slick. But de oder

debit in de carpet-bag was de wusser of de two. As I am a Chris-

tian sinner, I heard him with my own blessed ears say, ‘ Come now.

Funny’—dat is de name he gave Massa Slick— ^ Come, now. Fun-

ny,’ said he, ‘ let’s go to prayers -fust, and den talk ob de galls.’

He^ onsarcumsised, ondegenerate, diabolical willains. I is grad we
is quit of ’em.”

‘‘Supper, Sorrow,” said the Captain; “and when that is ready,

see that the men have theirs. We are behind time to-night.”

“Sorrow,” sais I, a-lookin’ serious, “what’s that behind you?”
“ Oh ! Lord ab massy on dis nigger,” said he, jumpin’ up, and

showin’ two white rings round his eyes like a wall-eyed hoss. “ What
is it, Massa ? I is so awful frightened, I can’t look !”

“ It’s only your own shadder,” said I. “ Come, move quick now.

Didn’t you hear the Captin ?”

“I is most afeerd to go forrard to-night, dat are a fac,” he said;

“ but dere is de mate now
;
he will be more wusser frightened still

dan I be.”
“ Tell him the devil is goin’ to sue him. Sorrow,” sais I.

“ Yah ! }mh I yah !” was the reply of the nigger. “ I go tell him
de debil is a lawyer, wid his constable in his bag, yah

! yah I yah !”

and the laugh composed his narves.

In the mornin’ there was a light breeze outside; but we Avere

becalmed by the high lands of La Halve, and waited impatiently for

it to reach us.

“Pilot,” sais I, “come and sit down here. “Was you ever at

Canseau, where the great shore mackerel-fishery is ?”

“ Often and often. Sir,” said he. “ Oh ! them’s the Nova Scotia

gold-diggin’s, if the folks only knowd it; at least, that’s my logic.

I’ll tell you how it is. Sir. To carry on the fishery, there must be

a smooth beach to draw the seine on, and a place for huts, stores,

hovels, and shops and so on. The fishery is nothin’ without the

landin’-place, and the shore lots of no value without the fishery.

The great thing is to own the land
;
and if a sensible man owned

that, it would be a fortin to him, and his children arter him in all

time to come. I’ll give jou an idea how it’s worked, and of the

value of the catch and the soil too, for the man that has the estate

may be said to own the fishery too. I only wish I was able for it;
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but I aint rich enough to buy Canscau, or Fox Island, or Crow Har-

bour, and any o’ them garrison towns or dockyards of the mackerel.

You could purchase any or all of them, Mr. Slick, for you are

well to do in the world, and are an onderstandin’ man, and could

carry on the business in spite of treaties, men-of-war. Blue-nose laws,

and all. It only wants a little study. Laws aint like fine bait-nets,

so small squids can’t go thro’ them, but they are open enough for

hake or cod
;
and bigger fish break ’em to pieces, and laugh at ’em

—

that’s my logic. Well, we’ll say I own the land there; and it

wouldn’t be the fust lie that has been told about me, if folks did so.

All natur lies here. The fog lies along the coast
;
and the weather

lies so you can’t depend on it; the tides get on a spree sometimes,

and run up the gut of Canseau a whole week on a stretch, and pre-

tend to go up and down twice a-day
;
the newspapers lie so, the nio-

nient you see a thing in ’em, put it down at once as false
;

the men
lie a-bed, and vow they are goin’ ahead; the women take a great

shindy to your money, lie like the devil, and say it’s you and
not your pocket they are in love with. Everythin’ lies but rates,

and they come round when they promise
;
but they aint above takin’

an oath either that you are twice as well off as you be, if you don’t

happen to be on their side; that’s my logic at any rate. Well, we’ll

say I own it. Confound the thing; I can’t get beyond that. It’s

like Ezra Foreman’s eyes.

^^ The doctor ordered him to bathe them in brandy and water, but
he never could get it higher than his mouth

;
he was sure to spill it

down there. Well we’ll say I own it, and that I follered their

wretched systum down there. If so Ide build a lot of poor log-huts

twenty feet square, and let them to a crew of six men each—only

see what a rent of fish that is ? and a few long sheds of stores, and
let them enormous high. Well fishin’-season comes, and black,

white, and grey flock down to my land—-which is filled like a hive

—all makin’ honey for me. Well then comes a man with eight

hands, and a large boat with a seine in it. When they see the fish

strikin’ in along shore, they pay out one hundred and fifty, or two
hundred fathom of seine ffrom the boat, havin’ furst made one eend

of the net fast ashore. Well eight men can’t haul such a seine as

that, so he goes to the shore, and sais : ^ Come, and haul the net in,

and then dip away, like good fellows, and you shall have half of all

your dip.’ All that pays heavy toll to me. I actilly saw thirteen

hundred barrels took at one haul
;

at eight dollars each, that is

worth two thousand six hundred pounds. Sposin’ now, Mr. Slick,

you and I owned the place, and conducted- it proper, wouldn’t we
beat Australia and California all to rags.

‘‘ Sposin’ we had our own people there, instead of tag-rag and bob-

tail, owned the seines, nets, and dip-scoops, salt, barrels, and all

that, where would we be ? As it is, what is it ? Nothin’ but con-
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fusion, noise and scramble. Get a deputation to sarve a writ there,

and you’ll soon find out what it is. What they call to England free-

trade and no protection, but main strength. If you and I owned it,

it wouldn’t do to be too strict either. Strictness is a game two can

play at. Gulls and galls don’t go near them, there are too many
guns and men for ’em together, tho’ both on ’em have watery

mouths when the season comes. I knew a feller there onct, who
lived about the handiest to the fisheries, that lost his wife. Well,

he went to the next house, and borrowed a sheet to .lay her out with,

and bein’ short o’ these things, he buried her in it. Well, what
does the old woman he got it of do, but ask him for the sheet, if

she had done with it, and bothered him so every time she saw him,

he said he would pay her, or give her one every bit as good. He
was so mad at last, he went and dug his wife up, took her in his

arms, walked into the house one night, and lay’d her on the table.

Says he, good woman, I am obliged to you for the loan of tho

sheet, there it is. When you have taken it off, put my old lady

back agin into ‘the grave, will you,” and he left her there.

If there warnt a hullaballo there then, there aint no eels in

Tusket. That comes o’ bein’ too strict. Give and take, live and

let live, that’s the word. You can’t do without me, for you hante

got no pilot, and I can’t do without you, for I want your cash, and

flour, and pork.”

‘^Exactly,” said I, Eldad. If there is no hooJc the chain is no

good ; hut the chain is cdways gruniblin’ agin the hook, though all

the strain is on it. Every critter has his place and his purpose.”

‘^If that’s the case,” said he, I should like to know what place

and use Jawin’ Phinny’s is ?”

You oughtn’t to ask that,” sais I, ^^for you are a fisherman,

and ought to know better. What use is the shark, the thrasher,

and sea-monsters? There must be human sharks, thrashers, and

land-monsters too. If a feller can’t be coaxed to go strait ahead, he

may be frightened into it. That villain would scare you into mindin’

your p’s and q’s, I know. We don’t understand those things. There

are finger-posts to show you the road, and gibbets to icarn you off the

common, vjJien you leave the turnpike. Storms make oaks take

deeper root. Vice makes vartue look icell to its anchors. It’s only

cdlurin’ sin that’s dangerousS Scriptur don’t loarn us agin

icolues, except 'when they have sheep’s-clothin’ on. But I aint a'

preacher, and one man don’t make a congregation, any more than

one link makes a chain. Well, then the seine, and in shore fish-

eries,” sais I, is worth ten times as much as what we make ten

times more out of!”

* Horace was of ^he same opinion

:

“ Decipit exemplar, vitiis imitabile.”
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Why, to be sure it is
;
but you are a riggin’ of me now, Mr.

Slick.”

It would take a clever feller to rig you. Eldad,” sais I. You
are an understandin’ man, and talk sense. I have been talkin’ to

you man-fashion, strait up and down, because I take you to be a

man, that when you speak about the fisheries, knows what you are a

talkin’ about.”

Well, said he, do, that’s a fact. I warnt born yesterday,”

and he looked good all over.

, Squire, you laugh at me about this. Now, just look here. See

how the critter swallowed that. It was a piece of truth^—the rael

thing, and no soft sawder, but he liked it, jumped at it, and swal-

lowed it. I say again it was a fact
;

the man did know what he was

a talkin’ about; but there was a hook in it for all that, and I had

him in hand like a trout. Tell you what, fishers of men, and that’s

a high vocation—such as parsons, lawyers, doctors, politicians, presi-

dents, kings, and so on (I say nothin’ about women, ’cause they

beat ’em all)
;
but all these fishers of men ought to know the right

bait to use. What the plague does Lord John Hussell know about

reform in colleges. There should he a ^professor of bait in every col-

lege. It’s a science. His Lordship has one or two baits, as our

coasters have of smelts and clams. He has free trade, extension of

franchise, and admission of Jews in Parliament, and has used ’em

till people wont bite no longer. He is obliged to jig them as our

folks do macarel, when they wont rise to the line. Ashley has the

low church, and factory children bait. Morpeth has baths for wash-

ing coal-heavers’ faces. Both these men have changed their names

since I was to England, and hang me if I know their new ones. The
English nobility have as many alias’s as an Old Bailey convict.

O’Connell had the Irish bait. Hume, the economy; and Cobden

the Peace Society bait. But the grand mistake they all make is

this—each feller sticks to his own, in season and out of season, and

expects all sorts and sizes to take it. He ought to know every

variety of them, and select them for the occasion, as a fisherman does

his flies and his worms. The devil is the only man of edication,

and the only accomplished gentleman in this line, and he applies it

all to bad purposes. That feller can tempt all created critturs to

evil. Why shouldn’t we tempt ’em to good ? You say this is

trick
;

I say it’s knowledge. You say it’s cunnin’
;
I say it’s con-

summate skill. You say it’s artifice; I say i-t’s high art. How is

it that a super-superior cook has more pay than a captain in the

navy, or a major in the army ? Simply because he is master of bait,

and can tempt all the oddest and rarest fish to your net. He can

tickle the palate of all ranks, from a nabob, with his lack of rupees,

down to a chap like poor Hook, who had a lack of everythin’ but

wit. It aint the duke who commands good company to his table,
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for I know one that can’t tell sherry from madeira, but it’s his bait-

master-general, his cook. Ah ! Prince Albert, if you want to immor-

talize yourself, found a bait professorship at Cambridge
;
and if you

doubt me, ask Cardinal Wiseman, if I don’t know what I am talk-

ing about; for he is a sensible man, and up to snuff; and the way
he hooked Newman and a lot of other chaps, whose mouths were

bigger than their eyes, is a caution to sinners. But I must get back

to Eldad and the fisheries.

^^Eldad,” sais I, ^^what is the difference between a Sable Island

bloater and other macarel ?”

^^ril tell you,” said he, providin’ you promise me, if you write

a book of your travels, you will set it down.”
“ Certainly,” sais I.

Then you promise me ?”

To be sure I do,” sais I. What I say I mean, and what I

mean I do. That’s my rule.”

‘AYell then,” said he, I will tell you how they are so much
bigger and fatter. They feed on the unburied dead there. Every
storm washes up drowned bodies, and they float, for they are as soft

as jelly, and full of air, and the macarel eat them, and grow, and
thrive, as doctors and lawyers do, who are fond of the same food.

All these feed on the dead, and are fat and onwholesome.”
‘‘I never knew anythin’ so shockin’,” I said; “I shall never

touch, or even look at a Sable Island bloater agin without disgust.”

I hope not,” said he, risin’ with much excitement, nor any
other human bein’. I hope that article is done for, and out of

market. The truth is, its a long lane that has no turn in it. The
last load I brought from there, I got so chiseled in the sale of it by
that outfittin’ firm of ‘ Salt and Sienes,’ that I vowed vengeance agin

’em, and the time has now come for satisfaction. When you print

that story, see whether they will be able to sell bloaters to Boston
any more. Honesty is the best policy

;
they won’t gain much by

havin’ cheated me. But, here is the breeze
;
we must weigh

anchor,” and in a few minutes, we were slowly sailin’ out of the

harbour. We had hardly cleared the river, when it failed us again,

and the vessel lay motionless on the water. ‘‘ Here is a shoal of

macarel,” said he; would you like to see how we manage?”
‘AVell, I would,” said I, “that’s a fact;” but the Captin objected

stoutly.

“We are within the treaty limits,” said he. “That is a solemn

compact atween our governments, and we ought to abide by our

engagements.”

“Shoi” sais I; “who cares for dead-letter treaties! Eish was
made for food, and if the folks here won’t take ’em, why I see no-

thin’ to prevent us. It ain’t their property; it’s common stock for

all the world, and first come first served is the rule.”
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law/^ said he, ^^and that’s enough for me.”

I didn’t tell him he had been violatin’ law all along the coast, by
soilin’ things without enterin’ of them at the Custom House and

payin’ the duties, for he warn’t used to it, and didn’t think of it.

Cutler,” sais I, our ambassador used to say there was two sorts

of wrong—moral wrong, and legal wrong; that the first couldn’t be

done on no account, but legal wrong could, because it was mere

statute regulation; only if you are catched, you must pay the

penalty.”

Yes,” said he, ^Hhat is just on a par with political honesty. 1

can have no hand in it. I am little more than a passenger here,

engaged by you. The responsibility rests with you. If you think

proper to fish, do so, but excuse me.” And he went below.

‘^Well, well,” sais I, ^^I’ll save you harmless, let what will

happen.”

In a few minutes the boat was got ready, the lines fastened to the

taffrail, salt and cut food thrown over to make the fish rise well to

the surface, and we went at it in airnest. It’s amazin’ how quick

they was taken. Splittin’ and saltin’ is done in no time. The
splitter is provided with a blunt-pointed knife, like a shoemaker’s in

shape, and gauged with a leather thong, so as to leave about two

inches of the blade exposed. With this, he splits the fish down the

back, from the nose to the root of the tail, and actilly splits a hun-

dred in three minutes, or as fast as two men can hand them to him.

If he is a smart hand, as the mate was, he keeps three gibbers

a-goin’ as fast as the}'" can for their life.

The gibber covers his left hand with a mitten, to enable him to

have a good grip, and to protect him agin the bones of the fish, and
with the forefinger and thumb of the right hand extracts the gills

and garbage. The mackarel is then thrown into a tub and washed,

and arter that, salted at the rate of a bushel of salt to a cask. I

had heard the process so often described, I knew it well enough, but

I never saw it before; and I must say, I was astonished at the

rapidity with which it was done.

Well,” sais I, ^^Eldad, that’s quick work we are makin’ of it

here, aint it ? It’s quite excitin’ when you see it for the fust time.”

He was then stretched out at full length on the stern, and was
nearly all covered over with a watch-cloak

;
but he rose deliberately,

and put away his spy-glass on the binnacle. Yes,” said he, ^^and

we are goin’ to have quick work made with us too
;
and I guess you

will find that very excitin’ when you are nabbed for the first time.”

How is that ‘f” sais I.

‘^Wcll,” said he, ^^sit down here. Sir, with your back to the

men, so as not to draw attention. Do you see that are square-rigged

vessel that’s a fetchin’ of the breeze down with her, while we lay

here like a log ? She is a British man-of-war
;
I know her well

;
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she is the ‘ Spitfire/ Captain Stoker. I was the pilot on hoard of

her last summer in the Bay of Fundy, and he hates the Yankees
like pyson. He’ll be down on us afore we know where we be, and
snap us up as a duck does a June-bug.”

Can’t we dodge among the islands?” said I.

His boat will cut us off.”

“ Gro into shoal water up the river ?”

Wus and wus ! that way he is sure to nab us.”

Well, can’t we show him our heels?”

With this breeze that is a cornin’, he has the heels of us.”

Well,” sais I, Pilot, this is a bad box, and no mistake; but I

have got out of many a wus fix afore now, by keepin’ a cool head

and a steady hand. Face him
;

don’t let him run arter us. Let us

give him chase.

Fll bother him, see if I don’t. He won’t know what to make
of that bold move. It will take him all aback, wus than a shift of

wind.”

^^ril tell you now, though I never mentioned it afore, and don’t

want it spoke of to anybody. I am an officer of high rank in our

G-overnment, and have my commission with me. Let him touch us

if he dare. Put her about
;
the breeze is here now, and beat up to

him.” The order was executed in a moment. Mate,” sais I, ^^do

you see that are vessel there ?
”

^^Yes, Sir.”

Well, she is a man-of-war. There is a warrant out arter us.

Clear up the deck and swab it as dry as a bone.”

^^We shall be sued,” said he, ^‘had up in the Admiralty, and
smashed in costs. I know’d that would be the cend of it, all

along.”

^‘Go forward, you coward,” said I, ^^immediately, and do your

work, or I’ll appoint another officer in your place. This is no time

for drivellin’, you blockhead. Send the second mate here. Mr.

Bent,” said I, where can we hide these wet lines?
”

can stow them away,” said he, ^^in the studdin’-sail.”

Exactly,” sais I. ^^Do it at once. Get the fish-barrels headed

in and loaded with ballast-stones, ready for sinkin’, and make all

clean and snug.”

^^Aye, aye. Sir.”

Eldad, beat the schooner so as to lose all you get amost. All

we want is to gain time.”

I then went below, and explained all to the Captin. He began

immediately to protest against resistance, as we were unlawfully em-

ployed; when I said, Cutler, I will take all responsibility; I must
assume command here for a little while;” and I went to the desk,

took out the case containin’ my commission, letters, &c., and said,

^^Bead them over. Now, Eldad,” sais I, as I returned, dressed up
25
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in my embassy official coat, explain to me the navigation. Is that

all open, bold, plain-sailin^ between that island and the main ?
”

Sir, there is a long shoal sand-bar, stretchin^ o£f to the nor^-

west. I guess it was onct high land. The channel is between that

and the shore.'’^

Jist so. How is it about the islands ?
”

Deep enough for a seventy-four.^^

Exactly,^^ sais I. I have two courses before me : to entice

him on to that bar and then slip thro^ the islands, and dodge him
and his guns, or to hail him, and go on board boldly. But I prefer

the first, for there is more fun in it. Don’t go one inch beyond the

bar, but beat between that and the island, it will make him think

the channel is there; and if his pilot is a Bay-of-Fundy man, I

know they aint much acquainted with this part of the South coast.

Is all rigfe, Mr. Bent ?
”

All right. Sir.”

See the decks are covered over with some of the house-sand we
took in at Petite Riviere

;
it will absorb any moisture left by the

swabs
;
and when I pass the word, let it be swept off. Mate, hoist

the pennant, and place the flag where a commodore’s ought to be.”

He is nearing us fast, Mr. Slick,” said the pilot.

“Yes; but it is time she sheered off to the left, aint it?” sais I.

“Well, it is,” said he. “’Bout ship, there. Hold up well for

the passage between the islands, there, now.”
“ Pilot,” sais I, “ if he clears the bar, lay the ^ Black Hawk’ to,

and I’ll board him, show him my commission, and advise him to be

cautious how he interferes with our fishin’ crafts, unless he wants to

bring on a war; talk big in a soft way, and all that. If I don’t

conflustrigate him, it’s a pity, that’s all. Mr. Bent, get the gig

ready; see the davits are all clear; and do you and four picked

hands stand by to jump in at onct. We must lead off fust in this

game, if we want to win. Move quick.”
“ Aye, aye. Sir.”

“ Eldad ! Yellow Jack is a trump card
;

aint he ?
”

“ Gruess he is,” said he. “ But your father spoiled a good Captin

in the navy, to make a wooden clockmaker of you, that’s a fact.”

“ This is an awkward scrape, and there is no two ways about it.

But what in the world does the Britisher mean ? Aint he got a

chart on board ? He’ll be ashore in a minit as sure as fate. There

he is ! I thought so, hard and fast; it’s a wonder his masts didn’t

go. Ease off the mainsail a bit—there she goes ! Now’s our time,

in the confusion, for a run. Lay down flat, men, in case he fires.

We are all safe now, I believe.”

Just as I spoke the words, bang went a gun, and a shot skipped

by our stern so close as to throw the spray on us;

“ A miss is as good as a mile,” said Eldad.
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“ Crowd on all sail now, my men, out with the studdin’ sails —
be quick there

;
steer straight for that headland, and that will keep

tbe island between us and the Spitfire. Cutler,^^ said I, and he was
oil deck in a minit, we are safe now, and I surrender my command
to you.^^

Where is the man-of-war ?
’’

said he, lookin’ round.

On the sand bar, on the other side of the island,” I replied.

I guess they are goin’ to grave her, or perhaps survey the channel,

for their chart don’t seem no good,” and I gave him a wink, but he

didn’t smile.

Mr. Slick,” said he, “^that commission puts it out of your power

to act the boy, and play tricks that way. You are the last man that

ought to compromise the government.”
‘‘ Cutler,” sais I, ‘‘you are as correct as a boot-jack, and I respect

your scruples. I admit it was a thoughtless frolic, and it shan’t

happen again.”

“That’s right,” said he, “I knew you were only doin’ of it out

of fun, but there are times when we must not commit ourselves.

If any cruiser interferes with us in our lawful pursuits, I will resist

to the death, but I never will draw blood in defendin’ a wrong act.”

Cutler was right; if we begin to do lorong in fun, loe arc apt to

eend hy doin’ lorong in airnist.

“ Well, Eldad,” said I, “ what do you think of that dodge, eh ?

I am afeard,” said I, winkin’ to him, for the mate was within bear-

in’, “ I am afeard we shall all be took up, tried in court, and ruin-

ated in damages, for decoyin’ that vessel ashore.”

“Oh, Mr. Slick!” he replied, “let me be,” and he hung his

head and walked forard. “Well, Mr. Slick,” said Eldad, “you
are the man for my money, arter all. You talk the most sense and
the most nonsense of any person I ever see. You play with the

galls, take rises out of the men, tell stories by the hour, and seem
made on purpose for rollickin. On the other hand, no danger scares

you, and no difficult}^ stops you. No other man would have got out

of that are scrape but yourself. Not content with that, you have
turned the tables on Captain Stoker, and put him into a most a

beautiful of a frizzle of a fix.”

“Well,” sais I, “don’t say no more for goodness gracious sake,

for I have a friend who, when he reads it, will say it’s all my vanity.

Come, let’s go below and liquor
;
but I must say myself, Eldad, that

was a reel ^narrow escape.’
”

THE END,
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NATURE AND HUMAN NATURE

CHAPTER I.

A SURPRISE.

Thinks I to myself, as I overheard a person inquire of the

servant at the. door, in an unmistakable voice and tone, “Is the

Squire to home V’ that can be no one else than my old friend Sam
Slick the Clockmaker. But it could admit of no doubt when he

proceeded, “ If he is, tell him J am here.”

“ Who shall I say. Sir

The stranger paused a moment, and then said, “it’s such an

everlastin’ long name, I don’t think you can carry it all to wunst,

and I don’t want it broke in two. Tell him it’s a gentleman that

calculates to hold a protracted meeten here to-night. Come, don’t

stand starin’ there in the track, you might get run over. Don’t
you hear the engme coming Shunt off now.”

“ Ah, my old friend,” said I, advancing, and shaking him by the

hand, “ how are you *?”

“ As hearty as a buck,” he replied, “ though I can’t jist jump
quite so high now.”

“ I knew you,” I said, “the moment I heard your voice, and if

I had not recognized that, I should have known your talk.”

“ That’s because I am a Yankee, Sir,” he said • “ no two of us

look alike, or talk alike
;
but, being froe and enlightened citizens,

we jist talk as we please.”
“ Ah, my good friend, you always please when you talk, and

that is more than can be said of most men.”
“ And so will you,” he replied, “ if you use soft sawder that

way. Oh, dear me ! it seems but the other day, that you laughed

so at my theory of soft sawder and human natur’, don’t it ? They
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were pleasant days, wam’t they ? I often think of them, and think

of them with pleasure too. As I was passing Halifax harbor, on my
way home in the ‘ Black Hav/k,’ the wind fortunately came ahead,

and, thinks I to myself, I will put in there, and pull foot* for Wind-
sor and see the Squire, give him my journal, and spend an hour or

two with him once more. So here I am, at least what is left of me,

and dreadful glad I am to see you too
;
but as it is about your din-

ner .hour, I will go and titivate up a bit, and then we will have a

dish of chat for dessert, and cigars to remind us of by-gones, as we
stroll through your shady walks here.”

My old friend had worn well
;
he was still a wiry athletic man,

and his step as elastic and springy as ever. The constant exercise

he had been in the habit of taking had preserved his health and
condition, and these in their turn had enabled him to maintain his

cheerfulness and humor. The lines in his face were somewhat
deeper, and a few straggling gray hairs were the only traces of the

hand of time. His manner was much improved by his intercourse

with the great world
;
but his phraseology, in which he appeared

to take both pride and pleasure, was much the same as when I first

knew him. So little, indeed, was he changed, that I could scarcely

believe so many years had elapsed since we made our first tour

together.

It was a most unexpected and agreeable visit. He enlivened the

conversation at dinner with anecdotes that were often too much for

the gravity of my servant, who once or twice left the room to avoid

explosive outbreaks of laughter. Among others, he told me the

following whimsical story

:

“ When the ‘ Black Hawk ’ was at Causeau, we happened to have

a queer, original sort of man, a ISTova Scotia doctor, on board, who
joined our party at Ship Harbor, for the purpose of taking a cruise

with us. Hot having anything above particular to do, we left the

vessel and “took passage in a coaster for Prince Edward’s Island,

as my commission required me to spend a day or two there, and
inquire about the fisheries. Well, although I don’t trade now, I

spekelate sometimes when I see a right smart chance, and especially

if there is fun in the transaction. So, sais I, ‘ Doctor, I will play

possumf with these folks, and take a rise out of them that will

astonish their weak nerves, 1 know, while I put several hundred

The Americans are not entitled to the credit or ridicule, whichever people
may be disposed to bestow upon them, for the extraordinary phrases with
which their conversation is occasionally embellished. Some of them have
good classical authority. That of “ pull foot” may be traced to Euripides.

“ dva'ipuv £/c ddfjarcdv Tiodd.^

f The opossum, when chased by dogs, will often pretend to be dead, and
thus deceive his pursuers.
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dollars in my pocket at the same time.’ So I advertised that I

would give four pounds ten shillings for the largest Hackmetack
knee in the island, four pounds for the second, three pounds ten

shillings for the third, and three pounds for the fourth biggest one.

I suppose. Squire, you know what a ship’s knee is, don’t you '? It

is a crooked piece of timber, exactly the shape of a man’s leg

when kneeling. It forms two sides of a square, and makes a

grand fiistening for the side and deck beams of a vessel.
“

‘ What in the world do you want of only four of those knees V
said the Doctor.

“‘Nothing,’ said I, ‘but to raise a laugh on these critters, and
make them pay real handsome for the joke.’

“ Well, every bushwhacker and forest-ranger in the island

thought he knew where to find four enormous ones, and that he

would go and get them, and say nothing to nobody, and all that

morning fixed for the delivery, they kept coming into the shipping

place with them. People couldn’t think what under the light of

the living sun was going on, for it seemed as if every team in the

province was at work, and all the countrymen were running mad
on junipers. Perhaps no livin’ soul ever see such a beautiful

collection of ship-timber afore, and 1 am sure never will again in a

crow’s age. The way these ‘old oysters’ (a nick-name I gave the

islanders, on account of their everlastin’ beds of this shell-fish,)

opened their mugs and gaped, was a caution to dying calves.

“ At the time appointed, there were eight hundred sticks on the

ground, the very best in the colony. Well, I went very gravely

round and selected the four largest, and paid for them cash clown

on the nail, according to contract. The goneys seed their fix, but

didn’t know how they got into it. They didn’t think hard of me,

for I advertised for four sticks only, and I gave a very high price

for them
;
but they did think little mean of themselves, that’s a

fact, for each man had but four pieces, and they were too ridiculous

large for the thunderin’ small vessels built on the island. They
scratched their heads in a way that was harrowing, even in a stub-

ble-field.

“/My gracious,’ sais I, ‘ hackmetacks, it seems to me, is as thick

in this country as blackberries in the Pall, after the robins have left

to go to sleep for the winter. Who on earth would have thought

there was so many here 1 Oh, children of Israel ! What a lot

there is, aint there? Why, the father of this island couldn’t hold

them all.’

“ ‘ Father of this island,’ sais they, ‘ who is he ?
’

“
‘ Why,’ sais I, ‘ aint this Prince Edward’s ?

’

“ ‘ Why, yes,’ sais they, looking still more puzzled.

“‘Well,’ sais I, ‘in the middle of Halifax harbor is King
George’s Island, and that must be the father of this.’
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“ Well if they could see any wit in that speech, it is more than

I could, to save my soul alive
;
but it is the easiest thing in the

world to set a crowd off a tee-heeing. They can’t help it, for it is

electrical. Go to the circus now, and you will hear a stupid joke

of the clown
;

well, you are determined you won’t laugh, but some-
how you can’t help it no how you can fix it, although you are mad
with yourself for doing so, and you just roar out and are as big a

fool as all the rest.

“ Well it made them laugh, and that was enough for me.
“ Sais I, ‘ the worst of it is, gentlemm, they are all so shocking

large, and as there is no small ones among them, they can’t be
divided into lots, still, as you seem to be disappointed, I will make
you an offer for them, cash down, all hard gold.’ So I gave them
a bid at a very low figure, say half nothing, ‘ and,’ sais I, ‘ I advise

you not to take it, they are worth much more, if a man only knows
what to do with them. Some of your traders, I make no manner
of doubt, will give you twice as much if you will only take your
pay in goods, at four times their value, and perhaps they mightent

like your selling them to a stranger, for they are all responsible

government-men, and act accordin’ ‘ to the well understood wishes

of the people.’ I shall sail in two hours, and you can let me know
;

but mind, I can only buy all or none, for I shall have to hire a

vessel to carry thena. After all,’ sais I, ‘ perhaps we had better not

trade, for,’ taking out a handful of sovereigns from my pocket, and
jingling them, ‘ there is no two ways about it

;
these little fellows

are easier to carry by a long chalk than them great lummokin’
hackmetacks. Good bye, gentlewie/i.’

“Well, one of the critters, who was as awkward as a wrong
boot, soon calls out, ‘ whough,’ to me, so I turns and sais ‘ well,

“ old boss,” what do you want*?’ At which they laughed louder

than, before.

“ Sais he, ‘ we have concluded to take your offer.’

“
‘ Well,’ sais I, ‘ there is no back out in me, here is your money,

the knees is mine.’ So I shipped them, and had the satisfaction to

oblige them, and put two hundred and fifty pounds in my pocket.

There are three things. Squire, I like in a spekelation : —First. A
fair shake. Second. A fair profit; and Third., a fair share of

fun.”

In the course of the afternoon, he said, “Squire, I have brought

you my journal, for 1 thought when 1 was a startin’ off, as there

were some things I should like to point out to my old friend, it

would be as well to deliver it myself and mention them, for what

in natur’ is the good of letter writing % In business there is nothing

like a good talk face to fiice. Now, Squire, I am really what I

assume to be— I am, in fact, Sam Slick the Clockmakcr, and

nobody else. It is of no consequence, however, to the world
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whether this is really my name or an assumed one. If it is the

first, it is a matter of some importance to take care of it, and
defend it

;
if it is a fictitious one, it is equally so to preserve my

incognito. I may not choose to give my card, and may not desire

to be known. A satirist, like an Irishman, finds it convenient some-
times to shoot from behind a shelter. Like him, too, he may occa-

sionally miss his shot, and firing with intent to do bodily harm is

almost as badly punished as if death had ensued. And besides an
anonymous book has a mystery about it. Moreover, what more
right has a man to say to you, ‘ stand and deliver your name,’ than

to say, ‘stand and fork out your purse’— I can’t see the difference

for the life of me. Hesitation betrays guilt. If a person inquires

if you are to home, the servant is directed to say, no, if you don’t

want to be seen, and choose to be among the missing. Well, if a

feller asks if I am the Mr. Slick, I have just as good a right to say,
‘ ask about and find out.’

“ People sometimes, I actilly believe, take you for me. If they

do, all I have to say is, they are fools not to know better, for we
neither act alike, talk alike, nor look alike, though perhaps we may
think alike on some subjects. You was bred and born here in

Nova Scotia, and not in Connecticut, and if they ask you where I

was raised, tell them I warn’t raised at all, but was found one fine

morning pinned across a clothes-line, after a heavy washing to home.
It is easy to distinguish an editor from the author, if a reader has

half an eye, and if he haint got that, it’s no use to offer him spec-

tacles, that’s a fact. Now, by trade I am a clockmaker, and by
birth I have the honor to be a Yankee. I use the word honor,

Squire, a purpose, because I know what I am talking about, which,

I am sorry to say, is not quite so common a thing in the world as

people suppose. The English call all us Americans, Yankees, be-

cause they don’t know what they are talking about, and are not

aware that it is only the inhabitants of New England, who can

boast of that appellation.^

* Brother Jonathan is the general term for all. It originated thus. When
General Washington, after being appointed commander of the army of the

Revolutionary War, came to Massachusetts to organize it, and make preparations

for the defence of the country, he found a great want of ammunition and other

means necessary to meet the powerful foe he had to contend with, and great dif-

ficulty to obtain them. If attacked in such condition, the cause at once might
be hopeless. On one occasion at that anxious period, a consultation of the offi-

cers and others was had, when it seemed no way could be devised to make such
preparations as was necessary. His Excellency Jonathan Trumbull, the elder,

was then Governor of the State of Coirnecticut, on whose judgment and aid the

General placed the greatest reliance, and remarked, “ We must consult ‘ Brother

Jonathan ’ on the subject.” The General did so, and the Governor was success-

ful in supplying many of the wants of the army. When difficulties arose, and
the army was spread over the country, it became a by-word, “ We must consult
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‘‘ The southerners, who are both as proud and as sarcy as the

British, call us Eastern folk Yankees, as a term of reproach,

because having no slaves, we are obliged to be our own niggers,

and do our own work, which isn’t considered very genteel, and as

we are intelligent, enterprising, and skilful, and therefore too often

creditors of our more luxurious countrymen, they do not like us

the better for that, and not being Puritans themselves, are apt to

style us scornfully, those d—d Yankees.

“Now, all this comes of their not knowing what they are talking

about. Even the New Englanders themselves, cute as they be,

often use the word foolishly
;

for, Squire, would you believe it,

none of them, though they answer to and acknowledge the appella-

tion of Yankee with pride, can tell you its origin. I repeat, there-

fore, I have the honor to be a Yankee. I don’t mean to say that

word is ‘ all same,’ as the Indians say, as perfection
;

far from it,

for we have some peculiarities common to us all. Cracking and

boasting is one of these. Now braggin’ comes as natural to me as

scratchin’ to a Scotchman. I am as fond of rubbing myself agin

the statue of George the Third, as he is of se-sawing his shoulders

on the mile-stones of the Duke of Argyle. Each in their way
were great benefactors, the one by teaching the Yankees to respect

themselves, and the other by putting his countrymen in an upright

posture of happiness. So I can join hands with the North Briton,

and bless them both.
“ With this national and nateral infirmity, therefore, is it to be

wondered at, if, as my ‘ Sayings and Doings’ have become more
popular than you or 1 ever expected, that I should crack and boast

of them ? I think not. If I have a claim, my rule is to go ahead

with it. Now don’t leave out my braggin’, Squire, because you
are afraid people will think it is you speaking, and not me, or because

you think it is bad taste as you call it. I know what 1 am at, and

don’t go it—blind. My journal contains much for my own coun-

trymen as well as the English, for we expect every American abroad

to sustain the reputation in himself of our great nation.

“ Now Ingersoll, our Minister to Victoria’s Court, when he made
his brag speech to the great agricultural dinner at Gloucester last

year, didn’t intend that for the British, but for us. So in Congress

no man in either house can speak or read an oration more than an

hour long, but he can send the whole lock rum, includhi’ what he

didnH say^ to the papers. One has to brag before foreign assem-

blies, the other before a Congress, but both have an eye to the feel-

ings of the Americans at large, and their own constituents in par-

ticular. Now that is a trick others know as well as we do. The

Brother Jonathan.” The term Yankee is still applied to a portion, but “ Brother

Jonathan ” has now become a designation of the whole country, as John Bull is

for England.

—

Bartlett’s Americanisms.
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Irish member from liiinuiny, and him from Kilwo?*^, when he brags

there never was a murder in either,- don’t expect the English to

believe it, for he is availed they know better, but the brag pleases

the patriots to home, on account of its impudence.

So the little man. Lord Bunkum, when he opens Oxford to Jew
and Gentile, and ofiers to make Rothschild Chancellor instead of

Lord Derby, and tells them old dons, the heads of colleges as po-

lite as a stage-driver, that he does it out of pure regard to them,

and only to improve the University, don’t expect them to believe

it
;

for he gives them a sly wink when he says so, as much as to

say, how are you off for Hebrew, my old septuagenarians'? Droll

boy is Rothey, for though he comes from the land of Ham^ he don’t

eat pork. But it pleases the sarcumsised Jew, and the imsarcum-
sised tag-rag and bobtail that are to be admitted, and who verily

do believe (for their bump of conceit is largely developed) that

they can improve the Colleges by granting educational excursion

tickets.

“ So Paddy O’Shonnosey, the member for Blarney, when he

votes for smashing in the porter’s lodges of that Protestant insti-

tution, and talks of Toleration and Equal Rights, and calls the

Duke of Tuscany a broth of a boy, and a light to illumine hereti-

cal darkness, don’t talk this nonsense to please the outs and ins,

for he don’t care a snap of his finger for either of them, nor because

he thinks it right, for it’s plain he don’t, seeing that he would fight

till he’d run away before Maynooth should be sarved arter that

fashion
;
but he does it, because he knows it will please him, or

them, that sent him there.

“ There are two kinds of boastin,’ Squire, active and passive.

The former belongs exclusively to my countrymen, and the latter

to the British. A Yankee openly asserts and loudly proclaims his

superiority. John Bull feels and looks it. He don’t give utter-

ance to this conviction. He takes it for granted all the world
knows and admits it, and he is so thoroughly persuaded of it him-

self, that, to use his own favorite phrase, he don’t care a fig if folks

don’t admit it. His vanity, therefore, has a sublimity in it. He
thinks, as the Italians say, ‘ that when nature formed him, she

broke the mould.’ There never was, never can, and never will be,

another like him. His boastin’, therefore, is passive. He shows
it and acts it

;
but he don’t proclaim it. Pie condescends and is

gracious, patronizes and talks down to you. Let my boastin’ alone,

therefore. Squire, if you please. You know what it means, what
bottom it has, and whether the plaster sticks on the right spot or

not.

“So there is the first division of my subject. Now for the

second. But don’t go off at half-cock, narvous like. I am not like

the black preacher that had forty-eleven divisions. I have only a
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few more remarks to make. Well, I have observed that in editin’

my last journal, you struck out some scores I made under certain

passages and maxims, because you thought they were not needed,

or looked vain. I know it looks consaited as well as you do, but

I know their use also. I have my own views of things. Let them
also be as I have made them. They warn’t put there for nothin’.

I have a case in pint that runs on all fours with it, as brother Josiah

the lawyer used to say, and if there was anythin’ wantin’ to prove

that lawyers were not strait up and down in their dealings, that

expression would shew it.

“ I was to court wunst to Slickville, when he was addressin’ of

the jury. The main points of his argument he went over and over

again till I got so tired I took up my hat and walked out. Sais I

to him, arter court was prorogued and members gone home.
“

‘ Sy,’ sais I, ‘ why on airth did you repeat them arguments so

often ? It was everlastin’ yarny.’
“

‘ Sam,’ says he, and he gave his head a jupe, and pressed his

lips close, like a lemon-squeezer, the way lawyers always do when
they want tp look wise, ‘ ivhen I canH drive a nail with one blow, 1
hammer away till I do git it in. Some folks’ heads is as hard as

hackmetacks—you have to bore a hole in it first, to put the nail in

to keep it from bondin’, and then it is as much as a bargain, if you
can send it home and clinch it.’

“ Now maxims and saws are the sumtotalisation of a thing.

Folks won’t always add up the columns to see if they are footed

right, but show ’em the amount and result, and that they are able

to remember, and carry away with them. No—no, put them
Italics in, as I have always done. They shew there is truth at the

bottom. I like it, for it’s what 1 call sense on the short-cards—do
you take % Eecollect always, you are not Sam Slick, and I am not

you. The greatest compliment a Britisher would think he could

pay you, would be to say, ‘ I should have taken you for an English-

man.’ Now the greatest compliment he can pay me is to take me
for a Connecticut Cloekmaker, who hoed his way up to the Embassy
to London, and preserved so much of his nationality, after being

so long among foreigners. Let the Italics be—you aint answera-

ble for them, nor my boastin’ neither. When you write a book of

your own, leave out both, if you like, but as you only edit my
Journal, if you leave them out, just go one step further, and leave

out Sam Slick also.

“ There is another thing. Squire, upon which I must make a

remark, if you will bear with me. In my last work you made me
speak purer English than you found in my Journal, and altered my
phraseology, or rather my dialect. Now, my dear Nippent—

”

“ Nippent!” said I, “what is that?”
“ The most endearing word in the Indian language for friend,”
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he said, “ only it’s more comprehensive, including ally, foster-

brother, life-preserver, shaft-horse, and everything that has a human
tie in it.”

“ Ah, Slick,” I said, “how skilled you are in soft sawder ! You
laid that trap for me on purpose, so that I might ask the question,

to enable you to throw the lavender to me.”
“ Dod drot that wmrd soft sawder,” said he, “ I wish I had never

invented it. I can’t say a civil thing to anybody now, but he looks

arch, as if he had found a mare’s nest, and says, ‘ Ah, Slick ! none
of your soft sawder now.’ But, my dear nippent, by that means
you destroy my individuality. I cease to be the genuine itinerant

Yankee Clockmaker, and merge into a very bad imitation. You
know I am a natural character, and always was, and act and talk

naturally, and as far as I can judge, the little alteration my sojourn

in London with the American embassy has made in my pronuncia-

tion and provincialism, is by no means an improvement to my
Journal. The moment you take away my native dialect, I become
the representative of another class, and cease to be your old friend,
‘ Sam Slick, the Clockmaker.’ Bear with me this once. Squire,

and don’t tear your shirt, I beseech you, for in all probability it

will be the last time it will be in your power to subject me to the

ordeal of criticism, and I should like, 1 confess, to remain true to

myself, and to Nature to the last.

“ On the other hand, Squire, you will find passages in this Jour-

nal, that have neither Yankee words, nor Yankee brag in them.

Now pray don’t go as you did in the last, and alter them by insar-

ten here and there what you call ‘ Americanisms,’ so as to make it

more in character, and uniform
;
that is going to t’other extreme,

for I can write as pure English, if I can’t speak it, as anybody can.'^'"

My education warnt a college one, like my brothers, Eldad’s and
Josiah’s, the doctor and lawyer

;
but it was not neglected for all

that. Dear old Minister was a scholar, every incli of him, and
took great pains with me in my themes, letters and composition.
‘ Sam,’ he used to say, ‘ there are four things needed to write well

:

first, master the language grammatically
;
second, master your sub-

ject
;

third, write naturally
;
fourth, let your heart as well as your

hand guide the pen. It aint out of keeping, therefore, for me to

express myself decently in composition if I choose. It warnt out

* The reader will perceive from a perusal of this Journal, that Mr. Slick, who
is always so ready to detect absurdity in oth^, has in this instance exhibited a

species of vanity by no means uncommon in this world. He prides himself

more on composition to which he has but small pretensions, than on those things

for which the public is willing enough to give him full credit. Had he, how-
ever, received a classical education, it may Vvmll be doubted v^hether he would
have been as useful or successful a man as President of Yale College, as he has
been as an itinerant practical Clockmaker.
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of character with Franklin, and he was a poor printer boy, norWashington, and he was only a land-surveyor, and they growed to

be ‘ some punkins’ too.
“ An American clockmaker aint like a European one. He may

not be as good a workman as t’other one, but he can do somethin’

else besides makin’ wheels and pulleys. One always looks forward
to rise in the world, the other to attain excellence in his line. I

am, as I have expressed it in some part of this Journal, not

ashamed of having been a tradesman—
I
glory in it

;
but I should

indeed have been ashamed, if, with the instruction I received from
dear old Minister, I had always remained one. No, don’t alter my
Journal. I aiti just what 1 am, and nothing more or less. You
can’t measure me by English standards

;
you must take an Ameri-

can one, and that will give you my length, breadth, height and
weight to a hair. If silly people take you for me, and put my
braggin’ on your shoulders, why jist say, ‘ You might be mistakened
for a worse fellow than he is, that’s all.’ Yes, yes, let my talk

remain ‘ down-east talk,’^ and my writin’ remain clear of cant

terms when you hnd it so.

“ I like Yankee words—I learned them when young. Father
and mother used them, and so did all the old folks to Slickville.

There is both fun, sense and expression in ’em too, and that is more
than there is in Taffy’s, Pat’s, or Sawney’s brogue either. The one
enriches and enlarges the vocabulary, the other is nothing but
broken English, and so confoundedly broken too, you can’t put the

pieces together sometimes. Again, my writing, when 1 freeze

down solid to it, is just as much in character as the other.

Kecollect this. Every woman in our country who has a son, knows
that he may, and thinks that he will, become President of the

United States, and that thought and fjhat chance make that boy
superior to any of his class in Europe..

“ And now, Squire,” said he, “ I believe there has been enough
said about myself and my Journal. Sposen we drink success to

the ‘ human nature,’ or ‘ men and things,’ or whatever other name
you select for this Journal, and then we will talk of something

else.”

“ I will drink that toast,” I said, “ with all my heart, and now let

me ask you how you have succeeded in your mission about the

fisheries

* It must not be inferred from this expression that Mr. Slick’s talk is all

“ pure down-east dialect.” The*ntermixture of Americans is now so great, in

consequence of their steamers and railroads, that there is but little pure pro-

vincialism left. They have borrowed from each other in dilferent sections most
liberally, and not only has the vocabulary of the south and west contributed its

phraseology to New England, but there is recently an affectation, in conse-

quence of the Mexican war, to naturalise Spanish words, some of which Mr
Slick, who delights in this sort of thing, has introduced into this Journal.—En
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First rate,” he replied
;

we have them now, and no mistake 1”

“ By the treaty 1” I inquired.

“ No,” he said, “I have discovered the dodge, and we shall avail

of it at once. By a recent local lavf, foreigners can hold real

estate in this province now. And by a recent Act of Parliament

our vessels can obtain British registers. Between these two
privileges, a man don’t deserve to be called an American who
can’t carry on the fisheries in spite of all the cruisers, revenue

officers, and prohibitary laws under the sun. It is a peaceable and

quiet way of getting possession, and far better than fighting for

them, while it comports more with the dignity of our great and
enlightened nation.”

“ What do you think,” I said, of the Elgin treaty as a bar-

gain f’

After some hesitation, he looked up and smiled.

‘•We can’t complain,” said he. “As usual, we have got hold

of the right eend of the rope, and got a vast deal more than we
expected. The truth is, the English are so fond of trade, and so

afraid of war, if we will only give them cotton and flour at a fair

price, and take their manufactures in return, we can bully them
into anythin’ almost. It is a positive fact, there were fifty deserters

from the British army taken off of the wreck of the ‘San Fran-

cisco,’. and carried to England. John Bull pretended to wink at

it, hired a steamer, and sent them all out again to us. Lord !

how our folks roared when they heard it
;
and as for the Presi-

dent, he laughed like a hyena over a dead nigger. Law sakes

alive, man ! Make a question between our nation and England
about fifty desarters, and if the ministers of the day only dared to

talk of fighting, the members of all the manufactoren towns in

England, the cottonocracy of Great Britain, would desert too !

“ It’s nateral, as an American, I should be satisfied with the

treaty
;
but I’ll tell you what I am sorry for. I am grieved we

asked, or your Governor-General granted, a right to us to land on
these shores and make our fish. Lord Elgin ought to have known
that every foot of the sea-coast of Nova Scotia has been granted,

and is now private property.
“ To concede a privilege to land, with a proviso to respect the

rights of the owner, is nonsense. This comes of not sending a

man to negotiate who is chosen by the people, not for his rank,

but for his ability and knowledge. The fact is, I take blame to

myself about it, for I was pumped who would do best, and be
most acceptable to us Americans. I was afeared they would send

a Billingsgate contractor, who is a plaguy sight more posted up
about fisheries than any member of parliament, or a clever colonist,

(not a party-man) and they know more than both the others put
together

;
and I dreaded if they sent either, there would be a quid
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'pro quo^ as Josiali says, to be given, afore we got the fisheries, if

we ever got them at all. ‘ So,’ sais I, out of a bit of fun, for I

can’t help taken a rise out of folks no how I can fix it, ‘ send us a

lord. We are mighty fond of noblemen to Washington, and
toady them first-rate. It will please such a man as Pierce to show
him so much respect as to send a peer to him. He will get what-
ever he asks.’

“ Well, they fell into the trap beautiful. They sent us one, and
we rowed him up to the very head-waters of Salt Eiver in no
time.* But I am sorry we asked the privilege to land and cure

fish. I didn’t think any created critter would have granted that.

Yes, I foresee trouble arising out of this. Suppose ‘ Cayenne
Pepper,’ as we call the captain that commanded the ‘ Cayenne’ at

Grey Town, was to come to a port in Nova Scotia, and pepper it

for insultin’ our flag by apprehenden trespassers (though how a

constable is to arrest a crew of twenty men, unless, Irishman-like,

he surrounds them, is a mystery to me). What would be done in

that case % Neither you nor I can tell. Squire. But depend upon
it, there is a tempestical time cornin’, and it is as well to be on
the safe side of the fence when there is a chance of kicking going on.

“ The bombardment of Grey Town was the greatest and bravest

exploit of modern times. We silenced their guns at the first

broadside, and shut them up so sudden that envious folks, like the

British, now swear they had none, while we lost only one man in

the engagement, but he was drunk and fell overboard. What is the

cannonade of Sebastopool to that ? Why it sinks into insignificance.”

He had hardly ceased speaking, when the wheels of a carriage

were heard rapidly approaching the door. Taking out his watch,

and observing the hour, he said :
“ Squire, it is now eleven o’clock.

I must be a movin’. Good-bye ! I am off to Halifax. I am
goin’ to make a night flight of it. The wind is fair, and I must
sail by daylight to-morrow morning. Farewell !”

He then shook hands most cordially with me, and said
;

“ Squire,

unless you feel inclined at some future day to make the tour of the

States with me, or somethin’ turns up, I am not availed of, I an^

afraid you have seen the last journal ofyour old friend, ‘ Sam Slick.’
”

* To row up Salt River is a common phrase, used generally to denote politi-

cal defeat. The distance to which a party is rowed up Sait River, depends

entirely upon the magnitude of the majority against him. If the defeat is

overwhelming, the unsuccessful party is said “ to be rowed up to the very head-

waters of Salt River.” The phrase has its origin in the fact that there is a

small stream of that name in Kentucky, the passage of which is made difficult

and laborious, as well by its tortuous course as by numerous shallows and bars.

The real application of the phrase is to the unhappy wight who propels the

boat, but })olitically, in slang usage, it means the man rowed up, the passenger.

—I. Inman.
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CHAPTEK II.

CLIPPERS AND STEAMERS.

Whoever has taken the trouble to read the “Wise Saws” of

Mr. Slick, will be prepared to resume the thread of his narrative

without explanation, if, indeed, these unconnected selections deserve

the appellation. But as this work may tall into the hands of many
people, who never saw its predecessor, it may be necessary to

premise that our old friend Sam, having received a commission
from the President of the United States to visit the coast of Nova
Scotia, and report to him fully on the state of the fisheries, their

=^xtent and value, the manner in which they were prosecuted, and
he best mode of obtaining a participation in them, he proceeded

'll his cruise in a trading-vessel, called the “ Black Hawk,” where-

)f Timothy Cutler was master, and Mr. Eldad Nickerson the

pilot. The preceding volume contained his adventures at sea, and
in the harbors of the province, to the westward of Halifax. The
present work is devoted to his remarks on “ Nature and Human
Nature.”

While amusing himself fishing within three miles of the coast,

off La Halve, in contravention of the treaty, he narrowly escaped

capture by the British cruizer “Spitfire,” commanded by Cap-

tain Stoker. By a skilful manoeuvre, he decoyed the man-of-war,

in the eagerness of the chase, on to a sand-bar, when he dexter-

ously slipt through a narrow passage between two islands, and
keeping one of them in a line between the “ Black Hawk ” and her

pursuer, so as to be out of the reach of her guns, he steered for the

eastern shore of Nova Scotia, and was soon out of sight of the Isl-

ands behind which his enemy lay embedded in the sand
;
from

this point the narrative is resumed in Mr. Slick’s own words.*
“ I guess,” said I, “ Captain, the ‘ Spitfire ’ will have to put into

Halifax to report herself, and be surveyed, so we may pursue our

course in peace. But this ‘ Black Hawk ’ is a doll, ain’t she %

don’t she skim over the water like a sea gull % The truth is. Cut-

ler, when you aint in a hurry, and want to enjoy yourself at sea,

as I always do, for I am a grand sailor, give me a clipper. She is

so light and buoyant, and the motion so elastic, it actilly exilerates

your spirits. There is something like life in her gait, and you

* His remarks on the fisheries I hare wholly omitted, for they have now lost

their interest. His observations on “ Nature and Human Nature ” are alone

retained, as they may be said to have a universal application.—Ed.

2
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have her in hand like a horse, and yon feel as if you were her mas-
ter, and directed her movements. I ain’t sure you don’t seem as

if you were part of her yourself. Then there is room to show
skill and seamanship, and if you don’t iii reality go as quick as a

steamer, you seem to go faster, if there is no visible object to mea-
sure your speed by, and that is something, for the white foam on
the leeward side rushes by you in rips, raps, and rainbows, like

Canadian rapids.

“ Then if she is an atrysilly like this, and she is doing her pret-

tiest, and actilly laughs again, she is so pleased, why you are sat-

isfied, for you don’t make the breeze, you take it as you find it,

like all other good gifts of Providence, and say, ‘ ain’t she going

like wink, how she forges ahead, don’t she % ’ Your attention is

kept alive, too, watchin’ the wind, and trimmin’ sail to it accord-

ingly, and the jolly ‘ Oh, heave oh,’ of the sailors is music one
loves to listen to, and if you wish to take a stretch for it in your
cloak on deck, on the sunny or shady side of the companion-way,
the breeze whistles a nice soft lullaby for

.
you, and you are off in

the land of Nod in no time.”
“ Dreaming of Sophy Collingwood,” sais the Captain, “ and the

witch of Eskisooney, eh ?
”

“ Yes, dreamin’ of bright eyes and smilin’ faces, or anythin’

else that’s near and dear, for to my idea, the heart gives the sub-

ject for the head to think upon. In a fair wind, and a charmin’

day like this, I never coiled up on the deck for a nap in my life,

that I hadn’t pleasant dreams. You feel as if you were at peace

with all the world in general, and yourself in partikeler, and that

it is very polite of folks to stay to home ashore, and let you and
yonr friends enjoy yourselves without trendin’ on your toes, and
wakin’ of you up, if asleep, or a jostlin’ of you in your turn on
the quarter-deck, or overhearin’ your conversation.

“ And ain’t you always ready for your meals, and don’t you
walk into them in rael right down earnest Oh, nothing ever

tastes so good to me as it does at sea. The appetite, like a sharp

knife, makes the meat seem tender, aud the sea air is a great friend

of digestion, and always keeps company with it. Then you don’t

care to sit and drink after dinner as you do at an hotel of an idle

day, for you want to go on deck, light your cigar, take a sweep round
the horizon with your glass, to see if there is any sail in sight,

glance at the sky to ascertain if the breeze is likely to hold, and

then bring yourself to anchor on a seat, and have a dish of chat for

a dessert with the Captain, if he is a man of books like you, Cut-

* The Atricilla, or laughing sea-gull. Its note resembles a coarse laugh*

Hence its name. It is very common in the Bahamas.
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ler, or a man of reefs, rocks and sandbars, fish, cordwood and
smugglin’, or collisions, wracks and salvage, like the pilot.

“ Then, if you have a decent sample or two of passengers on
board, you can discuss men and things, women and nothings, law,

physick and divinity, or that endless, tangled ball ofyarn, politicks,

or you can swap anecdotes, and make your fortune in the trade.

And by the same trail of thought we must give one or two of

these Blue-Noses now and then a cast on board with us to draw
them out. Well, if you want to read, you can go and turn in, and
take a book, and solitudinise to it, and there is no one to disturb

you. I actilly learned French in a voyage to Calcutta, and Ger-

man on my way home. I got enough for common use. It warn’t

all pure gold
;
but it was kind of small change, and answered

every purpose of trade or travel. Oh, it’s no use a talkin’
;
where

time ain’t the main object, there’s nothing’ like a sailin’ vessel to a
man who ain’t sea-sick, and such fellows ought to be cloriformed,

put to bed, and left there till the voyage is over. They have no
business to go to sea, if they are such fools as not to know how to

enjoy themselves.
“ Then sailors are characters

;
they are men of the world, there

is great self-reliance in them. They have to fight their way in life

through many trials and difficulties, and their trust is in God and
their own strong arm. They are so much in their own element,

they seem as if they were born on the sea, cradled on its billows,

and like Mother Carey’s chickens, delighted in its storms and
mountain waves. They walk, talk, and dress differently from lands-

men. They straddle as they pace the deck, so as to brace the

body, and keep their trowsers up at the same time
;

their gait is

loose, and their dress loose, and their limbs loose
;
indeed, they are

rather too fond of slack. They climb like monkeys, and depend
more on their paws than their legs. They tumble up, but never
down. They count, not by fingers, it is tedious, but by hands

;

they put a part for the whole, and call themselves hands, for they

are paid for the use of them, and not their heads.
“ Though they are two-handed, they are not close-fisted fellows.

They despise science, but are fond of practical knowledge. When
the sun is over the foreyard, they know the time of day as well

as the captain, and call for their grog, and when they lay back their

heads, and turn up the bottom of the mug to the sky, they call it

in derision taking an observation. But though they have many
characteristics in common, there is an individuality in each that dis-

tinguishes him from the rest. He stands out in bold relief— I by
myself, I. He feels and appreciates his importance. He knows
no plural. The word ‘ our ’ belongs to landsmen

;

‘ my ’ is the sail-

or’s phrase—my ship, my captain, my messmate, my watch on
deck, ‘ m.y eyes !

’
‘ you lubber, don’t you know that’s me f ’ I like
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to listen to their yarns, and their jokes, and to hear them sing their

simple ditties. The odd mixture of manliness and childishness—

of boldness and superstitious fears
;

of preposterous claims for

wages and thoughtless extravagance
;
of obedience and discontent,

all goes to make the queer compound called ‘ Jack.’ How often

have I laughed over the fun of the forecastle in these small fore and
aft packets of ourn ! and I think I would back that place for wit

against any bar-room in New York or New Orleans, and I believe

they take the rag off of all creation.

“ But the cook is my favorite. He is a scientific man, and so

skilfid in compounds, he generally goes by the name of doctor.

1 like the daily consultation with him about dinner, not that I am
an epicure

;
but at sea, as the business of life is eating, it is as

well to be master of one’s calling. Indeed, it appears to be a law
of nature, that those who have mouths should understand what to

put in them. It gratifies the doctor to confer with him, and who
does it not please to be considered a man of importance '? He is,

therefore, a member of the Privy Council, and a more useful

member he is too, than many Eight Honorables I know of—who
have more acres than ideas. The Board assembles after breakfast,

and a new dish is a great item in the budget. It keeps people in

good humor the rest of the day, and affords topics for the table.

To eat to support existence is only fit for criminals. Bread and
water will do that

;
but to support and gratify nature, at the same

time, is a noble effort of art, and well deserves the thanks of man
kind. The cook, too, enlivens the consultation by telling marvel-

lous stories about strange dishes he has seen. He has eaten ser-

pents with the Siamese monkeys in the West Indies, crocodiles and

sloths in South America, and cats, rats, and dogs with the Chinese

;

and, of course, as nobody can contradict him, says they are deli-

cious. Like a salmon, you must give him the line even if it wea-

ries you, before you bag him
;
but when you do bring him to land,

his dishes are savory. They have a relish that is peculiar to the

sea, for where there is no garden^ vegetables are always most prized.

The glorious onion is duly valued, for as there is no mistress to be

kissed, who will dare to object to its aroma?
“ Then I like a Sunday at sea in a vessel like this, and a day like

this, when the men are all clean and tidy, and the bell rings for

prayers, and all hands are assembled aft, to listen to the captain as

he reads the Church Service. It seems like a family scene. It

reminds me of dear old Minister and days gone by, when he used

to call us round him, and repeated to us the promise ‘ that when
two or three v/ere gathered together in God’s name, he would
grnnt iheir request.’ The only difference is, sailors are more atten-

tive and devout than landsmen. They seem more conscious that

they are in the Divine presence. They have little to look upon
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but the heavens above and the boundless ocean around them.
Both seem made on purpose for them—i\\Q sun to guide them by
day, and the stars by night, the sea to bear them on its bosom, and
the breeze to waft them on their course. They feel how powerless

they are of themselves
;
how frail their bark

;
how dependent they

are on the goodness and mercy of their Creator, and that it is Tie

alone who can rule the tempest and control the stormy deep.

Their impressions are few, but they are strong. It is the world
that hardens the heart, and the ocean seems apart from it.

“ They are noble fellows, sailors, and I love them
;
but. Cutler,

how are they used, especially where they ought to be treated best,

on board of men-of-war ? The moment a ship arrives in port, the

anchor cast and the sails furled—what does the Captain do1 the

popular Captain, too, the idol of the men
;
he who is so kind, and

so fond of them % Why, he calls them aft, and says, ‘ Here, my
lads, here is lots of cash for you, now be off ashore and enjoy

yojLirselves.’ And they give three cheers for their noble com-
mander— their good-hearted officer— the sailor’s friend— the jolly

old blue jacket, and they bundle iilto the boats, and on to the

beach, like school-boys. And where do they go 1 Well, we won’t
follow them, for 1 never was in them places where they do go, and
so I can’t describe them, and one thing I must say, I never yet

found any place answer the picture drawn of it. But if half only

of the accounts are true that I have heerd of them, they must be
the devil’s own seminaries of vice— that’s a fact. Every mite and
morsel as bad as the barrack scenes that we read of lately.

“Well, at the end of a week, back come the sailors. They
ave had a glorious lark and enjoyed themselves beyond anything

a the world, for they are pale, sick, sleepy, tired out, cleaned out,

and kicked out, with black eyes, broken heads, swelled cheeks,

minus a few teeth, half their clothes, and all their money.
“

‘ What,’ says the Captain, ‘ what’s the matter with you, Tom
Marlin, that you limp so like a lame duck?’

“
‘ Nothing, your honor,’ says Tom, twitching his forelock, and

making a scrape with his hind leg, ‘ nothing, your honor, but a

scratch from a bagganet.’
“

‘ What ! a fight with the soldiers, eh ? The cowardly rascals

to use their side-arms !

’

“We cleared the house of them, Sir, in no time.’
“

‘ That’s right. Now go below, my lads, and turn in, and get a

good sleep. I like to see my lamhs enjoy themselves. It does my
heart good.’

“ And yet, Cutler, that man is said to be a father to his crew.”
“ Slick,” said Cutler, “ what a pity it is you wouldn’t always talk

that way ! Now if there is any created thing that makes me mad,
it is to have a feller look admiren at me, when I utter a piece of plain
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common sense like that, and turn up the whites of his eyes like a
duck in thunder, as much as to say, what a pity it is you weren’t
broughten up a preacher. It ryles me considerable, I tell you.”

“ Cutler,” I said, “ did you ever see a colt in a pasture, ho\^' he
would race and chase round the field, head, ears and tail up, and
stop short, snort as if he had seen the ghost of a bridle, and off

again hot foot '?

”

“Yes,” said he, “I have; but you are not a colt, nor a boy
either.”

“ Well, did you ever see a horse when unharnessed from a little

light wagon, and turned out to grass, do nearly the same identical

thing, and kick up his heels like mad, as much as to say, I am a
free nigger now ?

”

“ Well, I have,” said he.

“Stop,” said I, a touchin’ of him on his arm; “what in the

world is that ?” and I pointed over the taffrail to the weather-bow.
“ Porpoises,” said he.

“ What are they a doin’ Ob'?”

“ Sportin’ of themselves.” •

“ Exactly,” sais I, “ and do you place man below the beasts of
the field, and the fishes of the sea '? What in natur’ was humor
given to us for, but for our divarsionl What sort of a world
would this be if every fellow spoke sermons and talked homilies,

and what in that case would parsons do ? I leave you to cypher
that out, and then prove it by algebra

;
but I’ll tell you what they

wouldn’t do. I’ll be hanged if they’d strike for higher wages, for

fear they should not get any at all.”

“ I knock under,” said he
;

“ you may take my hat
;
now go on

and finish the comparison between Clippers and Steamers.”
“ Well,” sais I, “as I was a sayin’. Captain, give me a craft like

this, that spreads its wings like a bird, and looks as if it was born,

not made, a whole-sail breeze, and a seaman every inch of him like

you on the deck, who looks you in the face, in a way as if he’d

like to say, only bragging ain’t genteel, ain’t she a clipper now,

and ain’t I the man to handle her ? Now this ain’t the case in a

steamer. They ain’t vessels, they are more like floating factories

;

you see the steam machines and the enormous fires, and the clouds

of smoke, but you don’t visit the rooms where the looms are, that’s

all. They plough through the sea dead and heavy, like a subsoiler

with its eight horse team
;
there is no life in ’em

;
they can’t dance

on the waters as if they rejoiced in their course, but divide the

waves as a rock does in a river
;
they seem to move more in defi

ancc of the sea, than as if they were in an element of their own.
“ They puff and blow like boasters braggin’ that they extract

from the ocean the means to make it help to subdue itself. It is a

war of the elements, fire and water contendin’ for victory. They
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are black, clingy, forbiddin’ looking sea monsters. It is no wonder
the superstitious Spaniard, when he first saw one, said :

‘ A vessel

that goes against the tide, and against the wind, and without sails,

goes against God,’ or that the simple negro thought it was a sea

devil. They are very well for carrying freight, because they are

beasts of burden, but not for carrying travellers, unless they are

mere birds of passage like our Yankee tourists, who want to have
it to say I was ‘ ihar^ I hate them. The decks are dirty

;
your

skin and clothes are dirty
;
and your lungs become foul

;
smoke

pervades everythin’, and now and then the condensation gives you
a shower of sooty waiter by way of variety, that scalds your fiice,

and dyes your coat into a sort of pepper-and-salt color.

“ You miss the sailors, too. There are none on board—you miss
the nice light, tight-built, lathy, wiry, active, neat jolly crew. In

their place you have nasty, dirty, horrid stokers
;
some hoisting

hot cinders, and throwing them overboard, (not with the merry
countenances of niggers, or the cheerful sway-away-my-boys
expression of the Jack Tar, but with sour, cameronean-lookin’

faces, that seem as if they were dreadfully disappointed they were
not persecuted any longer—had no churches and altars to desecrate,

and no bishops to anoint with the oil of hill-side maledictions as of

old) while others are emerging from the fiery furnaces beneath for

fresh air, and wipe a hot, dirty face with a still dirtier shirt sleeve,

and in return for the nauseous exudation, lay on a fresh coat of

blacking, tall, gaunt wretches, who pant for breath as they snuff

the fresh breeze, like porpouses, and then dive again into the lower
regions. They are neither seamen nor landsmen, good whips, nor
decent shots, their hair is not woolly enough for niggers, and their

faces are too black for white men. They ain’t amphibious animals,

like marines, and otters. They are Salamanders. But that’s a

long word, and now they call them stokers for shortness.

“ Then steamers carry a mob, and I detest mobs, especially such

ones as they delight in-—greasy Jews, hairy Germans, Mulatto-

looking Italians, squalling children, that run between your legs and
throw you down, or wipe the butter off their bread on your clothes

;

Englishmen that will grumble, and Irishmen that will fight
;
priests

that won’t talk, and preachers that will harangue
;
women that will

be carried about, because they won’t lie still and be quiet
;

silk

men, cotton men, bonnet men, iron men, trinket men, and every
sort of shopmen, who "feeverally know nothing in the world but
silk, cotton, bonnets, iron, trinkets, and so on, and can’t talk of any-

thin’ else
;
fellows who walk up and down the deck, four or five

abreast when there are four or five of the same craft on board, and
prevent any one else from promenadin’, by sweepin’ the whole
space, while every lurch the ship gives, one of them tumbles atop
of you, or treads on your toes, and then, instead of apologisin’,
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turns round and abuses you like a pick-pocket for stickin’ your feet

out and trippin’ people up. Tliinkin’ is out of the question, and as

for readin’, you might as well read your fortune in the stars.

“Just as you begin, that lovely-lookin’, rosy-cheeked, wicked-
eyed gall, that came on board so full of health and spirits, but now
looks like a faded, striped ribbon, white, yeller, pink, and brown

—

dappled all over her face, but her nose, which has a red spot on it—lifts up a pair of lack-lustre peepers that look glazed like the

round, dull ground glass lights let into the deck, suddenly wakes
up squeamish, and says, ‘ Please, Sir, help me down

;
I feel so ill.’

Well, you take her up in your arms, and for the first time in your
life, hold her head from you, for fear she will reward you in a way
that ain’t no matter, and she feels as soft as dough, and it seems as

if your fingers left dents in her putty-like arms, and you carry her

to the head of the stairs, and call out for the stewardess, and a

waiter answers, “ Stewardess is tight. Sir.’
“

‘ I am glad of it, she is just the person I want. I wish all the

other passengers were tight also.’
“

‘ Lord, Sir, that ain’t it—she is mops and brooms.’
“

‘ Mops and brooms, I suppose she is, she must have plenty use

for them, I reckon, to keep all snug and tidy down there.’

“ Good gracious, Sir, don’t you understand, she is half seas

over.’
“

‘ True, so we all are, the captain said so to-day at twelve

o’clock. 1 wish we were over altogether. Send her up.’
“

‘ No, no. Sir, she is more than half shaved.’
“

‘ The devil ! does she shave ? I don’t believe she is. a woman
at all. I see how it is, you have been putting one of the sailors

into petticoats.’ And the idea makes even the invalid gall laugh.

“ No, no. Sir, she is tipsy.’
“

‘ Then why the plague couldn’t you say so at once. I guess

you kinder pride yourself in your slang. Help me to assist this

lady down to her friends.’

“Well, when you return on deck, lo and behold, your seat is

occupied, and you must go and stand by the rail till one is vacant,

when another gall that ain’t ill, but inconveniently well, she is so

full of chat, says, ‘ Look, look. Sir, dear me, what is that, .Sir ? a

porpoise. Why you don’t, did you ever ! well, I never see a por-

poise afore in all my born days ! are they good to eat, Sir % ’

“
‘ Excellent food for whales. Miss.’

“ ‘Well I never ! do they swallow them right down % ’

“
‘ I guess they do, tank, shank and flank, at one gulp.’

“
‘ Why how in the world do they ever get

—
’ but she don’t

finish the sentence, for the silk man, cotton man, iron man or trin-

ket man, whichever is nearest, says, ‘ There is a ship on the lee-



CLIPPERS AND STEAMERS. 33

bow.’ He says that because it sounds sailor-like, but it happens

to be the weather-bow, and you have seen her an hour before.
“

‘ Can you make her out ? ’ sais he, that’s another sea tarm he

has picked up
;
he will talk like a horse-marine at last.

“
‘ Yes,’ sais you, ‘ she is a Quang-Tonger.’

“
‘ A Quang-Tonger ? ’ sais the gall, and before the old coon has

digested that hard word, she asks, ‘ what in natur is that 1
’

“
‘ Why, Miss, Quang-Tong is a province of China, and Canton

is the capital
;

all the vessels at Canton are called Quang-Tongers,

but strangers call them Chinese Junks.
“ Now, Miss, you have seen two new things to-day, a bottle-

nosed porpoise and—

’

“
‘ Was that a bottle-nosed porpoise. Sir ? why you don’t say

so ! why, how you talk, why do they call them bottle-noses ?
’

“ Because, Miss, they make what is called velvet corks out of

their snouts. They are reckoned the best corks in the world, and
then, ‘ you have seen a Chinese Junk ?

“‘A Chinese Junk,’ sais the astonished trinket man, ‘well I

vowl’ ‘a Chinese Junk, do tell!’ and one gall calls Jeremiah

Dodge, and the other her father and her sister, ^lary Anne Matilda

Jane, to come and see the Chinese Junk, and all the passengers

rush to the other side, and say
;

‘ whare whare,’ and the two discov-

erers say :
‘ there there ’ and you walk across the deck and take

one of the evacuated seats you have been longin’ for
;
and as you

pass, you give a wink to the officer of the deck, who puts his

tongue in his cheek as a token of approbation, and you begin to

read again, as you fancy, in peace.

“ But, there is no peace in a steamer, it is nothin’ but a la,rge

calaboose,* chock full of prisoners. As soon as you have found

your place in the book, and taken a fresh departure, the bonnet man
sais, ‘ please, sir, a seat for a lady,’ and you have to get up and
give it to his wife’s lady’s-maid. His wife ain’t a lady, but having

a lady’s maid, shows she intends to set up for one when she gets to

home. To be a lady, she must lay in a lot of airs, and to brush

her own hair, and garter her own stockins, is vulgar
;

if it was
known in first Avenue, Spruce-street, in Bonnetville, it would
ruin her as a woman of fashion, forever.

“ Now, bonnet man wouldn’t ask you to get up and give your
place to his wife’s hired help, only he knows you are a Yankee, and
we Yankees, I must say, are regularly fooled with women and
preachers

;
just as much as that walking advertisement of a mili-

ner is with her lady’s-maid. All over America in rail carriages,

stage coaches, river steamers and public places of all sorts, every
critter that wears a white choker, and looks like a minister, has

Calaboose is a Southern name for jail.
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the best seat given him. He expects it, as a matter of course, and
as every female is a lady, every woman has a right to ask you
to quit, without notice, for her accommodation. Now, it’s all very
well, and very proper to be respectful to preachers

;
and to be

polite and courteous to women, and more especially those that

are unprotected, but there is a limit, tother side of which lies

absurdity.
“ Now, if you had seen as much of the world as I have, and

many other travelled Yankees, when bonnet man asked you to

give up your seat to the maid, you would have pretended not to

understand English, and not to know what he wanted, but would
have answered him in French and offered him the book, and said

certainly you would give it to him with pleasure, and when he said

he didn’t speak French, but what he desired, was your place for

the lady, you would have addressed her in, German, and offered

her the book, and when they looked at each other, and laughed at

their blunder, in thus taking you for a Yankee, perhaps the man
next to you would have offered his seat, and then when old bonnet
man walked off to look at the Chinese Junk, you would have
entered into conversation v/ith the lady’s maid, and told her it was
a rise you took out of the old fellow to get her along side of you,

and she would enjoy the joke, and you would have found her a

thousand times more handsome, and more conversational and
agreeable than her mistress.

“ But this wouldn’t last long, for the sick gall would be carried

up on deck agin, woman like, though ill, very restless, and chock
full of curiosity to see the Chinese Junk also

;
so you are caught

by your own bam, and have to move again once more. The bell

comes in aid, and summons you to dinner. Ah, the scene in the

Tower of Babel is rehearsed ! what a confusion of tongues ! what a

clatter of knives and forks and dishes ! the waiter that goes and
won’t come back

;
and he who sees, pities but can’t help you

;
and

he who is so near sighted^ he can’t hear

;

and he who is inter-

cepted, and made prisoner on his way.
“ What a profusion of viands—but how little to eat ! this is

cold
;
that underdone

;
this is tough

;
that you never eat

;
while

all smell oily, oh, the only dish you did fancy, you can’t touch, for

that horrid German has put his hand into it. But it is all told in

one short sentence
;
two hundred and fifty passengers supply two

hundred and fifty reasons themselves, why I should prefer a sailing

vessel with a small party to a crowded steamer. If you want to

see them in perfection, go where I have been it on board the Cali-

fornia boats and Mississippi river crafts. The French, Austrian

and Italian boats are as bad. The two great Ocean lines, Ameri-
can and English are as good as anything bad can be, but the others

are all abominable. They are small worlds over-crowded, and
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while these small worlds exist, the evil will remain
;
for alas, their

passengers go backward and forward, thej don’t emigrate—they
migrate

;
they go for the winter and return for the spring, or go

in the spring and return in the fall.

“ Come, Commodore, there is old Sorrow ringing his merry bell

for us to go to dinner. I have an idea we shall have ample
room

;
a good appetite, and time enough to eat and enjoy it

;

come sir, let us, like true Americans, never refuse to go where
duty calls us.”

After dinner. Cutler reverted to the conversation we had had
before we went below, though I don’t know that I should call it

conversation either
;
for I believe I did, as usual, most of the talk-

ing myself.
• I agree with you,’ said he, ‘ in your comparative estimate of

a sailing vessel and a steamer
;

I like the former the best myself.

It is more agreeable for the reasons you have stated to a passenger,

but it is still more agreeable to the officer in command of her on
another account. In a sailing vessel, all your work is on deck,

everything is before you, and everybody under your command.
One glance of a seaman’s eye is sufficient to detect if anything is

amiss, and no one man is indispensable to you. In a steamer the

work is all below, the machinery is out of your sight, complicated,

and one part dependent on another. If it gets out of order, you
are brought up with a round turn, all standing, and often in a

critical situation too. You can’t repair damage easily
;
sometimes

can’t repair at all.

“ Whereas carrying away a sail, a spar, a topmast, or anything

of that kind, impedes, but don’t stop you, and if it is anything

very serious, there are a thousand ways of making a temporary
rig that will answer till you make a port. But what I like best is,

when my ship is in the daldrums, I am equal to the emergency
;

there is no engineer to bother you by saying, this can’t be done,

or that won’t do, and to stand jawing and arguing instead of obey-

ing and doing. Clippers of the right lines, size and build, well

found, manned and commanded, will make nearly as good work,

in ordinary times, as steamers. Perhaps it is prejudice though,

for I believe we sailors are proverbial for that. But, Slick, recol-

lect it ain’t all fair weather sailing like this at sea. There are

times when death stares you wildly in the face.’
“

‘ Exactly,” sais I, ‘ as if he would like to know you the next

time he came for you, so as not to apprehend the wrong one. He
often leaves the rascal and seizes the honest man

;
my opinion is,

he don’t see very well.’
“

‘ What a droll fellow you are,’ said he
;

‘ it appears to me as if

you couldn’t be serious for five minutes at a time. I can tell you,

if you were on a rocky lea-shore, with the wind and waves urging
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you on, and you barely holding your own, perhaps losing ground
every tack, you wouldn’t talk quite so glibly of death. Was you
ever in a real heavy gale of wind V

“
‘ Warn’t I,’ said I

;
‘the fust time I returned from England, it

blew great guns all the voyage, one gale after another, and the last

alw^ays wuss than the one before. It carried away our sails as fast

as we bent them.’
“

‘ That’s nothing unusual,’ said Cutler
;

‘ there are worse things

than that at sea.’

‘ Well, I’ll tell you,’ sais I, ‘what it did
;
and if that ain’t an

uncommon thing, then my name aint Sam Slick. It blew all the

hair off my dog, except a little tuft atween his ears. It did, upon
my soul. I hope I may never leave ”

“
‘ Don’t swear to it, Slick,’ said he, ‘ that’s a good fellow. It’s

impossible.’
“

‘ Attestin’ to it will make your hair stand on eend too, I sup-

pose,’ said I
;
‘but it’s as true as preachin’ for all that. What will

you bet it didn’t happen V
“

‘ Tut, man
;
nonsense,’ said he

;
‘ I tell you the thing is im-

possible.’
“

‘ Ah !’ said I, ‘ that’s because you have been lucky, and never

saw a riprorious hurricane in all your life. I’ll tell you how it

was. I bought a blood-hound from a man in Eegent’s Park, just

afore I sailed, and the brute got sea-sick, and then took the mange,
and between that and death starin’ him in the face, his hair all

came off, and in course it blew away. Is that impossible V
“

‘ W ell, well,’ said he, ‘ you have the most comical way with

you of any man I ever see. I am sure it ain’t in your nature to

speak of death in that careless manner
;
you only talked that way

to draw me out. I know you did. It’s not a subject, however, to

treat lightly; and if you are not inclined to be serious just now,
tell us a story.’

“
‘ Serious,’ sais I, ‘ I am disposed to be

;
but not sanctimonious,

and you know that. But here goes for a story, which has a nice

little moral in it, too.
“

‘ Once on a time, when pigs were swine, and turkeys chewed
tobacco, and little birds built their nests in old men’s beards.’

“
‘ Pooh !’ said he, turning off huffy-like, as if I was a goin’ to

bluff him off. ‘ I wonder whether supper is ready V
“

‘ Cutler,’ sais I, ‘ come back, that’s a good fellow, and I’ll tell

you the story. It’s a short one, and will just fill up the space be-

tween this and tea-time. It is in illustration of what you was a

sayin’, that it ain’t always fair weather sailing in this world.

There was a jack-tar once to England who had been absent on a

whaling voyage for nearly three years, and he had hardly landed

when he was ordered off to sea again, before he had time to go
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COOPER’S SEA TALES. In five volumes, uniform with

the Leather-Stocking Tales. Bound in cloth. Price, 5 00

In half Turkey, or half calf, 7 50

THE PEOPLE’S EDITION OF THE ENTIRE WORKS
OF J. FENIMOEE COOPER, with all his latest corrections and revisions;

elegantly printed on superior paper, hound in embossed cloth. A volume

published on the 1st and 15th of each month. Price, each, 1 00

Frank Forester’s Sporting Works.
FIELD SPORTS, with Engravings of every species of Game, drawn from

Nature. Fourth Edition, Revised, 2 vols., 8vo. Price, 4 00

“Here we have all the learning touching the Game of the country, happily conu
pressed with the fruits, of the observation of an enthusiastic sportsman..”—W O. Pic.

FISH AND FISHING. With illustrations from nature. Third edition, re-

vised—One volume. Price, 3 00

“ This is the third edition, revised and corrected, of a favorite vrork, and is brought
out in the finest mechanical style. The engravings are most excellent, and we deem
it impossible to have a more complete work.”—New York Spirit of the Times.



STRINGER & TOWNSEND’S RECENT PUBLICATIONS.

THE SPOETSMAI^’S VADE MECUM. Bound in scarlet cloth. Price,. $0 68

“This book contains full instructions for breeding, breaking, and keeping of sport-
ing dogs, and many valuable receipts will be found in if for the preventioli or euro
of diseases to which the dogs are subject. We commend it to our sporting readers.”

—

Neto York Spirit of the Times,

THE OLD FOEEST EANGER
;
OE, WILD SPOETS IN INDIA. With

eight original illustrations on steel. Price, 1 50

“This elegant illustrated volume possesses rare Interest. It is what the very
competent editor pronounces it to be, one of the most delightful books on the sub-
ject of sporting that has ever issued from the English press. A more fascinating
volume can scarcely be conceived.”—Commercial Advertiser.

Miscellaneous.

HISTORY OF THE FRENCH PROTESTANT REFUGEES. By M. Ch.

Weiss. Translated by Wm. H. Herbert, with an American Appendix.

Third edition. Piice, 2 50

THE PRACTICAL DRAUGHTSMAN’S BOOK OF INDUSTRIAL DE-
SIGN. Forming a complete course of Mechanical Engineering and Archi-

tectural Drawing. New improved edition. Bound in cloth, 6 50

In half Turkey, 8 00

THE AMERICAN COTTAGE BUILDER. A Series of Designs, Plans,

and Specifications for Houses for the People. Second edition. Price, .... 1 75

RUDIMENTS OF ARCHITECTURE AND BUILDING, for the use of

Architects, Builders, Draughtsmen, Machinists, Engineers, and Mechanics.

Edited by John Bullock, author of “ The American Cottage Builder.” New
edition, revised. Price, 2 00

THE OLD BREWERY, AND THE NEW MISSION HOUSE AT THE
FIVE POINTS. By the Ladies of tub Mission. Elegantly illustrated.

Cloth 0 T5

Gilt, 100
Extra gilt, 1 25

THE LITERARY REMAINS OF THE LATE WILLIS GAYLORD
CLARK. New edition, in 1 vol. 8vo. Cloth, 150

SELECT WORKS OF HENRY FIELDING. New illustrated edition. With

a Memoir of his Life and Writings, with engravings from Original designs

by Cruikshank. Complete in one volume royal octavo, bound in muslin, 2 00

SELECT WORKS OF TOBIAS SMOLLETT. New illustrated Edition.

With a Memoir of his Life and Writings; with Engravings from Original

Designs by Cruikshank. Complete in one volume, royal 8vo., bound in

muslin, 2 50

THE SIIAKSPEARE NOVELS. Bt Walter Savage Landor. Con-

taining The Youth of Shakspkare.—Shakspeare and nia Friends.—

The Secret Passion.

One handsome volume, bound in scarlet cloth, 2 00



STRINGER & TOWNSEND’S RECENT PUBLICATIONS.

8ACE2D STEEAMS ; OE, THE ANCIENT AND MODEEN HISTOEY
OF THE EIVEES OF THE BIBLE. Edited by Geo. B. Cheevee, D. D.,

embellished with 50 illustrations from original designs. Bound in muslin, $1 00

Gilt sides and edges, 1 25

THE AUTOBIOGEAPHY OF AN ENGLISH SOLDIEE INTHE UNITED
STATES AEMY. Cloth, ’

1 00

COEINNE
;
OE IT^iXY- By MACAiiE de Stael. A new library edition.

12mo., cloth, 0 75

THE LIVING AUTHOE. By TnoiiAs Powell, author of “Living Authors

of England,” &c. In 1 vol. 8vo. Cloth, 1 00

SWELL LIFE AT SEA; OE, FUN, FEIGATES, AND YACHTING.
A choice collection of Nautical Tales. In 1 vol. 12mo., illustrated, 1 00

THE SINGEE’S COMPANION. Containing a collection of two hundred

Popular Songs, Duets, Glees, Catches, &c., with music, arranged for the

Voice, Flute, Violin, and Piano. In one elegant volume, illustrated. Price, 0 76

OUE HONEYMOON, and other Comicalities. From “ Punch.” With

original illustrations. Third edition. Price, 1 26

THE COUNT OF MONTE CEISTO. By Alexandee Dumas. With nu-

merous engravings. 2 volumes, bound in one, cloth, 126

SELF-DECEPTION; OE, THE HISTOEY OF THE HUMAN HEAET.
By Mrs. Ellis. 1 volume, cloth, 1 25

THE UPPEE TEN THOUSAND, Sketches of American Society. By 0.

Astok Beisted. With original illustrations. Cloth, 0 75

Library of Standard Novels.
MODEEN FLIETATIONS. By Catheeixe Sixclaie, author of “Bea-

trice,” “ Modern Society,” “ Holiday House,” &c., &c. Cloth, 0 75
Paper, 0 60

MILES TEEMENHEEE; OE, THE LOVE TEST. By Annette Maeib

Maillaed, author of “Zingra the Gipsey,” “Compulsory Marriage,” &c.
Cloth, 0 75
Paper, 0 50

THE AETIST WIFE, AND OTHEE TALES. By Maey Howitt. A charm-
ing volume, from one of the most charming of English writers. Cloth, .... 0 75

Paper, 0 50

JANE SETON; OE, THE KING’S ADVOCATE. By James Geant, au-

thor of “ The Eomance of Wgr.” “ The Aide-de-Camp,” &c. Cloth 0 75
Paper, 0 50

MEEKLAND ;
OE, SELF-SACEIFICE. By the author of “Margaret Mait-

land,” &c. Cloth,.... 0 75
Paper, 0 75

MAEGAEET
;
OE, PEEJUDICE AT HOME AND ITS VICTIMS. Cloth, 0 75

Paper, 0 50

AGATHA BEAUFOET ;
OE, FAMILY PEIDE. By the author of “ Pique.”

Cloth, 0 75
Paper, . . 0 50



“THE ENGLISH CLASSICS.”

KEW ILLUSTRATED EDITION OF FIELDING AND SMOLLETT.

EDITION OF THE SELECT WORKS
OP

HENRY FIELDING.
3niu5trat£li from is CIPruikstaitli.

WITH A MEMOIR OF HIS LIFE AND WRITINx> 3.

Complete in One Volume
^
royal octavo. Bound in embossed

cloth. Brice $2.

EacF Work separate, in paper covers.

EMBRACING
TOMJONES ; Or, THE HISTORY OFA FOUNDLING, 60cU
THE ADVENTURES OF JOSEPH ANDREWS, 38 cts.

AMELIA, 60 cts.

THE LIFE OF JONATHAN WILD, 26 cts.

“The cultivated genius of Fielding entitles him to a high rank among the
classics. His works exhibit a series of pictures drawn with all the descriptive

fidelity of a Hogarth.”

—

Knox's Essays.
“The romance of Tom Jones, that exquisite picture of human manners, will

outlive the palace of the Escurial and the imperial eagle of Austria.”—
“ ‘Tom Jones’ is the first romance in the world, and the best written English

book,”—ia Rarpe.

TJNIFOKM WITH THE ABOVE.

NEW EDITION OF THE SELECT WORKS
OP

TOBIAS SMOLLETT.
IIIujEftratrir from S^ruiRs^anlt.

WITH A MEMOIR OF HIS LIFE AND WRITINGS.
Complete in One Volume, royal octavo. Bound in embossed

cloth. Brice $2 50.

Each Work ooi»orate, in paper covers.

EMBRACING

THE ADVENTURES OF RODERICK RANDOM, 88 ct*.

THE ADVENTURES OF PEREGRINE PICKLE, 60 cts.

THE EXPEDITION OF HUMPHREY CLINKER, 38 cts.

THE ADVENTURES OF FERDINAND COUNT FATHOM,
88 cts.

THE ADVENTURES OF SIR LAUNOELOT GREAVES,
88 cts.

THE HISTORYAND ADVENTURES OFAN ATOM, 26 cts.

“The Prose Homer of Human Nature.”—ZorcZ Byrom
“Cervantes, Le Sage, Fielding, Smollett, began one and all of them with th«

drama, and after failing in that, betook them-selves to the efforts by which they

have earned their immortality.”— Review.

STRINGER & TOWNSEND, 222 Broadway, New-York.



The chef-d?c£,utres'''‘ of

fiEOEGE SAND. WATIAME DE STAEL, AND LAMAETINE.

CONSUELO.
By GEOEGE SAND, (Madame D d d e v a n t . )

Four Volumes in One. Bound in Pa^er. Price 50 cts.

THE COUNTESS OF RUDOLSTADT,
SEQUEL TO “CONSUELO.”

Three Volumes in One. Bound in Paper. Price 60 ds.

Translated from the New Paris Edition of Charpentier. With the
Eevisions and Corrections of the Author.

“The character of ‘Consuelo,’ as developed in this book and its Sequel, Is

one of the noblest ever drawn. The character is an ideal one, in essence, and as

such is as chaste, as pure, and as lofty a creation as we have ever loved and ad-

mired in all fiction. The whole book is written with great power and deli-

cacy.”

—

Post.

CORINNE; OR, ITALY.
By MADAME DE STAEL.

Carefully translated for the Library of Standard Novels. The Poetical

passages by L. E. L.

Two Volumes in One. Price 50 cts.

“In the character of Corinne, Madame de Stacl draws an imaginary self—
what she is, what she had the power of being, and what she might easily imagine
that she might have become. Purity, which her sentiments and principles teach

her to love, talents and accomplishments, which her energetic genius might easily

have acquired; uncommon scenes fitted for her extraordinary mind
;
and even

beauty which her fancy contemplates s« constantly, and which in the enthusiasm
of invention she bestows on this adorned as well as improved self. I swallow
Corinne slowly, that I may taste every drop. I prolong my enjoyment, and really

dread its termination. How she ennobles the most common scenes

!

—a sermon
from the quarter-deck of a ship of war !

* * * Farewell Corinne 1 Power-
ful and extraordinary book; full of faults so obvious, as not to be worth enume-
rating, but of which a single sentence has excited more feeling, and exercised

more"reason than the most faultless models of elegance.”—Sir Jas. Mackintosh-

GENEYIEYE;
OE, PEASANT LOVE AND SOEEOW

By ALPHONSE DE LAMAETINE.
Price 25 cts.

“ It is, in our opinion, one of the most charming of the works of the admire,,

author. Genevieve is a Story of Peasant Love. The language is simple and elo-

quent, and the sentiment beautiful. Only a poet could have written it. It laya

open the pure and earnest heart of a rustic, and paints the inward and outward
life of an humble but most attractive being.”—Home Journal.

“This delicious story has been elegantly translated, and in its present form
will be as eagerly sought for by the American public as it has been in the original

in France
;

for not only is it one of the most delightfully told tales of the author,

but the interest of the narrative, and the beautifully drawn character of th<?

heroine, will recommend it to the perusal of every lover of fiction.”

—

Satur. Gaz.

STEMGEE & TOWNSEA^D, 222 Broadway, Eew-YorR.



They should find a place in eyery American’s Library.”—!). Webster.

Annonncement to the Ainerican People.

NOW PUBLISHING A NEW AND IMPROVED EDITION OF

THE ENTIRE WORKS OF

J.
FENIMORE COOPER,

With all his Latest Corrections and Revisions, entitled

The People’s Edition,
WITH AN ELABORATE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR, IN ONE UNIFORM VOLUME.

A volume will be published on the 1st and 15th of every month
until the series is completed. Elegantly printed on supe-
rior paper, manufactured expressly for this edition, and bound in

embossed cloth, in a tasteful and uniform style. Price for each
volume, one dollar.

Since the death of our illustrious novelist, the author of “The
Spy,” his merits have been largely canvassed by the critics of all

countries, and his rank may now be considered as definitely settled

;

it is agreed that he is not only the greatest and most national of

our own writers, but that he is of the class of Cervantes, Le Sage,
Shakspeare, Goethe, and Scott, whose displays of genius in literature

entitle them to a universal and immortal popularity.

The People’s Edition will be issued on paper of the same size and
quality as that u'sed for the beautiful edition of the works of Irving,

and in a similar style of binding, and the volumes will be sold at the
extremely low price of one dollar each, which is 20 per cent, lower
than that of the works of any copyright author, presented in the

same excellent manner. The volumes will be published on the
first and fifteenth of every month, commencing- with the month of

December, until the entire series is completed, making in ail Thirty-

four Volumes.
This carefully revised edition will be more handsomely printed

than any of the preceding editions. The semi-monthly mode of

publication has been adopted as the best method of bringing it within

the reach of all classes ;—thus affording to the less affluent an oppor-

tunity to avail themselves of the privilege of securing, for a very
moderate sum, the most beautiful and most perfect set of the Com-
plete Works of J. Fenimore Cooper that has }mt appeared.

“The enduring monuments of Fenimore Cooper are his works. While the love

of country continues to prevail, his memory will exist in the hearts of the people.

* So truly patriotic and American throughout, and throughout, they should

find a place in every American’s library.”

—

Daniel Webster.
“ His wrilings are instinct with the sjiirit of nationality. In his productions every

American must take an honest pride. For surely no one has succeeded like Cooper

to the portiaiture of American cliaracter, or lias given such glowing and eminently

U-uthful pictures of American scenery.”—Wm. H, Frescott.

STRINGER & TOWNSEND, Publishers, 222 Broadway, N. Y.

orders executed by all Booksellers.



LIBEAEY AND COMPLETE EDITION OF

CO^OPER’S NOVELS.

Tins is an entirely New Edition, comprising the whole of

the late J. Feniaiore Cooper’s celehrated Tales and Roaianoes,

in all thirty-three volumes; carefully printed on superior paper,

enlarged page, with marginal ruled lines.

EMBRACING

Last of the Mohicans,
Pioneers,

Deerslayer,

Path-Finder,

Prairie,

The Oak Openings,

Wept of Wish-ton-Wish,
Ned Myers,
The Spy,

The Redskins,

The Pilot,

Homeward Bound,
The Chain-Bearer,

Afloat and Ashore,

Miles Wallingford,

Home as Found,
The Crater,

Two Admirals,

Headsman,
Satanstoe,

Heidenmauer,
Water-Witch,

Mercedes of Castile,

Jack Tier,

Wing-and-Wing,
Red Rover,

Monikins,

The Sea Lions,

Lionel Lincoln,

Wyandotte,
The Bravo,

Travelling Bachelor,

Precaution.

Neatly hound in embossed muslin, the set, 33 volumes, $28 00

Sheep, library style, marble edges, . . . . 30 00

Half roan, . . . . , . . . 28 00

Half calf, . . 45 00

Half Turkey, . . . . . . . . 45 00

Half calf, extra gilt backs, ... . 50 00

The longer time that shall elapse after his decease, the more

justly will Cooper’s genius be appreciated, and in proportion

to the justice of the appreciation will be the height of the

rank he will occupy. *

Cooper’s Nautical and Forest Novels are as distinct, as

original, and as great, in their own line, as anything of Field-

ing, Smollett, or Scott, in his; he will be read, and almost

known by neart, in America and in Europe, when the idols of

the hour are forgotten ; he is the most original of Amerieaa

authors, “ who fear or falsehood never knew.”



OF AM

ENGLISH SOLDIER
TN THE

UNITED STATES AKMY,

AND HIS ADVENTURES IN MEXICO.

Illustrated hy two Fine Engravings, hound in Embossed Clothy

Price One Dollar.

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

“It is a better account of the men that achieved those victories which gave
an American renown to tlie Mexican War, tlian any book that we have yet
read, and we have gone through a few volumes on tliat subject. We have be-
fore us at the present time manuscript journals by two soldiers, and in tone
and narration they correspond with many of the opinions expressed by the
autlior of the bock before us.”

—

Detroit Daily Advertiser.

“ This is a delightful work, and excites the interest of the reader from the
first page to the last.”— (W. y.) Freeman.

“It is a better and truer description of the Mexican War as it actually was
faside from the official dispatches) than has yet been written.”—
(N. Y.) Journal.

“We have seldom been so much interested in the perusal of any work de-
tailing the incidents of a soldier’s life. Gen. Shields once remarked on the
floor of the Senate, that no worthy history of the Mexican War had yet been
written ; and so far as the bravery and hardships of the private soldiers are
concerned, this remark might have been ti'ue^to tlie end of time, had not tliis

book made its appearance.”- iVa.) Age.

“ This is indeed an interesting work. It is the picture of a soldier’s life as
it really is. It shotvs the reader what the common soldier endures, what he
suffers, how little his sufferings are heeded, or his wishes attended to, and in
fact gives the story of a private who has seen service, and it reads very dif-

ferently from an official bulletin. Those who recollect the charm that was
thrown around the life of the common sailor by Dana, in his ‘Two Years Be-
fore the Mast,’ will find the counterpart to that atrractive work in these few
chapters in the life of a common soldier.”— Budget.

“ A veritable and worthy history of the Mexican War has been much
needed, and we have in this volume a direct, straightforward narrative,
which carries conviction of its fidelity on its face. The narrative is a very
interesting one, written in a fresh, genial style, which makes one sorry to get
to the end of the volume.”— Bedford {Mass.) Alercury.

“ The style is easy, natural, and expressive ; and the regular succession of
incidents keeps the attention constantly engaged. The work is well adapted
for general perusal, and will be deservedly popular.”— Tbronfo Mirror.

“It is on many accounts a most extraordinary work. The work is written
in a clear and simple style, giving evident proof in every page of its authen-
ticity.”— Corn. Advertiser,

For sale by all booksellers.

STRINGER & TOWNSEND, Publishers,

No. 222 BROADWAY.



MRS. ELLIS’S NEW FASCINATING STORY.

SELF-DECEPTION

;

OB,

THE HISTOEY OE A HUMAN HEAET,

BY MRS. ELLIS,
ATrrnoB o? “ heaets and homes,” “ women of England,” Eia, etc.

COMPLETE IN TWO VOLUMES, WITH ILLUSTRATIONS.

PHce $1, in Paper; 'bound in Muslin, $1 25.

The popularity of Mrs. Ellis a-s a writer, and the admirable success her works

have had as portraitures of domestic interests and incidents, make what sho has

written of the greatest importance to all who can appreciate the pathos of the

gentler affections. The present work, admirable in itself, has also something of

a universal interest from the fact that it appeals to the whole human heart.

To the female sex, to whom it is particularly addressed, this bock will have a

universal interest, for never was the gentler portion of humanity more admirably

described. There is also an unusual degree of merit in the sterner and more
manly characters, which have a something of power about them, when united to

the peculiar traits we have already mentioned, welt calculated to take possession

of public attention. The popular authoress has not a little added to her repuLa-

tion by this the last and most fascinating of her numerous works.

(Dpiuions of \\]t

“This is one of the healthiest and most interesting tales of fiction that we ro<

member to have read. It is, in truth, the history of a woman's heart, narrated as

only a woman could depict it, for every minute phase of that organ of aft'ections,

feelings, and passions, is laid bare, with the skill and delicacy of a finished prac-
titioner. Ella, the heroine, is originally a vain, self-deceiving woman, who is car-

ried tlirough a course of events, in wliich her heart and mind are trained, by
trials and disappointments, to rest on tlie only true security we can confidently
rely on in this life. The progress of the narrative introduces numeroivs examples
of cliaracter, and a great diversity of incidents sufficient ta keep the reader's atten-

tion alive, while the high moral, religious principles, naturally evolved from the
story, render the work, a truly valuable and unexceptionable production. It

should form a portion of every lady’s library in the country. It is not alone an
antidote to many of the reigning foibles of The sex, but it offers a beautiful con-
tiast by its pure and healthy tone, to that mass of equivocal fictitious literature,

that floods our libraries.”

—

ilo7ne Joicrmal.
“ The third and last part of this fine novel has been published, much to the

gratification of those whose attention was so forcibly enlisted by the previous
portions of the work. Mrs. Ellis is a charming writer, and always employs hei
pen for good purposes. Her imagination is chastened by sound judgment, and if

she never dazzles her readers by the brilliancy of her writings, she never sacrifice*

morality or common sense. ‘Self-deception’ is printed in a better style than h
usual for cheap publications.”

—

Co^mnercial Advertiser.
This is the conclusion of one of those simple, home-like, genial tales, which

has made the name of Mrs. Ellis so familiar among the households of England
and America.”

—

Co7irier and Enquirer.

STRLYGER & TOWKSEND, 221 Broadway.



THE COUKTEHPAET OF “ COTJHT MONTE CEISTO.”

THE GEEATE8T OF MODEEIT FICTIONa.

COUNT MONTE-LEONE;
OE,

THE SPY IN SOCIETY.

A ROMANCE OF THE CARBONARI OF FRANCE AND ITALY;

JTrom t()e jTrencfj of Be (Stories,

WITH ELEGANT ILLUSTRATIONS.
Complete in one Yolvme, Price 50 Cenie.

CoTTNT Monte-Leone is one of the most graphic and piquant romances in anj

language. Its scene is laid in the exciting events which followed the second re«

Btoration, and in that wild cabal which came so near reproducing another French
Revolution, and which, excited as the popular mind then was, could not but have

been bloody as the first. The various secret societies, especially that of the Car-
BONAEi, legitimate descendants of The Illuminati, the schemes of their mnte
or lodges, the vast purposes they meditated, are unfolded with an ability which

places M. de Saint Georges among the greatest of the romance writers of the day.

It is not difficult to foretell for this book a popularity as great as that of the

“Count of Monte-Cristo,” with the headlong exciting interest of which its story

may be compared to no disadvantage.

lotto of tl)o

“ This powerfully written and admirably conceived tale may stand comparison
with the famous “ Monte-Cristo ” of Dumas, or the renowned “ Wandering Jew,”
by Sue, for it partakes of the deeply thrilling political character of the one, and
the vivid and brilliant writing of the other. The scenes are alternately laid in

Naples and in Paris, and the story is one of intense and varied interest, chiefly

growing out of the adventures of Count Monte-Leone, who is a chief of the Car-
bonari. The work originally appeared as a serial in the pages of the International

Magazine, and its popularity induced the publishers to reproduce it in pamphlet
form. It will become one of the most successful books of the season.”—Home Jour.

“ This spirited romance has appeared serially in the International Magazine.
It is now published in separate form, with the addition of numerous illustrations.

It has been carefully translated from the French, and will be found equal if not
superior in interest to Dumas’s most popular productions.”—Commercial Adver.

“ The scene of this exciting romance is laid in France and Italy, and in the
stirring times that immediately succeeded, or rather witnessed, the downfall of

iici^aparte dynasty in France, Spain, Napl**, and wherever else Napoleon had
..^.night fit to place upon the head of a member of his family a despot’s crown.

Intrigue and martial adventure, love, conspiracy, crime and vengeance, all accord-

ant, however, in their main features with historical fact, crowd the pages of this

highly dramatic and powerfully written worfc It will compare, we think, with
the most popular stories and legends of Dqmas, and may well be termed the
• counterpart of Monte-Cristo,’ The translation' is admirable, and we have no
doubt that the book will have a tremendous run.”—Morning Star.

“ This thrilling tale is intended as a counterpart to the ‘ Count Monte-Cristo.’

The object of the story is to illustrate the secret societies which at one time, un-
der the title of Ventas and Carbonari, pervaded the Monarchies of Europe, The
»tory is kept up with startling and unflagging interest to the cuM"'—Sunday Die.

STRINGER k TOWNSEND, 222 Broadway.



STRINGER & TOWNSEND’S
NEW

LIBRARY OF STANDARD NOVELS.
Kach Volume, elegantly Illustrated, and beautifully bound in cloth, 75 cents ,

beautifully bound in paper, 50 cents

“ We know of no works of fiction published in this country, which, so far, are so
worthy of the highest commendation as this set of “ Standard Novels.”

Albany Evening Tournal

I. MODERN FLIRTATIONS.
By CATHERINE SINCLAIR, Author of “ Beatrice,” &c. &c

“This is a rare book—a now and then book.” Buffalo Express.
“A powerfully written and Intensely interesting novel.” N. Y. Commercial Advertiser.
“ This work aims a heavy and successful blow at one of the great evils of modern society.’

Albany Argus.
Modern Flirtations is a powerfully wrought and salutary satire upon fashionable foibles.”

N. Y. Evangelist

II MILES TREMENHERE.
By Mrs. MAILLARD, Author of “The Gipsey,” &c. fcc.

“ It has more vigorous writing, breadth of style, and unity of purpose, than any of the late
novels.” London Standard.
“ It is the product of an extraordinary mind.” Albany Argus.
“There is wonderful fascination in this story. As a work < f true genius and untiring interest, it

stands unrivalled.” Fredericksburgh (Va.) News.

III. THE ARTIST-WIFE.
• ByM.\RY HOWITT, Author of “Wood Leighton,” &c. &c.

“The Artist-Wife is one of the very best of the works of this most charming writer.”
New-York Daily Times.

“The whole work bears the impress of Mary Howitt’s gifted and beautiful mind.” Alb’y Argus.
“The Artist-Wife is dexterously woven, and baptized with the feeling that is ever apparent inAhe

writings of our authoress.” Buflalo Express.

IV. JANE SETON.
By JAMES GRANT, Author of “ The Aide-de-Camp,” &c. &,c.

“ This volume has already taken the highest rank in England. It shows a brilliant inaaginatiO/n,

together with great dramatic power.” Albany Argus.
“ This is an historical novel, which evinces rare genius, cunning Invention, fine powers of compo-

sition, aid a remarkable brilliancy and freshness of thought.” Buflalo Express.
“ It is one of the most powerful and interesting historical dramas since the days of Sir Walter

Scott.’ The Albany Express.

-

Y. MERKLAND.
By the Author of “ Margaret Maitland.”

“This IS a tale of great power, of remarkable pathos, and discovering a deep insight into the
working of human nature.”—Albany Argus.
“The popularity of that most remarkable work, Margaret Maitland, will be even surpassed by

Merkland.” The London Critic.

“Nothing half so true or so touching in the delineation of character has been issuet’ since Galt

I ubiished his Annals of the Parish ” Frasiers’ Magazine.

YL MARGARET,
Or Prejudice at Home and its Victims;

"t£ow powerfully the story is told, how boldly and skillfully the characters are drawn, how true
its moral and how severe its satire, no adequate conception can be formed, except by reading it. A
eiore searching exposure and vigorous denunciation of the social vices of the age we have never
nead, nor a narrative of more varied and exciting adventure. London Morning Post.

“Scenes from actual contemporary life are here portrayed with truth and vividness ; two great
vices of the age, formal religion and the prejudices ot society in favor of wealth, are assailed with
t*!!ing effect. The story is written with force and with depth of thought. The Spectator, England.

fablished by STEINGEE & TOWNSEND, 222 Broadway, New York,
And for sale by all the principal Booksellers tkroughout tiie Union.



BMITHWAITE’S EETIIOSPECT ;
-

A IIALF-YEAELT JOUENAL OF

PRACTICAL MEDICINE AND SURDERY.
Part XXXI., July, 1855, Now Ready

CHANGE OP PROPRIETORSHIP AND IMPROVEMENT OP THE WORK.

SRnifornt Emrruatt

TERMS—TWO DOLLARS A YEAR—POSTAGE EREE.
This invaluable compendium, which was commenced in 1840, and has no'W

reached its Thirty - First Number, with the unqualified approbation of th«
profession, and a very extensive patronage of non-medical readers, has recently
passed into the hands of Messrs. Stringer and Townsend, its present Proprie-
tors. It will hereafter be issued by them simultaneously with the London
edition, by virtue of an arrangement entered into for the advance proof sheets,

with the distinguished author, and will appear regularly on the first days ol

January and July respectively, in a greatly improved form as regards both paper
and typographical execution; these, with the gradual enlargement of the worlj,

and the obligation of the new postage-law, have made the trifling advance on the
former price of subscription necessary. The work itself is so well known to the
public in general that it is almost needless to enter into any lengthened descrip-

tion of it. It constitutes a condensed register of medical facts and observations
for the j)ast year, and a complete retrospect of all that is valuable and worth pos-
sessing respecting the treatment of disease, gleaned from the British and foreign

medical journals, and the transactions of the diiferent societies and associations,

and presented to the reader in as condensed a form as possible, and generally in

the words of the respective authors.
To medical men the great advantage offered by the Eetrospect is its embody-

ing, in a confined space, ail the cream of all the medical periodicals, sparing them
the labor of wading through many volumes filled with much trivial and unin-
teresting matter, which must be perused in order to reach what is really valuable;
and supplying them with a key, by aid of which they may find precisely what
they require in any of the scattered publication.9 of the day. To families and
private individuals it is scarcely less valuable than to the professi< nal reader—
since, although purely and in the highest degree scientific, its contents are yet
presented in a style so simple and unaffected that they are comprehensible to any
ordinary intellect.

This admirable digest enjoys, throughout the world, a higher fame in its de-

partment, and has a more extensive patronage, than was ever acquired by any
other periodical publication.

Terms, invariably in advance, from Part XXIII, for Jitlv, price $1 ; $2 pel

annum. The back numbers, or sets from the commencement, can be had at th«

following original prices, free of postage :

24 Parts, hound in 10 Volumes, Sheep TAhrary Style, $2 a Volume, $20

—

delivered free of charge.

30 Parts bound in 13 vols. . . $26
“ 13 fo 22, 75 Cents each.

“ 23 “81, . . . . $1 each.

The most liberal terms will be given to BookselleJ-s and Travelling Agents.

N. B.—Mail subscribers will particularly note that for $2 per annum, paid
Bd'vance, the work will reach them postage free, in Avhatever part of th«

^aion.

STRINGER & TOWNSEND, Proprietors and Pnblislicrs,

Eo. 222 Broadway, Nnv-York



A Work of Extraordinary Merit and Interest.

KOW READY.

MARY LYNDON;
OR, REVELATIONS OF A LIFE.

In one Duodecimo Volume^ neatly l)ound in Cloth. Price $1 00.

There are so many books published that are not books—that are

merely apologies for books,—that when a work of sterling excellence

appears, the public are naturally disinclined to believe in its merits.

Especially in this age of book-making is such the case. Each work
that is published is puffed and pushed in nearly every instance be-

yond its worth, till the world of book readers have generally lost

faith in the advertisements of publishers. Such, however, cannot be
the case with “Mary Lyndon, or Revelations of a Life.” It has been
submitted to some of our best scholars and most accomplished literary

men, who are unanimous in their opinion that few works of greater

value have at any time been issued from the press of this country.

Certainly, within the last ten or twelve years, nothing more merito-

rious has been published. It is written with an intense purpose
;
it

is eloquent
;

it is vehement
;

it is passionate. A burning soul under
Etna

—

if souls can burn materially—could not have sent forth a more
tremendous objurgation against existing ills. The earnestness of the
author is like the gleaming of a naked sword, or the flash of moun-
tain lightning.

The writer of this work, as is painfully and powerfully shown in

almost every page, has lived, and loved, and suffered. The book is

a transcript of undoubted experience. There is nothing artificial

about it

—

nothing feigned. It tells the story of a woman’s wrongs
with a wail of passionate lamentation that should make the blood
curdle, while it arouses the soul into indignation. Undoubtedly it is

the work of a woman—no man could have written it,—and she is

among the most intellectual of living writers. She has neither part
nor lot with the horde of feminine authors who of late have deluged
the world with their whimperings. She has felt, “ to the dividing of

the soul and marrow,” what she has written, and “ out of the fulness

of her heart her mouth speaketh.”

The characters introduced in her work are flesh and blood reali-

ties. We know most of them by reputation
;
some she mentions by

name—people actually living in our midst
;

to others we are drawn
by affinity. They are, none of them, phantoms, or creations of the

brain
;
they act, and think, and suffer. They have lived, and most

of them still live. They are our brothers and sisters, bringing with
them revelations from the innermost depth of the spirit, and are

fitted to be our teachers for all time.

STEIRGSPv & TOWSENB, Publishers,

222 Broadway, New York.
Orders solicited from the trade in advance of publication, to enable the Publishers

to supply the demand without delay. All orders will be filled in the priority of
their reception.



The most Elegantly Written and Impartial Biography of our Times \

WILL BE PUBLISHED EARLY IN JULY.

MEMOIRS
OF

[AMES GORDON BENNETT
And His Times.

BY A JOURNALIST.
In one Volume, Duodecimo, of 600 pages, with a finely engraved like-

ness of Mr. Bennett, from an original drawing. Price $1 25.

This book will soon be published. It is the history of a remarka-
ble man—one whose industry, talents and real character are but
little known to the public, although his name is familiar to the

world. There are few persons aware what an important history is

comprised in his long and eventful career, and how fertile in topics

it is for a Biographer. The volume will give a complete panoramic
view of public events in politics, commerce, society and newspaper
literature for the past thirty-five years.

The work is the result of many years of preparation by the

Author, who is acknowledged to be the only gentleman who is cal-

culated by education, temper, refinement, industry, patience and
habitual candor, to do justice to so difficult subject. He is excelled

by no writer in the beauty and force of his style, in the classical purity

of his expression, in the quiet wit and adroit sarcasm of his illus-

trations, or in the method in which he blends the most minute details

with the broad and glowing events of history. Added to this, he
has been so close an observer of the subjects upon which he has

written, has had so extensive an experience with the public press,

that he has produced a work which has all the charms of a romance
associated with the elevated tone and sentiment of a grave and
important history. No writer, in fine, seems to have understood
better the true mode of preparing a valuable Biography.

Such is the opinion of every impartial person who has seen the

pages of the above work, and it will be published with the full

assurance that readers of every condition of society will derive from

the work pleasure, instruction, and a knowledge of the most remarka-

ble and original character of great public importance ever connected

with the History of Journalism in this or any other country.

STRINGER & TOWNSEND, Publishers,

222 Broadway, New York.

Orders solicited from the trade in advance of publication, to enable the

Publishers to promptly supply the demand. All orders will be filled in the priority

of their reception.



jB^LIFE scenes “AMONa THE LOWLY.'^-^

FIRST EDITION, 30,000 COPIES.

JUST PUBLISHED,

THE “OLD BREWERY,”
AJST) THE

|Lfo Htissi0ii Jousi at tlje Jftk Joints,

BY LADIES OP THE MISSION.

WITH SIX ETEGANT lEEESTRATIONS.

Neatly bound in Muslin, 75 cents; Gilt, $1; Extra Gilt, $1 25.

The deep interest and anxiety exhibited since this charming volume was issued, is unexampled in

the history of book publishing. The publishers were constrained to print Thirtt Thousand Copies
before the day of publication, to enable them to supply the unprecedented large number of the work
ordered in advance. Should this awakened interest to peruse these “ Thrilling Life Seenes” in the
history of this wonderful reform keep growing with its present intensity, it must outrival Mrs. Stowe’s
celebrated work, both in popularity and in the number of its readers. The charm and true value of
its contents consist in its literal truthfulness, and however tragic or romantic the story—however
startling to those who are unfamiliar with the phases of life exhibited in such localities, not a fact is

exaggerated, not a color heightened. The united secular and religious press throughout the country
have greeted this fascinating book with a hearty welcome; volumes could be filled with the commen-
dations it has received everywhere. We present a few extracts

FROM THE LEADING JOURNALS OF NEW YORK CITY.
From the N. Y. Christian Jldvocate and Journal.

We have read this book through and through, as well as we could, for the tears which continually
fille.1 our eyes and impeded our vision. These thrilling narratives are no fictions Hot Corn stories,

invented and written for ettect, but facts ; and they are related in the most artless yet touching
manner.

From the N. Y. Courier and Enquirer.

There is not a line in it which would raise a blush upon the purest cheek, nothing in the book to
contaminate. Scenes of misei'y are indeed presented, but in a wa3' which stirs the sensibilities with-
out soiling the imagination. - The book is written in a graphic yet graceful style.

From the New York Observe)'.

We have read this book with deep interesL It contains the annals of a noble charity. Some of
the narratives have a touching and thrilling interest. The volume is in contrast with the coarse and
vile publication (Hot Corn) we were compelled recently to notice.

From the N. Y. Evening Post.

Perhaps in the entire annals of originated philanthropy, no more interesting incident can be found
than the change bj’ which the Old Brewer3' and its abominations yielded to the beneficent influence
which these ladies have brought to bear. The book recounts a number of instances attesting the suc-

cess of the institution, which are hardly surpassed in romantic interest by the inventions of the
novelist.

From the N. Y. Commercial Advertiser.

Even those whose sympathies- have not Imen directed to benevolent or reformatory movements
will be deeply interested by its thrilling narratives. They possess interest far surpassing that of any
work of fiction that has been written on similar subjects. Whatever profits may arise from the sale

of this book, will be applied to the support of the Ladies’ Mission.

From the Evangelist, N. Y. City.

These sketches are written with a simplicity and pathos which will greatly affect the reader. It is

illustrated with effective engravings, and in style and appearance has every thing to commend it.

Published by STEINGEE & TOWNSEND, 222 Broadway, N. Y.,

And sold by all Booksellers and Periodical Dealers.

N. 3.—Agents and Col'porteurs will be furnished with Circulars of the Work on appli-

cation to the Publishers

.



The best Sea Tales since “Tom Cringle’s Log.”

RECENTLY PUBLISHED,

SWELL LILE AT SEA;
Frigates, and Yaclitmg.

BY CAPTAIN JAMES HANNAY,
AUTHOR OF “tom CRINGLE’s LOG,” “SINGLETON FONTENOT,” ETC.

In one elegant 12mo volume of 400 pages, Illustrated with fine Tinted

Engravings. Price, f1,00.

CONTENTS.
Cruisf. of a Guineaman—Fitz-Cubin; or, the Admiral’s

Pet—Homeward Bound—Cruise of the Ida—Aquatic

Expedition from Gibralta to Barcelona

—

Mr. Snigsby’s

Yacht—The Death Shot
;
a Tale of the Coast Guard.

“ The articles which make up this volume have been selected with great care, from the

United Service Journal (the ‘ Nautical Blackwood.’) They are from the pen of Captain

Hannay, author of the brilliant sea novel entitled ‘ Singleton Fontenoy,’ the best English

sea tale since ‘ Tom Cringle’s Log.’ They will be found to possess the characteristic

humor of Marryatt blended Avilh the truthfulness of description that is so charming in

Cooper’s nautical fictions.”—Buffalo Daily Republic.

“ An exceedingly interesting and truthful description of sea life
; the calm, the storm,

the Avreck, the lights and shadows of the mariner’s existence, are beautifully sketched.

One feature that adds greatly to the absorbing interest of the work arises from the various

localities in which the incidents occur—Guinea, Malta, Indian Ocean, &c., wdth all their

varying scenes are introduced and vividly depicted.”—Southern Tier Times.

“ It is a series of sea stories from the pen of Captain Hannay, the well-known author of

‘ Tom Cringle’s Log,’ the prophet upon Avhom have fallen the mantles of Marryatt and

Cooper. We cordially welcome this book.”—St. Louis Intelligencer.

“ The admirers of Cooper and Marryatt will find in these narratives much of the genu-

ine humor and vivid imagery that gave their sea novels so great a charm.”—Gazette
AND Democrat, Penn.

“ The ‘ yarns’ have, apart from their intrinsic value, the great merit of brevity ; full of

dashing adventure and glowing description ; and Ave predict for the book a success not

surpassed by any similar Avork of the present day.”

—

Toledo Com. Repub.

“ The articles all abound Avith pleasant humor and truthful description of sea life, and

possess an interest seldom evinced by nautical yarns of fiction. * Swell Life’ will never

cease to be an entertaining companion.”—Troy Daily Tisies.

STJaiNCrElil. & TOWNSEN55, FuMisIiers,
228 liroa-elway, New Yorlc.

And for sale by all the principfil Booksellers.

J8^ Copies mailed on receipt of price. Free of Postage.*^
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JUST PUBLISHED,
THE

AMERICAN COTTAGE BUILDER,
A SERIES OF

Designs, Plans, and Specifications, from $200 to $25,000 for Homes

for the People.

BY JOIIX BYI^I^OCK,
AUTHOR OF “the RUDIMENTS OF ARCHITECTURE AND BUILDING.”

Crown Octavo. Price, $1,75.

The object of this -work is to furnish a practical manual of ®esigns for “ Homes
for the People,” from a twenty-five dollar cottage to a twenty thousand dollar

palace, giving estimates as to cost, furnishing plans and specifications, and treat-

ing upon the rudiments of the arts called into exercise by the practice of cottage
building. From its practical character it must become a desirable text- book to
the builder and mechanic, as well as to those contemplating building, either in
ornamental or plain styles.

This work is adapted to supply the wants of all classes in every grade of living,

from the humblest cottage to the stately mansion, who are interested in the erec-

tion of iK'autiful and convenient houses. The estimated cost is given to each
respective plan, so that the expenses of each building may be accurately determ-
ined on. Every effort has been made to add to its intrinsic value—consistently
with its practical character—by giving it variety, in collecting all new facts relat-

ing to recent improvements in the art of Warming and Yentilation, Garden-
ing, &c., &c.
The whole work will be found a matter of fact” book on cottages and country

residence,—a desideratum so long needed by all persons who contemplate building
a home.

©pinions of Eeabing Sournals,

Tilts volume i.s .1 valiiiible contribution to tbe art of rural architecture. It is illustrated with a
number of excellent enjcravins-s representing variou.s styles of cottages, and in the lull details and
clear descriptions of each style, which it gives, it will be found to be a safe guide both for taste and
economy .---Courier and Knquirer.

Architectural treatises of more pretension than this have frequently passed under our notice, but
we remember few volumes of the kina that are likely to be so useful to the public. Mr. Bullock fur-

nishes designs of cottages In every style, and at every cost, from $25 up to $'25,000, and supplies
minute plans and specilications, estimates as to cost, &c. He also teaches very fully and intelli-

gently the rudiments of the arts employed in cottage building.—Commercial Advertiser.

This work contains twenty one chapters of souud sense, twenty illustrations proper, and about
sixty plans and illustrations of designs. Mr. Bullock is an experienced writer upon matters of arch-
itecture and art in general, and his instructions may be firmly relied upon—drawn as they are from
hard study and fruitful familiarity.—Bufialo Express.

Mr. Bullock is favorabb' known as a clever writer on architectural subjects, and his books have
always been jiopular. This handsome volume is profusely illustrated with designs in every stj'Ie for

cottage residences. The letter press descriptions and instructions are full, concise, and cleai, and
render the treatise in our opinion useful not only to those about to erect country homes for them-
selves, but to professional builders who may be called upon to undertake such works for others.

—

N. y. Express.

This is a most useful book in this country. It consists of a few plain directions for building small
and moderate sized country houses, with a view to internal comfort, and external beauty and pro-
prlet3’. Every one who thinks of erecting a house out of town should read this book. It is simple,
and abounding with excellent hints, which may save many pounds after the house is erected. Fit
for rich and poor.--Montreal Herald.

The scope of this work is comprehensive, embracing cottages of the lowest cost, as well as build-

ings which might more appropriately be called palaces. It furnishes plans and specifications for
each, and e.'timates of cost.' The important subject of warming and ventilating is duly considered,
al'O that of drainage ; and there is an instructive chapter on landscape gardening. The plates of de-
signs, and illustrations of the details of the designs, are very numerous, and the subjects lucidly ex-
hibited.—Journal of Commerce.

The object of this book is to furnish those persons about to build with designs of houses costing
from two hundred dollars to twenty thousand, and with them valuable informati n on the subjects of
ventilation and gardening. Among the plates are the drawings of Prince Albert’s Model Cottages,
and also full plans for Fowler’s Octagonal House, both of them curiosities well worth examination.—
Boston Journal.

One object of this truly excellent book is to encourage the spirit of improvement—to aid the cul-
tivation of agricultural taste in the poor man’s home, and to teach all the art of combining the useful
with the tasteful and elegant.—Pittsburg Token.

Published by STRINGER & TOWNSEND, 222 Broadway, N. Y.,

Jlndfor sale by all the principal Booksellers.



ARCHITECTS’ AND BUII-DERS’ GUIDE

THE EtlHIMETSTTS

ARCHITECTURE AND BUILDING.
FOR THE USE OF

Archilects, Builders, Draughtsmen, Mschinisls, Engineers and Mechanics.

Edited by JOHH BULLOCK, Architect.

Neatly hound in one crown octavo voL^ uniform with “ The American
Cottage Builderf with numerous fine Engravings. Price $2 ,

00 .

CONTENTS:
THE HISTORY AND RUDIMENTS OE

ARCHITECTURE.
Embracing

I. The Orders of Architecture:
II. Architectural Styles of Va-

rious Countries :

III. The Nature and Principles
OF Design in Architecture:

IV. An Accurate and Complete
Glossary of Architectural
Terms.

RUDIMENTS OE THE ART OE.

BUILDING.
Embracing

I. The General Principles ob’

Construction ;

II. Materials used in Building ;

III. Strength of Materials ;

IV. Use of Materials
;

V. Working Drawings, Specifi-
cations AND Estimates.

Appendix.—Woods of N. America.

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.
“ This is a volume of great importance to architects, machinists, mechanics and huild-

jers. It is valuable also to the general reader, who may desire information upon the sub-

ect of building, or architecture generally.”

—

Hartford Republican.
“ This is really a valuable book. It brings down to the comprehension of every muid

an important and intricate art, showing the principles of construction, materials used in

building, their relative strength, and the manner in which they are to be applied. The
drawings and specifications are useful and accurate. It is worthy of the perusal of every

mechanic, and especially of young persons.”—Troy Post.
“ A valuable elementary treatise, presenting a great variety of exact and intelligible

details, expressed in precise and familiar language, and not encumbered with a superflu-

ity of irrevelant matter, this little work forms an excellent manual for the practical or

amateur builder.”—N. Y. Tribune.
“ It is a work of great value to the Architect, Builder, Engineer, and general Mechanic.

The volume treats of the various styles of architecture in various countries ; the nature

of design in architecture, and its principles ; and includes a complete glossary of archi-

tectural terms.”—Albany Evening Atlas.
“ The design is not to give the works in all their details, but to treat the subject com-

prehensively, so that while the re.ader and student will understand the subject, he will

not be obliged to give to it the detailed and scientific study which would else be requir-

ed.”—Baltimore Patriot.

STEINGEK & TOWNSEND, Publishers, 222 Broadway, N. Y.

AND FOR SALE BY ALL THE PRINCIPAL BOOKSELLERS.

JQ®“ On receipt of price, the work will be mailed, post paid. “©9



An IndispensiMe Work for tlie Mechanic, the Engineer & the Artist.

tllje ^radical ^raMjj|tsniaii’s

BOOK OF IMBUSTEIAL BESIGH ;
FORMING A COMPLETE COURSE OF

Meclianical, Engineering & Architectural Drawing.
TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF THE

MESSES. AEMENGAUD AND M. AMOUEOUX,
WITH ADDITIONS AND IMPROVEMENTS

BY PROFESSOK WIEEIATTI JOHNSON,
GENERAL CONTENTS

:

LINEAR DRAWING.—THE STUDY OF PROJECTION.—ON COLOURING SECTIONS, WITH AP-
PLICATIONS.—THE INTERSECTION AND DEVELOPMENT OF SURFACES, WITH APPLICA-
TIONS.—THE STUDY AND CONSTRUCTION OF TOOTHED GE-4.R.—ELEMENTARY PRINCI-
PLES OF SHADOWS.—APPLICATION OF SHADOWS TO TOOTHED GEAR.—THE CUTTIftQ
AND SHAPING OF MASONRY.—THE STUDY OF MACHINERY AND SKETCHING.—OBLIQUE
PROJECTIONS.—PARALLEL PERSPECTIVE.—TRUE PERSPECTIVE.—EXAMPLES OF FIN'
ISHED DRAWINGS OF MAC HINERY.—DRAWING INSTRUMENTS

In one quarto volume, containinj^ lOo pages of Steel Plates, 75 JVood Engravings, and 200
pages of Lettei'p'ess. Bound in cloth, $6.50 ; in half Turkey, $8.00.

This superb work has been prepared by its distinguished Editor to meet the require-
ments so long felt of a comprehensive treatise on Industrial Design. His aim heis been
to present the well-known French work in a much improved English form, and at a price
brought within the reach of all.

Every Principal, Mechanic, Builder, Machinist, Engineer, and Artist, has felt the want
of a complete course of Industrial Design—not a mere collection of the first principles of
Geometrical Drawing, but a work that would be useful as well in Schools and Colleges
as in the Workshop and Drawing Offices of the Engineer and Architect.
The special mission of the Practical Dkaughts.man’s Book of Industrial De-

sign may almost be gathered from its title-page. It is intended to furnish gradually de-
veloped lessons in Geometrical Drawing, applied directly to the various branches of the
Industrial Arts : comprehending Linear Design proper ; Isometrical Perspective,
or the study of Projections; the Drawing of Toothed Wheels and Eccentrics

;

with Shadow'ing and Colouring : Oblique Projections ; and the study of paral-
lel and EXACT Perspective : each division being accompanied by special applications
to the extensive ranges of Mechanics, Architecture, Foundry-Works, Carpen-
try, Joinery, Metal Manufactures generally, Hydraulics, the construction of
Steam Engines, and Mill-Work. In its compilation, the feeble attraction generally
offered to students in elementary form has been carefully considered ; and after every
geometrical problem, a practical example of its application has been added, to facilitate
Its comprehension and increase its value. A series of Plates, marked, a, b, &c., are
also interspersed throughout the work, as examples of finished drawings of machinery.

—

The Letterpress relating to these Plates, together with anillustrated chapter on Drawing
Instruments, forms an appropriate Appendix to the Volume. The general explanatory
text embraces not only a description of the objects and their movements, but also tables
and practical rules, more particularly those relating to the dimensions of the principal de-
tails of machinery, as facilitating actual construction.

From W. Norton. Esq., Professor of Civil Engineering in Yale College.

In tlie Practical Draughtsman we at last have a work on Indinstrial design, at the same time suffi-

ciently comprehensive in its scope and minute in its detail to meet the wants of the student of en-
gineering. My opinion of its merits is abundantly indicated by the fact that I have adopted it as a
text book in the School of Engineering attached to Yale College. So far as I have made use of it, I

find that it meets my expectations, and doubt not that it will give general satisfaction, if introduced
into our Engineering and Industrial Schools. \V'. A. N oeton.

Professor of Civil Engineering in Yale College.

From the Practical Mechanic's Journal, ( Glasgow.)
Such a book in English was greatly needed. We possess for the first time in our literature a

standard work., in' many respects greatly superior to the French volume. Every page is full of pleas-
ant instruction, and demonstrates competent intelligence and excessive care. The original work is

a class-book in the Industrial Schools on the continent, and the present English form of it will hold a
high place wherever its subject is studied, either in our own lands or in the United State.s. It is from
Its cheapness one of the few good books which every principal should possess as a work of reference,
and which every learner should have readily accessible for constant study.

PubUshed by STRIHGEE & TOWNSEND, 222 Broadway, N.
and sold by all Booksellers.

N. B.—The Practical Draughtsman was originally published in 13 Parts, at 37)^ cents each. Sets
of the work, and separate parts, can always be obtained in that form.



Powerful because True—Couviuciiig because Just.

NOW PUBLISHED,

STANHOPE BUELEIGH:
THE JESUITS m OUR HOMES.

A NOVEL. BY HELEN DHH.
In one elegant 12mo. volume of pages, artistically Illustrated withfine

Tinted Engravings; beautifully hound in Embossed Muslin. Price, $1.

The Convent of Sant’Am-
brogio.

The Jesuit’s Tower.
Charles Albert.
Stanhope Burleigh.
The Revolution.
The Schemes of the Jes-

hits.

The Flight to America.
Attempt to save Genevra.
The Rescue.
The Voyage.
The Jesuits in our Homes.
Genevra at Home.
Stanhope and Genevra.
The Ride to Claremont.

CONTENTS.
The Disappearance of

Carlo.

Stanhope and his Mother.
The Counsellor of the Jes-

uits.

The Sick JMan.

Inez and Jaudan.
Inez and Stanhope.
Inez and Genevra.
The Tools of the Jesuits.

Ride to Greenwood.
The Secret Political Con-

spiracy.

The Mother.
The Three Conspirators.

The Will.

The Three Conspirators
Again.

The Plot Thickening.
The Departure.
Agnes Stuart.
The Journey.
The Father.
The Orphan.
The Grave.
Life in the Convent.
Inez’s Plan for Escape
The Jesuit Atone.
Taking the Veil.

Stanhope finds Genevra.
The Dead Bride.
The Oath.

This powerful production embodies the principles, and breathes the
spirit that is sweeping all party lines away, and rolling the wave of pat-
riotic lire from ocean to ocean. It will meet the hearty approval of every

' man in that vast army of Americans who believes and feels that the reign
of Jesuitism, priestcraft, foreign influence, and American demagogueism,
ought to cease. It delineates, with graphic power, the subtle intrigues of
the Jesuits in America, in our Homes, in Society, in Politics, and in Gov-
ernment. The corrupting and degrading intrigues of unprincipled political

demagogues, of all parties, are brought into full view, under the intolerable

blaze of light; while the artistic developments of the plot impart to the
work the most brilliant characteristics of the finest romances. No novel,
blending the social and political phases of American society into such a har-
mony as to make a vivid and complete picture, has created before this a
general interest among all classes of readers.

EDITORIAL NOTICES.
“ A work that will mark itself on the times. Its vigor, fire, facts, characterization,

truth, logic, are all vital and of the time. The character of Burleigh is drawn by a mas-
ter-hand, and is full of the heroic and American spirit. It is called a novel, but it deals
in most earnest realities.”

—

Boston Daily Bee.
“It is the most dramatic aud powerful novel that has been written in this country.

We do not hesitate to predict for it such a circulation as no other American book has
had.”

—

Trenton State Gazette.
“ A tale of great interest and ability, in which the dark and mighty influences of the

system are clearly exposed. The book is one of much power, and will be widely read.”
—New York Observer.

“ It is in truth not only deeply interesting as a nove], but in the highest degree valu
able as an exposition ol’ facts which every American citizen ought to be familiar with.”—
New London Chronicle.

Published by STKINGEB & TOWNSEND, 222 Broadway, New York.

And for sale by all Booksellers and Neivs Agents.
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RECENTLY P UBLISHED,
THE

SINGER’S COMPANION;
Containing a Collection of Two Hundred
Popular Songs, Duets, Glees, Catches,

&c., WITH Music, arranged for the
Voice, Flute, Violin and Piano.

ONE ELEGANTLY BOUND VOLUME, ILLUSTRATED. PRICE, 75 CTS

“ In presenting this beautiful manual of ‘Music for the Million,’ the enterprising pub-

lishers may justly felicitate themselves in having contributed, in no slight degree, to the

elegant amusement of leisure hours. In this choice selection of two hundred standard

songs will be found the greatest possible variety of the most exquisite pieces of the old

and new—seiious and comic— love and sentimental—naval and military—national, Scotch,

Irish, and English—occasionally interspersed with fashionable airs, as recently sung by
the most popular vocalists, together with some of the rarest Ethiopian melodies. These
compositions have been collected with due regard to the sentiment of the poetry, as well

as the beauty and melody of the airs of their respective masters.”

—

Richmond Evening
Bqlletin.
“ Here are two hitndred standard songs, of every possible variety, interspersed rvith

fashionable airs, as recently sung by the most popular vocalists. Much regard has been

had as well to the sentiment of the poetry as the grace and richness and sweetness of the

airs. It is undoubtedly an important contribution to the musical department.”

—

Albany
Argus.
“ A choice selection of popular songs, duets, glees, catches, etc., with music, anranged

for the voice, flute, violin and piano. In a very convenient form, neatly and compactly

printed, the singer and the instrumentalist may here find nearly two hundred pieces of

music, embracing old and new favorites of almost every description, songs, duets, glees,

catches, and dances.”—Boston Evening Traveller.
“ This volume will be considered a treasure by musicians, amateur and professional,

for it contains a very rich store of new as w'ell as old music, comprehending in one hand-

some volume all the choice pieces that are found floating in detached parts through the

musical atmosphere. It must become popular with the public.”

—

New London Daily
Chronicle.
“ This pretty volume contains a selection of popular songs, duets, glees, catches, etc.,

with music, arranged for the voice, flute, violin, and piano. The melodies embrace some
of the old favorites, as well as the popular airs of the present day.”

—

New York Com-
mercial Advertiser.

“ The typographical execution of the music is of a superior order. Every page pre-

sents a neat, tasteful, and pleasing appearance, inviting the eye by its beauty, and charm-
ing the soul by its sound.”—Susquehanna Journal.

STM1NG13I1, & T©WHSEN1>
222 Ilroadway? New "Yorfs.

And for scde by all the 2^1’incipal Booksellers.

Copies mailed on receipt 0.^ price, -Free of Postage.



The ^merican'^s Mamd~Moo'U or Etiquette.

JUST PUBLISHED,
THE

A MANUAL OF GOOD BEHAVIOR AND POLITE ACCOMPLISHMENTS.

Illustrated with Two Hundred Engravings. Neatly hound in Cloth, in

one elegant volume of 500 pages. Price, One Dollar.

CONTENTS.
Principles of Behavior.

Good Manners founded on Human
Rights.

Care of the Person,

Dress.

Habits and Manners.

Things you must Avoid.

A Bill of Rights.

Of Society.

Social Forms and Observances.

The Etiquette of the Table.

A Chapter for the Ladies.

Conversation.

Conversational Errors.

The Etiquette of Occasions.

Of Various Relations. ^

Expression of Senses and Faculties

Love and Courtship.

Marriage.

Writing and Correspondence.

Music.

Gymnastics, Dancing, &c.

Horsemanship.

Foreign Languages.

Poetry.

Fashion and the Toilette.

Concluding Remarks.

EDITORIAL NOTICES.
The volume is sparkling with fun and irresistibly provocative of laughter, while it

gives excellent advice in regard to dress, manners, conversation, correspondence, horse-
manship, dancing, gymnastics, and many other matters of social interest and importance.
The text is illustrated by 200 engravings, some ol the best of which were imported from
Paris, having been engraved from the drawings of Gavarni, Valentine, Grandville, and
other famous artists,”

—

Gommkrcial Advertiskr.

“ The author understands and explains the philosophy of good manners and their de-
pendences on and connection with good i>rinciples and morals. The book treats of every
phase of life and of society, and descants upon every thing possible to be said or done by
a gentleman or ladv, fiom the smallest detail of personal care, up to the best method of

writing verses.”

—

Boston Advertiser,

“ This book fills up a vacancy which has long existed among books of this kind, as it is

a plain, practical treatise upon manners and behavior in w'hatever sphere qr position in
society a person of either sex may chance to be placed. It is illustrated with numerous
engravings, showing the reverse of the rules laid down in the text. It is well gotten up,
and cannot fail to meet with great success. Timid and bashful young lads and lasses will
find this an invaluable companion.”

—

Pottsville Register and Emporium.

“ A complete epitome of good behavior, interspersed with comical sarcasms upon the
follies of society, and abounding throughout in genial good humor. It is evidently writ-
ten by one who has mingled much in society, and is perfectly cognizant of its most refined
usages,”—Troy Daily Times.

Copies mailed on recei2)t of price. Free of Postage.

Published by STRINGER & TOWNSEND, 222 Broadway, N. Y.

And for sale by all the principal Booksellers.
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AND OTHER COMICALITIES.
FROM “PUNCH.”

An endless feast of FUN, HUMOR k SUNSHINE, for Hie benefit of the Dyspeptic.

Containing eight, full-page, Fine Tinted. Engravings, from original

designs, by McLiellan, together with numerous Illustrations, drawn by
Pliiz, Crxiikslianlc, Crowqxiill, and others ; making an elegant large

volume of 600 pages. Neatly bound in muslin. Price $1,25.

Punch has made its mark on the age, and has done more for the wit and hu-

mor of the nineteenth century than all the other periodicals published in Europe.

From the start, Punch has been conducted with the most consummate ability.

Among the writers who have sparkled on its pages are the names of

HOOD, DICKENS, THACKERAY, MARK LEMON & DOUGLAS JERROLD.

These writers have produced a series of papers which will endure as long as

the language. Their humor does not take the shape of ephemeral jokes, but is so

interwoven with good sense, that every laugh may be looked upon as a sermon in

disguise.

From the matter furnished by these authors, the publishers of “ Our Honey-
moon ” have selected a series of articles which cannot do otherwise than meet

the approval of every person who is at all sensitive to the humanizing effects of

well directed ridicule. Fools have a greater dread of laughter than of law ."

—

From each of these celebrated humorists has been made such a selection as would

best convey to the reader an idea of his style and peculiarity.

The first article ‘-Our Honeymoon,” is peculiarly , adapted to the wants of

such of the rising generation as contemplate white vests and matrimony, yellow

kids, and a month’s sojourn at the Rockaway Pavillion. The “ Complete Let-

ter Writer” is a humorous production of the highest merit; with this for an

aid, epistles may be written on all subjects, from the death of a bereaved creditor

to the elopement of a kitchen maid. “ Horace Fitzjersey’s Experience” is

full of “ rich, racy and rollicking” fun and wit. The “Heathen Mythology”
ntroduces us to the ‘upper circles,’ to gods, goddesses and godlings—Jove, Juno

Venus, Mars, Vulcan and his blacksmith’s shop. This portion of the work is

written with the most surpassing ability—t’ne wit running through it making it a

model in every respect. The praise bestowed on the Mythology can be given witli

equal propriety to each of the other laughter provoking productions, particularly

“The Labors of Hercules,”—it abounds in the richest humor, and is one of

those exquisite drolleries that not one man in a million could have produced.—

“ Our Honeymoon and Other Comicalitif.s” will be found, without exception

the most taking book that has been published in the United States.

STRINGEB & TOWNSEND, Publishers, 222 Broadway, New York.

And for sale by all Booksellers

.



SAM SLICK’S NEW WORK
“ Buy it, and if you don’t laugh, then there is no laugli in you.”—Ohio Statesmak.

JUST PUBLISHED,

NATURE AND HOMAN NATURE
A Sequel to “ Wise Saws

;
or, Sam Slick in Search of a Wife.”

S5Y JUDGE SIAUBURTOW,
^ut^or of “cSam ,Sltcft, tf)c fflilocRmafter,” “©Iti Suttcfe,” &c., Set,

Neatly bound in Muslin, 75 cents ; in Paper, 50 cents.

CONTENTS.
A Surprise.

Clippers and Steamers.

Unlocking a Woman’s Heart.

A Critter with a Thousand Vir-

tues and hut One Vice.

A New Way to Learn Gaelic.

The Wounds of the Heart.

Fiddling and Dancing, and Serv-

ing the Devil

Stitching a Button-Hole.

The Plural of Moore.

A Day on the Lakes.

The Betrothal.

A Foggy Night.

Female Colleges.

Gipseying.

The World before the Flood.

Lost at Sea.

Holding up the Mirror.

The Bundle of Sticks.

Town and Country.

The Honeymoon.

A Dish of Clams.

The Devil’s Hole
;

or, Fish and

Flesh.

The Cucumber Lake.

The Recall.

NOTICES OE THE PEESS.

“The writings of Judge Haliburton have long been regarded as the production

of the finest humorist that has ever attempted the delineation of Yankee charac-

ter, and the entertaining work before us shows that he has lost none of his original

wit and humor. It will be difiicult to find a volume so full of fun and good sense

as this, which chronicles the last experiences of Sam Slick.”— Commercial Jldvertiser,

Since Sam Slick’s^ first work he has written nothing so fresh, racy, and genu"

in ely humorous as this. Every line of it tells, some way or other—instructively,

satirically, jocosely or Avittily.”—London Observer.

Wo sincerely pity the man who cannot find in it the materials for the loosen-

ing of several of his cofiin nails. It is full of oddity and fun, and must sell like

new tomatoes .”—Buffalo Express.

Published by STRINGER & TOWNSEND, 222 Broadway, N. Y.

And for sale by all the principal Booksellers. ,

&^Persons forwarding the price by mail will receive the Woi'k Frick of Postaoe.'^II



The most Elegantly Written and Impartial Biography of onr Times!

m PREPARATION AND NEARLY READY.

MEMOIRS
OF

JAMES GORDON BENNETT
And His Times.

BY A JOURNALIST.
In one Volume, Duodecimo, of bOO with a finely engraved like-

ness of Mr. Bennett, from an original drawing. Price |1 26.

This book will soon be pablisbed. It is the history of a remarka-
ble man—one whose industry, talents and real character are but

little known to the public, although his name is familiar to the

wmrid. There are few persons aware wliat an important history is

comprised in his long and eventful career, and how fei-tile in topics

it is for a Biographer. The volume will give a complete panoramic
view of public events in politics, commerce, society and newspaper
literature for the past thirty-five years.

The work is the result of many years of preparation by the

Author, who is acknowledged to be the only gentleman who is cal-

culated by education, temper, refinement, industry, patience and
habitual candor, to do justice to so difficult subject. He is excelled

by no writer in the beauty and force of his style, in the classical purity

ot his expression, in the quiet wit and adroit sarcasm of his illus*

trations, or in the method in which he blends the most minute details

with the broad and glowing events of history. Added to this, he
has been so close an observer of the subjects upon which he has

written, has had so extensive an experience with the public press,

that he has produced a work which has all the charms of a romance
associated with the elevated tone and sentiment of a grave and
important history. No writer, in fine, seems to have understood
better the true mode of preparing a valuable Biography.

Such is the opinion of every impartial person who has seen the

pages of the above work, and it will be published with the full

assurance that readers of every condition of society will derive fi‘om

the work pleasure, instruction, and a knowledge of the most remarka-
ble and oi iginal character of great public importance ever connected
with the History of Journalism in this or any other country.

STRINGER & TOWNSEND, Publishers,

222 Broadway, New York.

Orders solicited from the trade in advance of publication, to enable the

Publishers to promptly supply the demand. All orders will be filled in the priority

of their reception.



A Work of Extraordinary Merit and Interest.

PREPARATIOif.^ ~~

MARY LYNDON;
OB, KEVELATIONS OF A LIFE.

Jitt Jujtobifl'grajfc

I?i one Duodecimo Volume^ neatly 'bound in Cloth. Price $1 00,

There are so many books published that are not books—that are
merely apologies for books,—that when a work of sterling excellence
appears, the public are naturally disinclined to believe in its merits.

Especially in this age of book-making is such the case. Each work
that is published is puffed and pushed in nearly every instance be-
yond its worth, till the world of book readers have generally lost

faith in the advertisements of publishers. Such, however, cannot be
the case with “ Mary Lyndon, or Revelations of a Life.” It has been
submitted to some of our best scholars and most accomplished literary

men, who are unanimous in their opinion that few works of greater
value have at any time been issued from the press of this country.
Certainly, within the last ten or twelve years, nothing more merito-

rious has been published? It is written with an intense purpose
;
it

is eloquent; it is vehement
;

it is nassionate. A burning soul under
Etna—if souls can burn nfaterially—could not have sent forth a more
tremendous objurgation against existing ills. The earnestness of the

author is like the gleaming of a naked sword, or the flash of moun-
tain lightning.

The writer of this work, as is painfully and powerfully shown in

almost every page, has lived, and loved, and suffered. The book is

a tran.script of undoubted experience. There is nothing artificial

about it—nothing feigned. It tells the story of a woman’s wrongs
with a wail of passionate lamentation that should make the blood

curdle, while it arouses the soul into indignation. Undoubtedly it is

the work of a woman—no man could have written it,—and she is

among the most intellectual of living writers. She has neither part

nor lot with the horde of feminine authors who of late have deluged

the world with their whimperings. She has felt, “ to the dividing of

the soul and marrow,” what she has written, and “out of the fulness

of her heart her mouth speaketh.”

The characters introduced in her work are flesh and blood reali-

ties. We know most of them by reputation; some she mentions by
name—people actually living in our midst

;
to others we are drawn

by affinity. They are, none of them, phantoms, or creations of the

brain
;
they act, and think, and suffer. They have lived, and most

of them still live. They are our brothers and sisters, bringing with

them revelations from the innermost depth of the spirit, and are

fitted to be our teachers for all time.

STRINGER & TOWNSEND, Publishers,

222 Broadway, New York.

Orders solicited from the trade in advance of publication, to enable the Publishers

to supply the demand without delay. All orders will be filled in the priority of

their reception.
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